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    Dear Reader,




    I have put together this small collection of some of my best poems thus far for your enjoyment. I hope you like them and my work.




    The first poem is a whimsical one inspired by the many dodgy characters you tend to meet in Thailand.


  




  

    Dodgy John (2010)




    My name’s Dodgy John,




    And I’m an ex-con!




    Course, I’m on the bloody run;




    Don’t wanna pay for what I done!




    It’s easy to tell me apart,




    As I swear, burp and fart!




    I got tattoos like every lag,




    And I love me roll up fag!




    I ‘m too young to be retired,




    But too old to be admired!




    I’m still in me bleeding prime,




    So I ain’t gonna waste it doing time!




    Me last job went a bit tits up,




    When me mate shot some young pup!




    All I done was beat a geezer senseless with me cosh,




    Before emptying the van of all its dosh!




    A bloody fucking fortune we did net,




    But the Old Bill got really very upset!




    The bastards really turned up the heat,




    So I ‘ad to beat a very ‘asty retreat!




    Thailand’s known as the place to go,




    As the odds of getting nabbed are very low!




    It’s also a very easy place to ‘ide,




    As yer got very inept fuzz on yer side!




    So ‘ere I sit on the beach or in a bar,




    Chatting to me ilk from both near and far!




    We ‘ave a good laugh about the jobs we done,




    So it’s a bit of a gas, being on the run!




    Nearly all ‘ave done some time in nick,




    And know that stir, makes yer feel sick.




    We laugh that the screws are still inside,




    As we enjoy the good life, as we ‘ide.




    ‘ere, there’s also always a pretty slag or two,




    That is more than ‘appy to look after you.




    There’s no sluts in clink, that’s for sure,




    And that makes stir well and truly a bore!




    Sometimes to others, I pretend that I teach,




    As it sounds betta than I lie on the beach.




    Of course me English is fucking poor,




    And ‘ow to spell my name, I ain’t quite sure!




    But what the ‘ell, when I made me dash,




    Me suitcases were stuffed with stolen cash.




    It should last me for many a day,




    No matta ‘ow many whores I ‘ave to pay.




    I ‘ad to leave the old lady and sprogs behind,




    As if they’d come, I be too easy to find.




    A small price to pay for ducking doing time,




    And with the Welfare State, they’ll do just fine.




    ‘ere also, I can earn a bob or two,




    As plenty of dodgy things I can do.




    As long as I can last to seventy or so,




    Then if need be, homeward I’ll go.




    I know there’s an arrest warrant waiting for me,




    And the airport, I’ll be entertained by ‘er Majesty.




    Yes, I’ll ‘ave an appointment with the old beak,




    But even then, me outlook ain’t that bleak.




    Life in stir is a least fairly care free,




    As ‘er Majesty ‘as to look after me!




    I’ll get TV, a warm cell, and three meals a day,




    For none of which, I’ll ‘ave to bleeding pay!




    Many old folk struggle to make ends meet,




    Often ‘aving to choose between eats or heat!




    Money and ‘ealth restrict what they can do,




    So their ‘omes become little prisons too!




    There seems to be very little difference to me,




    So sooner or later, I’ll pay me debt to society.




    Until then, I’ll just keep on ‘aving fun,




    With no time for remorse about what I done!




    So I may be known as Dodgy John,




    And so what if I’m a fucking ex-con?




    I’m certainly not British society’s cream,
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