I am an Expat

I am an Ex pat, yes I am, I never can go back.

I’ve got climate, money, girls, why turn my back on that?

You wouldn’t understand it, you don’t know what its like,

to give up road tax and new tyres and get by with a bike.

Brown windowed envelopes, franked, no stamp, dropping through the door,

Jehovah’s witnesses, born agains, I don’t get them no more.

Traffic lights, traffic jams, the regular parking fine,

check out queues, the evening news, all just wasted time. 

Day by day, grey on grey, week in and year out.

It’s better here no question, not a modicum of doubt. 

I’m in my fifties, getting on, back there an ageing git,

but here I’m eligible ass, and I’m still getting it.

I’ve only known her for two hours, a teenager – maybe more,

but now she wants to marry me – join the queue at the door.

Why? I’m really curious, there’s the money thing I know,

but if I want a teenage bride I can easily make it so.

I don’t of course, daft idea, but all the same it’s fun. 

No, when I choose another wife, she must be twenty one.

Ika? Pasma? Lamsiar? Adek, Yuni too,

brown skin small nose jet black hair – what’s a guy to do?

And then there’s lifestyle, ex pat friends, climate, scenery, 

do what I like when I want, it sounds alright to me.

Swim or walk or be alone, or have some company,

indulge my vices if I choose, no one will complain,

or criticize or put me down or say I am insane.

It’s all so cheap! Ridiculous! Can I afford it? Yes!

Kiki is sure to love those shoes and Leny will love that dress.

Although it’s wedding rings they want, these girls with funny names,

they’re happy with a lipstick. Ex Pat and Girlie games.

I’m happier out here by far, there’s nothing that I lack.

I am an Ex Pat, yes I am. I never can go back.
