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Engineers’ Corner







Why isn’t there an Engineers’ Corner in Westminster Abbey? In Britain we’ve always made more fuss of a ballad than a blueprint … How many schoolchildren dream of becoming great engineers?


Advertisement placed in The Times by the Engineering Council









We make more fuss of ballads than of blueprints –


That’s why so many poets end up rich,


While engineers scrape by in cheerless garrets.


Who needs a bridge or dam? Who needs a ditch?







Whereas the person who can write a sonnet


Has got it made. It’s always been the way,


For everybody knows that we need poems


And everybody reads them every day.







Yes, life is hard if you choose engineering –


You’re sure to need another job as well;


You’ll have to plan your projects in the evenings


Instead of going out. It must be hell.







While well-heeled poets ride around in Daimlers,


You’ll burn the midnight oil to earn a crust,


With no hope of a statue in the Abbey,


With no hope, even, of a modest bust.







No wonder small boys dream of writing couplets


And spurn the bike, the lorry and the train.


There’s far too much encouragement for poets –


That’s why this country’s going down the drain.






























All-Purpose Poem for State Occasions









The nation rejoices or mourns


As this happy or sombre day dawns.


Our eyes will be wet


As we sit round the set,


Neglecting our flowerbeds and lawns.







As Her Majesty rides past the crowd


They’ll be silent or cheer very loud


But whatever they do


It’s undoubtedly true


That they’ll feel patriotic and proud.







In Dundee and Penzance and Ealing


We’re imbued with appropriate feeling:


We’re British and loyal


And love every royal


And tonight we shall drink till we’re reeling.






























A Policeman’s Lot







The progress of any writer is marked by those moments when he manages to outwit his own inner police system.


Ted Hughes









Oh, once I was a policeman young and merry


                                                        (young and merry),


Controlling crowds and fighting petty crime (petty crime),


But now I work on matters literary (litererry)


And I am growing old before my time (’fore my time).


No, the imagination of a writer (of a writer)


Is not the sort of beat a chap would choose


                                                       (chap would choose)


And they’ve assigned me a prolific blighter (’lific blighter) –


I’m patrolling the unconscious of Ted Hughes.







It’s not the sort of beat a chap would choose


                                                    (chap would choose) –


Patrolling the unconscious of Ted Hughes.







All our leave was cancelled in the lambing season


                                                          (lambing season),


When bitter winter froze the drinking trough


                                                          (drinking trough),


For our commander stated, with good reason


                                                        (with good reason),


That that’s the kind of thing that starts him off


                                                              (starts him off).


But anything with four legs causes trouble


                                                            (causes trouble) –


It’s worse than organizing several zoos (several zoos),


Not to mention mythic creatures in the rubble


                                                              (in the rubble),


Patrolling the unconscious of Ted Hughes.







It’s worse than organizing several zoos (several zoos),


Patrolling the unconscious of Ted Hughes.







Although it’s disagreeable and stressful


                                                          (bull and stressful)


Attempting to avert poetic thought (’etic thought),


I could boast of times when I have been successful


                                                              (been successful)


And conspiring compound epithets were caught


                                                       (’thets were caught).


But the poetry statistics in this sector (in this sector)


Are enough to make a copper turn to booze


                                                               (turn to booze)


And I do not think I’ll make it to inspector (to inspector)


Patrolling the unconscious of Ted Hughes.







It’s enough to make a copper turn to booze


                                                             (turn to booze) –


Patrolling the unconscious of Ted Hughes.





after W. S. Gilbert
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