Epistle from St Wilfred the Apostle to the
48ers (29/11/2011)

To all my 48er friends,

| wish them health and wealth,
| din't send Christmas greetings
(Bah! Humbug! man meself)

If | were ruler of this world,
Should that e'er be be my fate,
I'd abolish all religion .............
........ and then I'd abdicate.

In the words of Rabbi Burns:-

A guid nee yeearrr tae ain and a'
Frae Inverness tae Norwich,

And may yir wine like watter flow,
Tae liquefy yir porage!

Toyou all "A Good New Year", and the next,
and the next and the next,..........cccuvuuee...

A thought (18/04/2012)

Have you, in some part of your life,
Ever had to call,

Upon a certain product

Known as Anusol?

I've two bones of contention
With this preparation

That cause to me a huge amount
Of personal frustration.

The first is with the packaging
Which is so very tight

To free it from its bondage

| wrestle half the night.

The second point that | would put
To the designer fellow

The very size and shape makes it
Impossible to swallow.

If I could meet its architect

No ifs, no ands, no buts,

I’d tell him he could stuff it
Where the monkeys stuff their nuts

Pardon! You what? (27/05/2012)

I'm untidy, I'm untidy,

Monday's clutter's still there Friday.
Junk mail mounts up through the week,
Pile as high as Kinder's peak.

I'm ham-fisted, I'm ham-fisted,

Oops! and Ows! just can't be listed.
| can't calculate the sums
How many times I've hit my thumbs.

Absent-minded, absent-minded,
Put it down and then can't find it.
There is not a day that passes

| can't find my keys or glasses.

What's today, Oh! what's today?
Don't ask me 'cos | can't say.

If my week's routine | change
Everything seems very strange.

Why'm | rambling? Why'm | rambling?
Could it be my brain is scrambling?
Don't ask why I'm telling you,

| ain't got a flippin' clue.

Sonnit innit (13/07/2012)

Shall | compare thee to a summer's day?
Thou art more soggy and more saturate,
Rough rains have soaked the darling buds of
May,

And summer's lease hath been terminated by
the landlord, who wants to demolish and sell
the site for yet another blitherin'
supermarket, putting more small traders out
of business

Oklamona (13/07/2012 by R Barnes)

There's a dank yellow fog on the meadow
There's a dank yellow fog on the meadow
The corn is as low as an elephant's toe
And nothing | do will persuade it to grow

Oh what a miserable morning

Oh what an 'orrible day

I've got a definite feeling nothing is going my
way

The cows are all coughing and sneezing

The cows are all coughing and sneezing
They've caught foot and mouth so they've all
got to die

And none of em fit for to put in a pie

Oh what....



The thunder is banging and crashing

The thunder is banging and crashing

A hurricane's due and it's bound to hit me
And you'll find my body crushed under that
tree

Oh what a miserable morning

Oh what an 'orrible day

I've got a definite feeling nothing is going my
way-ay

Retune your set (26/07/2012)

“Retune your set”, displayed
The message on the screen.
And so | did, the total was
Two hundred and thirteen.

I mused, | do not need all those
As | sat and soaked my feet

In my right hand the thingy

My thumb upon DELETE.

The first to go from that long list
Were very clear to me,

They were the ones, before you view
You had to pay a fee.

Well what came next to take their leave?
Now who would be unlucky?

The ones with prefix ADULT

| guessed their content, mucky.

The shopping streams were next to go
| smacked them in the chops

My preference for purchasing

Is not in virtual shops.

What's next to go, what don’t | like
In my reviewing scheme?

| don’t want any channel

With a religious theme.

Have you seen upon your set
Olympic channels score

Believe you me, I've counted ‘em
They number twenty four.

Well they can stay upon the list
Perhaps they may appeal

Depending what they’re showing,
Depending how | feel.

I’'ve scrubbed out all those channels
For foreign news and stuff,

If | do want depressing,

Our news is grim enough.

Of course there are some avenues
For all those dating foolies

It wasn’t long before | kicked

In their symbolic goolies.

On radio the music ones

Came under Wilfie’s hammer
It’s not the music that they play
It's those presenters’ yammer.

| didn’t wipe the lot of them

‘Cos some appeal to me

And those, yes, you have guessed it,
On good old BBC.

| wish, | wish, Oh! How | wish,
One of my fervent hopes,
There was one single channel
For all those chuffin’ soaps.

And also, if they could include,
T'would fill me full of glee
Those voyeuristic circuses
Called reality T.V.

If t'were the case that this should be
Oh Boy! Oh Boy! Oh Boy!

To send them to oblivion

Would give me wondrous joy.

Have y’ever tuned into Film4

To pass the time of day?

The trouble is they show repeats
Every flippin’ day.

And some of them, the dialogue

| know it off by heart

Like “Green for Danger”, | know each scene
To the finish from the start.

And there is another one,
That you’ll have seen, I'll bet,



With Wilding, Sim, John Mills and co.,
Called “ A cottage to let”.

Well, I’'ve trimmed the list, I've thinned ‘em
out

Maybe there’s more to scotch

But looking through the Radio Times,
There’s neowt | want to watch.

Bidet (25/09/2012)

| sit upon the bidet
Contemplating.

That’s where | go after
Defaecating.

Brilliant thoughts and inspirations
Come,

During sanitising of my

Bum.

It’s like a gentle, soothing, warming
Tincture

The soaping and the rinsing of the

Sphincter.

Then to finish drying off my
Rear,

A bar-towel used for advertising
Beer.

And last a pair of clean y-fronts
I don

To cover my now spotless
Sit-upon.

Chaos (29/11/2013)

| went to Chesterfield today
ToshopatM &S,

But when it came to checking out,
Gor blimey! What a mess!

My practice is to always use

Those good self-checkout tills,

So today | must employ

My self controlling skills.

Because some dozy wazzock

Had done a layout swap

Which crazy ploy resulted in

A traffic jam in-shop.

Some suit upstairs, on massive pay
With brains just like a feather,

Had rearranged the checkout queues
To crowd them both together.
One does not need a PhD

In planning or in science

To see the irritation on

The faces of the clients.

So get that git who thought it up,
Whose brainbox must be cracking
And give to them a shopfloor job
Like cleaning or shelf-stacking.

Deck the halls (21/12/2015)

Deck the halls with old men's undies
Falalalalalalalala,

Some of Friday's, some of Monday's
Falalalalalalalala.

Don thee now thy gay apparel,
Falalafalalafalala,

‘Cos it's thy turn in the barrel,
Falalalalalalalala.

| think some days | am unique (26/04/2016)

| think some days | am unique,

The only one upon the street

Who walks without a mobile phone
Adhering to my cheek.

I’'ve no tattoos or suchlike things
No violations of my skin.

Just contemplate in days to come
Those multi-coloured bingo wings.

Of the above, I've heard that some
Have butterflies upon their bum.
Now, do they take their knickers down
And show them to their mum?

It may help find just who they are
When they’re run over by a car
While talking on their mobile phone
By distracted driver simi-lar.

Do not read this as a gripe,

It’s just that I'm the quizzing type.
| guess there’ll be a lot of you,
Say it’s a load of tripe.

A bit of scat (14/10/2016)

| wonder why,
As time goes by,
And more of life is spent,



On early morns,
As daylight dawns,
I've come more flatulent.

| am not proud,
Although not loud,

Each gaseous expulsion
The muted puff

Is quite enough

To cause great revulsion.

Though it's a pong,

The myth is wrong,

That legend | usurp

'Cos methane comes,
Not from our bumes,

But ruminants who burp



