
I wonder what time it is? I hope it’s noon at least. 
I couldn’t face a whole day. Perfect! Half past twelve. 
Time for a shower and a shave and tackle the world head on! 

Would you listen to me! I wonder what or who I am?

6

What happened that has me, a homeless man, What happened that has me, a homeless man, 
fryin’ rashers beside a bench in the Phoenix Park? fryin’ rashers beside a bench in the Phoenix Park? 

Was it one big event or a lifetime of worryin’ and frettin’?  Was it one big event or a lifetime of worryin’ and frettin’?  
  

I need a mug of tea.I need a mug of tea.
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It’s a lovely aspect from my bench here on the grassy breast,It’s a lovely aspect from my bench here on the grassy breast,
lookin’ across the valleylookin’ across the valley

at the other breast with the silver birches.at the other breast with the silver birches.

If a woman saw somethin’ in me,If a woman saw somethin’ in me,
 she’d want to improve the place; she’d want to improve the place;
give the bench a lick of paint, give the bench a lick of paint, 
move those trees back, move those trees back, 
move that stream closer, move that stream closer, 
make an arch of clematis to bathe under. make an arch of clematis to bathe under. 

That wouldn’t be half bad! That wouldn’t be half bad! 

But there’s two chances of that happenin’.But there’s two chances of that happenin’.
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On my perambulations around the park, birdsong,On my perambulations around the park, birdsong,
particularly the magpies, which isn’t song really,particularly the magpies, which isn’t song really,
heavy metal more like, can unleash a blizzard of words, heavy metal more like, can unleash a blizzard of words, 
concerning my downfall. concerning my downfall. 

I can’t catch them. I’m blinded, spittin’. I can’t catch them. I’m blinded, spittin’. 
My mind is swirling.My mind is swirling.
I come around I come around 
and there’s nothin’ again.and there’s nothin’ again.

Only the grey path!Only the grey path!

Crows make a right racket too. Pluck the eyes out of lambs!Crows make a right racket too. Pluck the eyes out of lambs!
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Ah, the swallows are back, 
all relieved with a great story to tell.

But you can’t know what they’re thinkin’. Are they thinkin’ at all?

Three cheers for the swallows!
They must have the colour of foreign lands on their 
wings.
But that’s as far as I’ll go.
They don’t remember the journey. Bird brains!

But I’ve great respect for them,
the way they sway and swarm
and don’t collide.

Maybe they do, occasionally.

Swallows?

Get out of the way, ye feckin’ eejit!
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