THE CARING 

PROFESSION

I'm paid to be a carer, looking after an old man,

But do I care? Do I fuck. I couldn't give a damn.

"Mornin' Mr Higgins, I do hope you slept well

Would you like a cup of tea?" - what's that shitty smell?

Dirty bastard went and left a lurker in the loo,

I had to push it round the bend! God! The things I do..

Old people are disgusting, - where's he left his teeth?

His dirty pants are on the floor, I bet they're underneath.

All day watching telly, or lying on his bed,

I don't know why he bothers, he might as well be dead.

He nearly set his bed on fire, trying to light his pipe,

Go on, cough you bastard, serves you bloody right.

"Would you like another cup of tea and a bowl of flakey flakes?

You've flushed your pipe? Well never mind, we all make mistakes."

I wish he'd stop that farting, I'm starting to feel sick,

"Take your pills" You fucking twat "Shall I fetch your stick?"

I can't forget that bloody lurker lurking in the bog,

Fetch your own stick fart face, I'm your carer, not your dog.

Stop wobbling around like that, just die for heavens sake,

I'm not sure if he's nodded off or if he's still awake.

It might be quite a kindness to give him his car keys,

It's the least I can do really to justify my fees.

"If you need me Mr Higgins, you only have to call,"

He's lost his fucking pipe again, silly bloody fool.

"So sorry Mr Higgins, but you mustn't drive your car.

Lost your matches have you? Let me see, yes here they are."

Under your fucking nose you twat, next to your cup of tea.

If there's anything else you need, well fuck off, don't call me.

His dirty pipe makes gurgling noises every time he puffs it,

He'll do everyone a favour when he finally snuffs it.

If ever I get that way, just tuck me up in bed,

and press a pillow on my face and hold it till I'm dead.
