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			For Lucy, Amy, Max, Ronnie, Dan, and Oliver

		
	
		
			
			WHAT THEY SAID ABOUT MR JAXON’S VERSE…….

			I think it’s good. (Mr Jaxon’s old mum.)

			No. (Response of Mr Jaxon’s English teacher at school, when asked by a jaxonian classmate if he agreed that Mr Jaxon’s verse might have some merit.)

			Everything you write is just another pathetic attempt to be funny. (The same English teacher, offering Mr Jaxon constructive criticism.)

			This is pretty dreadful. (A different English teacher at the same school, when reviewing something Mr Jaxon had written.)

			Nobody’s going to read your book. (Mr Jaxon’s wife.)

			The poems you write that are meant to be serious are funnier than the ones when you’re trying to be funny. (An imaginary friend1 of Mr Jaxon, offering her own brand of constructive literary criticism.)

			No one will have understood the joke in that poem – you’re too clever by threequarters. (The same perceptive literary critic.) 

			I don’t know – I didn’t read Herbert’s poem to the end. (Another friend of Mr Jaxon, when asked by this perceptive literary critic whether he agreed that no one would understand the poet’s attempt at humour at the end of the poem.)

			I still think it’s good. (Mr Jaxon’s old mum, on being informed that other assessments of the merit of Mr Jaxon’s work were available.)

			What you write might quite possibly be called vers d’occasion.2 (A censorious friend of Mr Jaxon.)

			You should have called your book: Burn Before Reading. (Mr Jaxon’s wife.)

			

			
				
					1 The lady is real; it is their friendship that is imaginary.

				

				
					2 Translator’s note: Secondhand worms.
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			YULETIDE WORMS

		
	
		
			SLEEP

			At Christmas time some people cruise

			Around the shops, wear out their shoes,

			And stand in queues, as debt accrues,

			Then crumple in a heap;

			While Boxing Day brings gastric blues,

			Stale turkeys, tough as kangaroos,

			And tempers fray when West Brom lose,

			That’s why I choose to sleep.

			Some deck their homes with frills and bells,

			With tinsel, streamers, carousels,

			Then fill the air with whoops and yells,

			That make the neighbours weep;

			They roast their bowels with caustic brews,

			Drink up the booze, then use the loos,

			With nary a thought for someone who’s

			Just trying to get some sleep.

			The office party brings excuse

			To fix illicit rendezvous,

			Tu-whit, tu-woos, then toodle-oos,

			And guilty secrets keep;

			Astuter folk eschew those dos

			And opt instead to woo the muse – 

			But all I really want’s a snooze,

			For I was born to sleep.

			So, just stay calm – there’s no alarm;

			Don’t be afraid you’ll come to harm

			When, oozing lots of oily charm,

			Between your sheets I creep;

			Although it might be dead of night,

			Do not take fright – I will not bite;

			Now, Sweetie, please turn out the light:

			My sole delight is sleep.

			December 2011

		
	
		
			BLANCANIEVES

			I tiptoed out on Christmas Eve, when all at home were sleeping,

			On frosty paths, and under wintry cloud; 

			Though all the while my wretched mobile phone would not stop bleeping,

			The beating of my heart was twice as loud.

			The night was dark, and bitter cold, but I was swept along

			By promise of a woman’s lurid charms;

			And though I knew that what I did tonight was surely wrong,

			The lure was strong from Blancanieves’ arms.

			There was a humble dwelling buried deep within a wood, 

			A workman’s shack to which she held a key,

			Where Blancanieves summoned me to meet her, when she could,

			For lovers’ trysts she conjured up for me.

			Her father owned a big estate, awash with game and pheasant,

			So she was rich, and proud, with looks to kill;

			And she would treat the toughest man as if he were a peasant,

			Then kick him out when she had had her fill.

			When Blancanieves cast her spell no flesh and blood could linger:

			She knew that when she kissed you, you stayed kissed;

			And I confess she had me wrapped around her little finger,

			Which, when she snapped it, I could not resist.

			She’d texted me the previous day to fix another session,

			And I was keen to meet her as before;

			I knew, of course, to exercise the maximum discretion,

			So crept downstairs, and softly closed the door.

			Not finding time to wonder who was sending me a text,

			I hurried on to meet my arch-intriguer;

			Though she was overblown, and overpriced, and oversexed,

			And I was overweight, and overeager.

			Yet when I reached the shanty where the woman used to wait,

			It stood in darkness, with no welcoming light;

			All cold and damp, no candle flame, no fire in the grate –

			I wondered if I’d got the venue right. 

			But as I thought to turn around and hurry home in tears,

			An unseen hand drew open the front door,

			And Blancanieves pulled me in, and hugged away my fears:

			The warmth of her embrace betokened more.

			And so began a night of lust, a bout of rawest passion,

			Clandestine kisses in abundant measure;

			Some ninety minutes filled with bliss – a quite humungous ration;

			(A win for Albion scarcely matched the pleasure.)

			Throughout our romping Blancanieves uttered not a sound,

			Yet, truth to tell, her silence barely mattered;

			I couldn’t see her clearly, for the darkness was profound,

			But, home in bed by five, she’d left me shattered.

			On Christmas morn, still half asleep, I checked my phone for tweeting,

			And clocked the message from the previous night:

			“I have a headache, Herbert dear, and cannot make our meeting…”

			It made no sense… Could I have read it right?

			The steamy memories of our frolics fast were falling flat;

			I faced the awkward truth against my will:

			If Naughty Blanc had stayed at home, then who the blank was that?

			Ah… England is a land of mystery still!

			December 2018

		
	
		
			THE MISER’S EXCUSE

			The Reindeer has all year to play,

			And only works on Christmas Day;

			On all the rest he snorts cocaine,

			While Santa shoots it in the vein.

			And, while the reindeer’s taking sniffs,

			The elves are busy rolling spliffs, 

			To keep Old Santa flying high,

			Or sell to any kids who’ll buy.

			I simply can’t abide their presence,

			So, son, this year there’ll be no presents;

			But please, don’t make me feel a louse:

			I can’t let junkies in the house.

			December 2003

		
	
		
			TRUE LOVE

			Most respected Sir, or Madam, though you don’t know me from Adam,

			I am writing to request a place to stay;

			For the tale that I am telling saw me kicked out of my dwelling,

			So I’m hoping that you won’t turn me away.

			Though it couldn’t get much dafter, what’s recorded hereinafter

			May provide a timely wakeup call for those

			Who allow clearheaded thinking to be clouded by hard drinking,

			Which has, sadly, been the source of all my woes.

			There are those who may be wondering what absurd degree of blundering

			Caused my rapid slide from honour to disgrace;

			Making me the butt of laughter: forced to wear, forever after,

			An inverted Tesco bag to hide my face.

			If my veil is unappealing, what this gunnysack’s concealing

			Is some madness that can never be undone,

			For when alcohol’s your master it can turn into disaster

			What you think is just a harmless bit of fun.

			Unacceptable societally, yet it all began so quietly,

			When some playmates called to take me for a jar;

			I was unenthusiastic, but they teased me with sarcastic

			Jibes and insults till I joined them at the bar.

			We went down the Frog & Nightgown, and I wouldn’t care to write down

			Quite how many pints I hoovered up unplanned;

			I lost count at six or seven, but at least ten or eleven,

			And on leaving I could barely even stand.

			P’rhaps it sounded too bathetic, but my mates weren’t sympathetic 

			When I said I fancied toddling home to bed;

			They just gave me some old toffee about taking me for coffee

			To an ‘all-night tattoo parlour’ place instead.

			When we got there it was grotty, and jam-packed with dirty totty,

			So I sussed at once that something wasn’t right,

			For the joint was just a sleazy, seedy front for a speakeasy,

			Where illegal drinking carried on all night.

			Someone hit me with a stinger, a one-sixty proof rum slinger,

			After which they just kept hitting me with more,

			Till I’d drunk so many highballs they were running out my eyeballs,

			And my head was banging like the dunny door.

			When it grew a little quieter the establishment’s proprietor

			Drew the raffle, while I scarfed another brew;

			Heaven knows what made him pick it, but I’d bought the winning ticket,

			And he told me I could choose a free tattoo.

			News to set alarm bells ringing… But by then I’d started singing,

			And was deaf to any word of good advice;

			So, instead of just declining, I could hear myself opining

			That: “The Sistine Chapel ceiling might be nice…”

			“Nah – you don’t want nuffink prissy, what’ll make you look a cissy,” 

			Rasped the cruel, sadistic monster who’s our host;

			“What you want’s a declaration, what I’ll scribe to your dictation,

			“Telling all the world the one you love the most!”

			With my senses badly jaded I was easily persuaded,

			And agreed to take my prize that very day;

			So I told the sepsis seller I’d selected: ‘I love Stella’,

			And suggested he infect me right away.

			“Where d’you want it?” he entreated, (his expletives I’ve deleted),

			“On your bicep, on your forearm, or your chest?”

			“No, let’s go for something torrid! Come on! Scrawl it on my fore’ead!

			“FOUR-INCH CAPITALS in purple would be best!”

			Not requiring any stencil he took up the electric pencil,

			Inking in the script without another word;

			The effect was copacetic, and my liquor anaesthetic

			Meant that not a single squeal of pain was heard.
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