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Drunk 
Have you ever got pissed? Really drunk? 
So many pints that you didn't know you were there? 
Have you ever had walls throw themselves at you? 
Felt perfectly solid floors move under you? 
Been the only person to suffer the Cardiff earthquake of 1995? 

Have you ever been sick? Seriously sick? 
So sick that you wanted to be someone else? 
Have you ever thrown up against a concrete wall? 
Studied your puke as if it was wallpaper 
because there was nothing else to look at? 

Have you ever vomited like a jet? 
Through the nose, violently attacking the furniture? 
Have you ever become a deadly weapon? 
Spraying your stomach around, 
being offensively sick, on automatic fire? 

Have you ever considered becoming dangerous? 
Thought about a career that suits you? 
Haven't you realised your profitability, 
recognised your true value to society, 
as a non-lethal, organo-chemical weapon? 

Have you realised the money you could make 
as a professional crowd-control operative? 
Haven't you realised your employment potential, 
as a paramilitary policeman, 
spraying Newci-brown and cherry brandy in a riot? 

No? Call yourself a piss artist? 
You've got no imagination!
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Immigrant blues 
Oh, I say, it simply isn't right. 
I came here to get away from them. 
Blacks and Pakis - the whole bloody lot. 

I found a delightful little manor house 
tucked away in the countryside, 
only to find another bloody lot, 

talking a foreign language, 
jabbering away as if it wasn't Britain, 
saying that, because it's Wales, it's not! 

There's no point in politics here, 
they're so backward, all independents. 
It's best to keep your head down and plot. 

But there's still money to be made, 
if you know which backs to scratch, 
buy the land quietly and you can make a lot. 

A few years ago, we had some local trouble. 
Some peasants burnt down a few houses. 
Insurance premiums went to pot! 

But they've quietened down recently. 
In fact they seem strangely silent, 
but we've got them tamed, what? 

The scenery's fine, the manor's mine 
and we've taken over the local pub, 
except Saturdays, when we get the local lot. 

They're so rude, they even sing songs 
in words I cannot understand. 
I tell you, this country's going to rot!



Malta Y village ear Tirabad 
Driving over Mynydd Epynt, 
it caught my eye, 
Bavaria in Powys, 
a British Army folly. 

Millions were spent 
on these uninhabitable homes 
for alien invaders, 
a playground for killers. 

Bizarre and empty, 
this military village 
is a hollow reminder 
of our rulers' power. 

Its =consecrated church towers 
over empty concrete boxes 
that the homeless might fight for, 
far superior to the cardboard in Cardiff. 

The Brutish Army built them, 
to play out our nightmare, 
rehearsing the death of Wales, 
killing all resistance but the sheep.
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Fuck 'ern 
Fuck 'em is not swearing. 
It's not a mindless response, 
but the distilled experience 
of generations of the working class. 

Fuck 'em is the natural response 
to being sacked, refused benefits, 
hassled by the cops, baited by the rich 
and being philosophical about it. 

Fuck 'em is swearing as language 
expressing centuries of exploitation. 
It is not a nice phrase 
but it's the best way to survive. 

Fuck 'em is the only way to strive, 
to surface after the dive, 
to say we're not giving in 
and show that we're still alive. 

Fuck 'em is art, created out of imagination, 
driven by desperation, out of indignation, 
recycled as irony and resistance, 
to become a phrase of creation. 

Fuck 'em.



Dwr Cymru 
The sign said it all. 
Dwr Cymru, Welsh Water. 
So I inspected my investment. 
A lake and a dam. 
No village beneath, 
just Welsh land. 
The bland reservoir, 
curtained by trees, 
neat like it should be. 
Tidy, mind, 
these still waters, 
nature's gift of leisure 
bound by fishing rights 
sold off for pleasure. 

Down the valley 
I followed the pipeline, 
traced the vein of life 
to Cefn and Merthyr, 
down to the cramped houses, 
to the single mothers 
and families scratching 
for money from the tips 
that were once a decent wage. 
Scrimping and saving 
in order to survive, 
not to live, mind you, 
but to pay the bills, 
sip the drips and exist.

Down the valley 
I had to go, down to the seas again, 
not for the lonely sea or the sky, 
but to see the blown slick and the surf 
thrown up on the beaches, 
of condoms and colostomy bags 
for the seagulls to enjoy. 
Down to the bottom of the sea 
went the sea from our bottoms, 
making money, brass from muck, 
gold for shit for 
Dwr Cymru - or was it 
Cachwyr Cymru? 

The sign said it all, 
on the post-modern 
office block in Cardiff Bay, 
with gleaming windows 
shielding the accountants, 
who search their screens 
for greater profits, 
screwing the figures down, 
pumping the bills up, 
making money from my investment. 
Dwr Cymru, the sign said. 
Welsh Water, stolen by our rulers, 
sold off to the City of London, 
but still claiming to be ours.
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I was born in 1960 in Merthyr Tydfil and have lived most 
of my life in Pontlottyn in the Upper Rhymney Valley. I 
grew up as part of a close family, two sisters, one brother 
and what seemed like hundreds of aunties. I have many 
memories of life here and it is these memories together 
with personal experiences which have inspired much of 
my poetry. 
I give a lot of my time to working both professionally and 
voluntarily in the communi.ty and became involved in 
local politics in 1989 when I met my second husband, 
Alun. 
I have two teenage daughters who keep me in touch with 
the youth scene and the whole family leads a busy, if not 
chaotic, life dashing from work to home and from home to 
one meeting or another. 
Many of the events which happen along the way inspire 
me to write. This explains the wide variety of poetry, from 
the comical "Aunty Cass" to the more serious "Domestic 
Violence", both of which are accounts of actual events. In 
many ways, my poems are a reflection of life as I see it. 
I have sought inspiration from other poets, mainly people 
I know as friends and other members of the Red Poets' 
Society. Tim Richards and Mike Church have often been 
the inspiration behind ideas for poems and Mike Jenkins 
has been a constant source of encouragement, if not nag- 
ging, and for this I am grateful.
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For better... for worse 
I hate it when you fart in bed 
and pull the duvet over my head 
so that the smell creeps 
silently up to my pillow. 

I hate the way you eat your food, 
it really is grotesquely rude. 
The way the juice runs down your chin 
because you've shovelled too much in. 

I hate it when you watch TV, 
totally ignoring me. 
Sometimes I may as well be dead 
until it's time to go to bed. 

Then suddenly you come to life 
and realise that I'm your wife. 
No kisses first, no loving pecks, 
just into beds and on with sex. 

You weren't like this when we got wed. 
I would kick myself for what I said. 
Those marriage vows I truly curse, 
especially that bit "for better... for worse".



For victims of domestic violence 

"I'm sorry," he said, "It won't happen again". 
And I believed him, because I thought he loved me. 
"I'm sorry," he said, "It won't happen again". 
And I believed him, because I thought I loved him. 
"I'm sorry," he said, "It won't happen again". 
And I believed him, because I wanted to. Until... 
"I'm sorry," he said, "It won't happen again". 
Words, empty words in an empty world. 
And then I knew I didn't even want to believe him 
and I walked away with nothing left 
but the bruises and a shattered mind. 

The world went by, living its own life 
while I stood still, staring and bewildered. 

But slowly, very slowly, life returned 
and once again my world began to move. 
My mind woke, stretching, thinking, feeling. 
I felt remorse, and then the relief. I cried, but then I laughed. 
The bruises faded and bit by tiny bit 
I picked up the pieces of my puzzled life 
and put them back to together. 
When the last tiny piece was put in place 
I saw the picture was different this time. 
The words were still the same, but spoken in a different voice. 
My voice, my mind talking to my life. 
"I'm sorry..." it said "...it won't happen again".



The Absentee M.E.P. 
I think she really must exist 
I've seen her once before 
on that glossy manifesto 
I had put through my front door. 

It was coming up to June the 9th 
when she was in the news 
but I haven't seen that woman since 
and I'm running out of clues. 

She won the seat on June the 12th 
and I've got a funny feeling 
that she was seen on June the 13th 
heading back to Ealing. 

Have you seen thi.s woman? 
Do you know where she could be? 
Help us solve the mysterious case 
of the Absent M.E.P.
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Siâiz Roberts 
Perturbed Monthly 
Transformation PAIT 

A placed person of quiet temperament, easy going, laid back. 
My hectic, unorganised life, quite happily I hack. 
I go about my business in a calm, unruffled way 
and I can always do tomorrow what I haven't done today. 
Until the cyclic seed of womanhood germinates 
and things start to go wrong. 
Simple tasks and daily chores take three times as long. 
The rhyming, rhythmic flow of life is suddenly interrupted 
by the overwhelming feeling that everything and everyone is out to 
get me 
and nothing I do goes right. 
Since when has the Hoover had a mind of its own, 
hurtling round the kitchen 
knocking pots and pans from their neat, symmetrical pyramid. 
Adding clatter to the already deafening sounds 
going round and round in my head. 
The washing machine performs a tribal dance 
to the frenzied banging of the drum. 
Inching its way from under the worktop 
to the applause of the dinner plates 
clattering in the drainer above.
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Suddenly the smoke alarm decides to tell me 
tha the Beef Stuffed Enchilada (or BSE for short) 
is more than cooked, and the smoke drifts off into the 
other room to let the family know that Mum's burnt the dinner. 
"Well done, Mum!" is the only response to the warning of the smoke alarm 
I could be standing in the kitchen burning to death, 
having just spontaneously combusted, and the whole family would shout 
'Well done, Mum!" 
Ah well, we won't get Mad Cow Disease - the BSE is in the bin. 
Hang on! Maybe I've already got it. Maybe I'm already a Mad Cow. 
I've been like this for days, bad head, bad back, bad temper. 
Then reality hits me like an Acme anvil out of the sky... SMACK! 
It's "that" time again. That cursed time when for one week, 
one whole nightmarish week, I am taken over by the Stalin Syndrome, 
and the red flags fly. 
I'm totally irrational, argumentative and depressed. 
Don't look at me, don't talk to me, don't try and cheer me up. 
You don't love me anymore, you're having an affair, 
you don't understand and YOU DON'T CARE... but 
I know that in a day or two my life will once more be 
organised and finely tuned, in perfect harmony. 
I won't be a manic depressive or behave indignantly: 
that only happens once a month when I get PMT.



B rthday Rap 
(written on the first anniversary of Tony Blair's election) 

Happy birthday Mr Blair 
It's been a year and you're still there. 
Enamelled grin and lacquered hair - 
Happy birthday Mr Blair. 

A year ago New Labour was born, 
the country woke to a brand new dawn, 
a red rose opened in the morning air - 
Happy birthday Mr Blair. 

Things have changed since you came to rule, 
we've got bigger classes in our school, 
another sacked teacher, no money to spare - 
Happy birthday Mr Blair. 

Wait even longer for a hospital bed, 
that's not exactly what you said. 
If that's your idea of patient care - 
Happy birthday Mr Blair. 

What about the promise of a minimum wage, 
three quid an hour is a bloody outrage, 
low-paid workers - what do you care? 
Happy birthday Mr Blair. 

When you sit down to your birthday tea, 
think about the working-class people like me, 
they are the people who put you there - 
Happy birthday Mr Blair.
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Three pounds sixty an hour 
a play on words 
I think I got the wrong end of the stick. 
Forgive me please, if I seem a bit thick. 
I thought a minimum wage meant I'd get more pay. 
At least I thought that's what I heard them say. 
But I appear to be wrong, I misunderstood. 
It's a pity though, it would have been good. 
What it really means is that if I get a job, 
they only have to give me a couple of bob. 
So the minimum wage, at the end of the day 
literally means minimum pay... get it? 
Yeah... so do I!
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Aunty Cass 
My elderly aunt was 86, 
but she was a bit of a lass. 
Affectionately known to everyone 
as dear old Aunty Cass. 
I would visit every Tuesday 
to help with the household chores, 
changing beds, Hoovering 
and mopping kitchen floors. 

One Tuesday she approached me, 
she needed something more. 
An answer to a question 
about a film the night before. 
She and her friend Maggie 
who was only 82 
had watched a film on Channel Four 
which could only be classed as blue: 

"Now tell us something, dear." 
They both looked quite perplexed. 
"Can you explain to both of us, 
ust what is oval sex?" 
It's oral sex," I answered. 

"And this is how it's done. 
You put his... thingy in your mouth 
and suck it 'til he comes." 

"Oh, ach a fi, oh ach a fi!" 
was the response from Aunty Cass. 
"What's it like, will you tell us?" 
her young friend Maggie asked. 
It grieved them both, both widows 
for 20 years or more, 
to find there were ways of "doing 't" 
they never knew before.
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Tonight's the night 
Feeling amorous last night 
I went to the bathroom 
spruced myself up and rubbed myself down 
with some sweet, scented musk oil. 
And I thought: "YES... 
tonight's the night." 

My husband, on the other hand, was watching TV. 
He went to the kitchen 
topped his glass up and sat himself down 
to watch... THE SCOTTISH REFERENDUM. 
And he thought: "YES... YES... 
tonight's the night." 

I flirted around a bit, trying to look sexy. 
As sexy as my Winnie the Pooh 
nightshirt would allow. 
I sat down, inched my way closer 
and thought: "PLEASE... 
let tonight be the night." 

My husband, on the other hand, shifted about a bit. 
As much as the space between the armchair 
and the TV would allow. 
He sat down, inched his way closer 
and thought: "PLEASE... PLEASE... 
let tonight be the night." 

So I gave up trying and he sat there watching. 
Then I went to be in a sulk 
but couldn't sleep. I tossed and turned 
until I heard his triumphant cries... 
"YES... THANK GOD THEY'VE DONE IT... 
TONIGHT'S THE NIGHT." 

Then, feeling victorious, he went to the bathroom. 
Washed himself down, spruced himself up 
and came to bed. And shall we say... 
responded to my amorous antics. 
"YES... YES... YES..." I cried. 
"TONIGHT'S THE NIGHT."
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Another quid for Camelot 
I've got an itch, I've got a scratch, 
if only I could make a match... 
Scritch, scratch, scritch, scratch. 
Three amounts which are the same 
would win a fortune on this game... 
Scritch, scratch, scritch, scratch. 
So many to choose from, which one'll I buy 
"Over the moon" or "Pie in the sky", 
"Double your money" or "Lucky catch"... 
Scritch, scratch, scritch, scratch. 

It doesn't really matter which one I get 
I haven't won a fortune yet... 
Scritch, scratch, scritch, scratch. 
This time I might get lucky though, 
I've got two jackpots, one to go... 
Scritch, scratch, scritch, scratch. 
Another loser's what I've got, 
another quid for Camelot. 
If only I could make a match... 
Scritch, scratch, scritch, scratch.
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Saturday night at the precinct 
Gangs on street corners, 
graffiti-painted precinct. 
Hardboard-covered windows 
signed by local thugs. 
Kids under age - drunk 
on cheap beer and cider. 
Older kids - high 
on dope or glue. 

A carpet of chip papers, 
beer cans and chewing gum, 
fag ends and crisp bags, 
curry-stained cartons. 
A vandalised litter bin 
thrown down the alleyway. 
No-one goes down there, 
it's home to the thugs. 

A string of foul language 
aimed at the shoppies 
for not selling booze 
to an under-age kid. 
A brick through the window 
"Go home you Paki bastards" 
"Sell us the booze or we'll 
take it anyway." 

Loud music - a fast car 
full of "deprived" kids 
wearing eighty quid trainers. 
Designer jeans, torn and frayed. 
Baggy shirts and baseball caps, 
they all look the same. 
Breaking glass, security alarm. 
Not a policeman in sight.




