Unemployed.

Get up, have a wash, shave and make the bed.

Shall I wear this tee shirt or the yellow one instead?

Make a cup of tea and then smoke a cigarette,

Is it going to be sunny or is it going to be wet?

Think about the day ahead and try to make a plan. 

I must get out and do something, and will do if I can.

Wash and dry the dishes and make it nice and clean,

if someone calls I want the place at least fit to be seen.

I haven't got a hoover so I pick bits off the floor,

Is that the postman coming here? No, he's gone next door.

Looking through my phone book, wondering who to phone,

try out one or two but it seems there's no one home.

Sit and write a letter, and maybe read a book,

think about the evening meal and wonder what to cook.

Stare out of the window, and wander round the floor,

drink more tea and smoke a fag, and wander round some more.

Walk into the garden and look inside the bin,

nothing much to do out here and so I go back in.

Empty out the ashtrays and tie them in a bag, 

put them out into the bin and light another fag.

I'm single and I'm free and I can do just what I like.

I make a list and cycle off to Tesco's on my bike.

Look for special offers and two for the price of one,

or anything that's out of date, and that's the shopping done.

What time is it? Maybe I can put the TV on soon.

Oh no, not yet, it's only turned three in the afternoon.

Make some lunch. A cooked one, and that will feel much better,

then perhaps I'll read some more, and write another letter.

I see the sun's still shining, it hasn't set just yet.

More tea I think, and wash my cup, and one more cigarette.

There's all my old diaries and photo albums to peruse,

they will have to wait, it's time to watch the six o'clock news.

At last it's telly time and I can really settle down,

press the buttons, surf the channels, no need to go to town.

It would only cost me money which I know I haven't got,

I know that sounds like an excuse, but honestly it's not.

I can sit and watch the telly, and when nine o'clock is here

I can go into the kitchen and pour myself a beer.

I'm entitled to a vice or two, a little luxury,

by the time I get to bed I'll drink maybe two or three.

It's about the only thing these days that helps to keep me sane,

because I know tomorrow I've got to do it all again.
