Hell Hath No Fury....

I’d ditched my previous girlfriend on the grounds she was too fat,

she was also quite expensive but I won’t go into that.

I thought I’d like to be alone, stay home and save some money,

but news that I was single had spread like runny honey.

One, who had waited patiently started coming on real strong,

“Why not? It won’t do any harm I thought, and I was wrong.

A week of sensual delight, treated like a king, 

Makan, minum, house all clean, laundry, everything.

She wanted to live like a westerner, (a life of idle bliss!)

so she drank a whole bottle of whisky, she could really take the piss.

“It’s alright, I feel OK.” she said as I fetched the bucket,

then projectile vomit splattered the floor, mie goreng too fuck it.
And then one day a local man who had a dirty mind,

suggested money was her motive! How ignorant! How unkind!

Righteous wrath from the lady, she wanted me to fight!

I’m too old for this I thought but I said “Oh alright.”

So I went out to speak to him, but he had disappeared,

and I went back into my room – the lady’s acting weird.

She takes the key and shuts the door. Turns the key and locks it.

Picking up a beer bottle, the key goes in her pocket.

Then the horror show begins, two bottles raised in threat.

This isn’t the girl I thought I knew, but what you see is what you get.

“I’m really angry now!” she screams, “I don’t care anymore!

Put your money on the table or I’ll kill you.” says the whore.

“No.” I said. “Not a chance. Nothing at all for you.”

Bottle number one gets smashed. She raises number two.

Evasive action is required, but the sound of breaking glass

brought my landlord to the rescue, that bottle saved my ass.

She let him in and I explained and he took her away,

I got pissed and went to sleep to fight another day.

Next day I packed her stuff, and the bus fare to Medan,

I know you’ll think that generous, but that’s the kind of guy I am.

She wouldn’t take it! Saying, “Give me a million now.”

“You don’t want the bus fare? OK walk you stupid cow.”

There are many wise old sayings, that should have had me warned,

Like Hell having no fury, like a woman scorned.

Back at home I smoked a joint, and then I smoked some more,

and no sooner had I stashed it than the police were at the door.

She told them tales of drunkeness and sexual deviation,

I wasn’t really worried, they could see the situation.

But then that demon woman pointed to a pot, 

and I thought oh shit oh fuck, that’s something I forgot.

It’s where I used to chuck the seeds each time I rolled a joint

“You can’t smoke that you know.” I said. They said “That’s not the point.”

Dollar signs were in there eyes as we went to the station. 

I’m about to learn a lesson. Indonesian education.

The prostitute is looking smug. Imagine how I felt.

I’ll make her pay for this I thought, that was below the belt.

In a room with two police, I’m looking at ten years.

If this wasn’t Indonesia, I’d be getting close to tears.

But then they turned all friendly, all reassuring smiles.

“We can settle this matter here and now. Finished. Close the files.

Trust us, we can help you, are we making ourselves clear?”

“Perfectly.” I answered them, “You mean the buck stops here.”

They gave a price. I bargained. And that’s the way it went, 

They’d get rid of the girl and knock off twenty five percent.
