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  INTRODUCTION




  If you were to ask me why I’ve started writing poems, I would say, well, there’s a simple answer. I don’t think I am writing poems. Yes, some of the

  lines in my verses rhyme but I honestly wouldn’t call myself a poet. I like to think of my offerings more as ‘comic verse’.




  Recently my young son Adam, who is nine, came home from school and said, ‘Dad, listen to this:




  

    

      I wish I was a glow-worm




      I never would be glum




      ’Cos how could I be miserable




      When the sun shines out my bum?’


    


  




  Hardly Keats or Wordsworth, but it made me smile. Then I realized that Adam was aware of my own attempts at comic verse, and this was his way of telling me that he approved.

  But it also reminded me of a comic poem I’d heard many years before, which impressed me so much that I filed it away in my head. I believe it was written by the marvellous comedian Robb

  Wilton. Here’s what I remember of it:




   




  

    

      A sail on the sea is the thing that suits me




      And I’ve done some sailing, it’s true.




      One night at Land’s End I was at my wits’ end




      On a night when I’d had one or two.




      The Captain came out on the bridge and he said,




      ‘Lads, we are doomed. The old tub’s going down.




      To the boats, every man – except you!’




      I said, ‘Me?’ He said, ‘Yes! There’s no room: you must drown.’




      I said, ‘Drown?’ He said, ‘Drown.




      The old tub’s going down, don’t stand arguing there.




      I’ve just told you straight, there’s no room for you, mate,




      In the boats – or in fact anywhere.




      I know it’s upsetting but what’s the use fretting?




      We might have lost all of the crew.




      But now as I say we can all get away




      And only lose one – and that’s you!’


    


  




  It still makes me smile – the taste of absurdity and the rhythm and rhyme within the piece inspired me even back then to think that one day I might write something with

  similar ingredients.




  Most of us have at some time or other found ourselves caught up in situations that ruffle our feathers and to which we react instantly – but not always with the best results. Experience

  has taught me that if we are able to see the funny side of any problem then that problem becomes much less of a concern.




  Humour can help to put the mildly annoying incidents of life into true perspective – it certainly helps when dealing with life’s little stress tests.




  Let me give you an example. About ten years ago I was invited to spend a day with friends at the Royal Ascot race meeting. I was excited and looking forward to the occasion, and hired myself a

  smart grey morning suit and top hat. When the morning came, it took about an hour to get ready. A final check in the mirror confirmed that I’d chosen the right outfit; even if I say so

  myself, I looked quite good, and I found myself smiling as I left the house. Earlier that morning heavy showers had threatened to put a dampener on the day, but now the clouds and rain had

  surrendered to the sun. It felt good just to be alive.




  Then I did something I will never understand. Something I had never done before. When I stepped out directly on to the wet lawn I instantly felt my feet moving away from my body. I saw the lawn

  hurrying towards my face. The impact as I met the turf, face first, was surprisingly mild. So there was no real damage, no broken bones. But my outfit was now looking a bit sad.




  The smart grey morning suit had become a crumpled, mud-splattered, dark shade of khaki, and the once-smart Ascot top hat now resembled a battered old football.




  For a few moments I just lay there in silence. Then the initial shock began to fade, followed by a feeling of utter stupidity. How could I have done such an idiotic thing? Then, as my brain

  began to return to some kind of normality, I started to giggle. I heard myself saying, ‘Well, that’s another fine mess you’ve gotten me into, Stanley’ – followed by,

  ‘Are we still going to Ascot?’




  Ascot! Looking the way I did? I doubt they would have let me on to the racecourse, let alone into a private box. I smiled at the mental picture of a mud-drenched Des bouncing in and wishing

  everyone a happy, enjoyable day. I went back inside the house, had a bath and then watched the races on TV.




  But the foolish and unexpected experience of that morning taught me a very valuable lesson. Sure, I had ruined a good suit and I had missed out on a special day, but that’s all. Nothing

  life-threatening, tragic or traumatic had happened.




  So what did I learn? Well, for starters, don’t get upset over things that don’t really matter. Don’t let life’s little problems become big problems. Recognize the ironic,

  smile at the silly side of life. If one day you find yourself smartly dressed and lying face down in the mud, try laughing at yourself.




  And I hope as you read what follows you’ll find something that makes you smile, something that will help you recognize how to play the funny cards that life sometimes deals us.




  Have fun laughing at life!




  DES
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  The World’s Best Dad




  





  I am the proud father of four wonderful daughters. Happily we are all very close and I adore them. But dads can become a little too protective of their daughters,

  especially during their teenage years . . .
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  Teenage Fashions




  

    

      Have you ever said to your daughter,




      Are you really going out in that?




      You look like an advert for Oxfam




      Or something dragged in by the cat.




      Well think of the stuff we used to buy




      And the gear we wanted to wear:




      Teddyboy suits, crêpe-soled shoes,




      Flares and Mohican hair.




      It’s the same with teenage girls today.




      They want to be fashion queens




      Dressed in flimsy low-cut gowns




      They’ve seen in magazines.




      Brand new jeans with holes in,




      Perfume you smell down the street,




      Handbags bigger than dustbins




      And high heels that ruin their feet.




      There’s lots of tattoos they order,




      They’ve got them all over the place.




      One girl’s got one south of the border




      And another she’d like to replace.




      It’s the same with the metal piercings,




      That’s a thought that gets on my wick.




      We used to need charm to pull a girl




      Now a magnet will do the trick.




      Yes, fashion today seems a bit OTT,




      Like stuff on a catwalk show.




      Styles have changed and so must we:




      Be cool and go with the flow.




      Don’t worry if outfits are daring




      And they go out looking like tramps.




      But say no if she ever starts wearing




      Just a plaster and a couple of stamps.




      Tune in, be a little more ‘with it’.




      Say she looks ‘wicked’ and then,




      ‘Have a fun night, just live it.




      But make sure you’re home by ten.’


    


  




  





  Let me tell you a relevant story. I have always been a fan of Perry Como, who recorded some beautiful songs which became worldwide hits. One evening in America I was

  fortunate to hear Perry sing ‘The Father of Girls’ on stage. He was a mature senior citizen at the time, but his performance, as always, was sensitive, relaxed and heartfelt. When he

  finished he told the audience, ‘My daughter is a constant source of joy. When she smiles she brightens my every day. The sun shines from an azure sky and my world becomes a happier place . .

  . Of course, she’s sixty-two now!’




  Yes, daughters can make you smile, no matter what age they are. When my daughter Samantha was just five years old she was invited to a friend’s birthday party. As she left, my

  wife told her: ‘Have fun, but if anyone asks you any questions about Daddy just say, “I don’t know”.’




  When Samantha came back from the party my wife said to her, ‘Did they ask anything about Daddy?’




  ‘Yes,’ Samantha said, ‘they asked me, “Who is your father?”.’




  ‘What did you say?’




  ‘I said I don’t know!’




  As well as my lovely daughters we are blessed with a young son, Adam, who is a joy. So I do know a bit about becoming a dad.




  





  To Be A Dad




  

    

      So you’ve just become a father,




      Well that bit’s easy enough.




      But now it’s time to diversify




      And I warn you it’s gonna get tough.




      You’ll do jobs that you never dreamed of:




      A doctor, a chauffeur, a clown.




      A male Mary Poppins, a gofer,




      A dad on a merry-go-round.




      Queuing for hours at Disneyland,




      Every theme park’s a similar thrill.




      They’ll expect you to join in the action,




      Go on rides that’ll make you feel ill.




      And wait till you change your first nappy.




      You’ll hardly believe your luck.




      Little boys can do projectile piddling




      And you just have to learn how to duck.




      Then there’s the dreaded sleepover,




      When their little friend comes to stay.




      They have lots of fun . . . till a quarter past one




      And you just can’t get up the next day.




      The weekends used to be fun days




      With that extra hour in bed.




      You’d watch the big match on the telly;




      Now you’ll watch Cartoon Network instead.




      But one day a year will be special.




      You’ll get a card that makes you smile.




      It’s from your lass or lad to ‘The World’s Best Dad’,




      And somehow it’s all worthwhile.


    


  




  





  A Kid’s Birthday Party




  

    

      My little lad’s just had a birthday




      So my wife threw a do for our son.




      I’ve been counting the cost of that party




      And I’m telling you now it’s not fun.




      When I was a kid all my mum ever did
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