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This Book is for Life, Not Just for Christmas

Before proceeding further, please consider this poem carefully.

Estimates suggest as many as five hundred copies

of my books were abandoned

in the weeks following last Christmas,

many of which revealed signs of neglect

(dust, uncracked spines etc.) and mistreatment

(dog-eared pages, unseemly doodling, or damage consistent

with having been thrown at a wall).

Often these books were unable to find their way

back again afterwards, and ended up

drifting into a series of low-paid or unsuitable jobs,

employed as coasters or doorjambs,

or in the propping up of wonky desks and kitchen tables.

One copy became a makeshift table tennis bat

in an underfunded community centre. Others were found

sleeping rough in boxes left outside charity shops.

With great poetry comes great responsibility,

and so, before embarking on this book,

ask yourself these important questions:

Am I committed to it? Can I offer it the home it deserves?

Am I prepared for the impact it might have on my life?
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It’s Beginning to Look a Lot Like November

It’s beginning to look a lot like November

Everywhere you go

Halloween’s reduced to clear

Christmas will soon be here

There’s only another fifty sleeps or so

It’s beginning to sound a lot like November

Christmas songs all day

They’re playing them in the mall

But don’t try to deck your hall

The holly will have died with Yuletide several weeks away

On the telly there’s ads with organised Dads

Shopping for presents for Mum

There are Santas on roofs who are offering proof

That November’s really come

Christmas lights are shining bright, October must be done

It’s beginning to feel a lot like November

The day is coming near

It’s probably for the best

For all work to take a rest

It’s time to move those projects into the new year

It’s beginning to feel a lot like November

How’s it here so soon?

That sense of creeping dread

You remember how you said

The shopping this year would be done by June

It’s beginning to look a lot like November

Everywhere you go

The world has gone insane

But you embrace it all the same

Because it’s the second most Christmassy month you know








The Good Old Days

Pity the poor children

of today, with their calendars

stuffed with chocolates,

never to know the thrill

of opening a small cardboard door

and discovering behind it

a picture of a bell.








Gloria in Excel Spreadsheet

[image: Start of image description, Weary of the dull hours she’d spend
writing Christmas cards to all her friends,
and thinking of how best to say
the same old things in different ways,
Gloria made an Excel spread- sheet –
a huge dataset in which to keep
a record of her friends, with details
of each name, address, phone number, email,
plus gender, class, age, place of birth,
star sign, shoe size, net annual worth,
until she’d built the most exhaustive reference
from views on Brexit to voting preference
and a thousand other useless facts.
Gloria then analysed this bank of stats;
she profiled and labelled, scored and rated.
Now her Christmas cards could be templated
with new messages, mail- merged, printed, affixed,
tweaked to greet each demo- graphic.
Scientific and slick, it was quick, efficient.
Next Christmas, she was friend- deficient., end of image description]








Jealousy is the Thing with Feathers

Crow: look at that, look, would you.

There he is again. Adonis, adored, adorning,

season’s greeting, tweeting, oi, stop it.

O my bleedin’ heart. Bleedin’ erithacus rubecula,

syphiliticus rubik cubicus, rub ’im out,

ooh rubbish. Stickin’ the ol’ chest out. Cor!

Ah, bless ’im and his lickle red breast.

On yer cards. All wintry, ain’t he? All Christmassy.

All snowy, chirpy and chipper. Git.

Don’t put crow on yer cards. No, not crow.

Crow with his blackness. Crow and his filth.

Not festering, festiveless Crow, oi, stop it.

But crow’s seen him, crow has. Bobbin-along,

pure as the driven snow, butter wouldn’t melt, then . . .

WORM! writhing an’ wriggling an’ squirming

an’ rotting away in his oh so pretty beak above his

oh so pretty blood red breast. Mayhem! Murder!

Carnage! Worm-breath Robbie, is what I call him.

Stick that on a card and send it to yer nan.
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