Honey

My brother was, for many years,


Apprenticed to the trade,

Of building, and throughout that time


A million bricks, he laid.

He built a thousand dwellings,


In bricks of red and brown,

But sometimes, ‘fore they built a house,


They knocked the old one down.

On this particular morning,


With his companions bold,

He had to knock a house down,


That was decayed and old.

The dreaded death-watch beetle,


He didn’t watch no more,

As me brother and his mates they


Started tearing up the floor.

Well the rafters and the tiling,


It soon came rattling off,

Them the front door and the windows,


While the dust it made them cough,

Till at last only the chimney,


Remained and stood intact,

And the others, to me brother said:


“You knock that down, we’re whacked.”

Well first he flexed his muscles,


And then he flexed his neck,

Then set about the chimney,


For to lay it on the deck,

He bashed it in the fireplace,


And he bashed it in the grate,

And he bashed a bloke stood watchin’


‘Cause he saw him just too late.

But as the fireplace crumbled,


He was surprised to see,

What came buzzing, panic stricken,


Out in front of him, a bee.

And where the bricks had fell away,


Was where it had it’s home,

For all lined up the chimney,


Was a great big honeycomb.

And lovely golden honey,


It came rolling down the wall,

All in the dust and rubbish


And the fag ends there and all,

He could not see it go to waste,


He put the honeycomb,

Into a rubber bucket,


And he took the bucket home.

Now Mother, she was took aback,


While staring in the bucket,

“Why thank you dear,” she said surprised,


“All I can say is what luck it,

Was that you knocked the chimney down,


And brought this home to me,

We’ll hang it somewhere warm,


So’s it drips out, in time for tea,”

So in the airing cupboard it was hung,


With bits of string,

And honey ran, into the pan,


She’d put to catch it in,

It dripped upon the folded sheets,


And Dad’s pants on the rack,

So when he put them on next day,


They stuck all down his back.

But Oh, it was a luxury,


With honey on our bread,

When Mother shouted: “Whadya want?”


“Honey, please,” we said,

And in the heated cupboard,


It gathered in the pan,

As though there was no end to it,


Out the honey ran.

But Alas! ‘twas our misfortune,


As we found out the next day,

We was not the only ones,


Knew where the honey lay,

Mother, in the morning,


Went to fetch some for the house,

And found all drownded in the pan,


Upside down, a mouse!

The honey gummed his whiskers,


And his fur was stuck up tight,

To add insult on to injury,


He’d messed in it, from fright,

Mother, with the jamjar,


She stood at the cupboard door,

Saying “Go and fetch your father,


There’s no honey any more.”

Father her ran up so fast,


His roll-up fell apart,

Saying: “I told you not to put it there!


I told you from the start!

I told you we’d get vermin,


And didn’t we get them quick,

Oh, chuck it in the dustbin,


‘Cause it’s making me feel sick!”

And so the lovely honeycomb


Got bundled out the door,

We all went back to Marmite


Which we used to have before,

My brother searched in vain


Up every flue his head he put

But he didn’t find no honey


All he ever found was soot.
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