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It was getting close to my first date with my new girlfriend and I was getting 

nervous. Based on my few previous encounters with her it was apparent that she came 

from a well to do middle-class background, was very cultured, and scarily brainy. Her 

father was a top physicist who had appeared on TV programs such as Tomorrows 

World, one of her sisters was married to a guy working for IBM, who was on about 

1/4 k per annum, and her other sister was married to a hugely successful self-

employed businessman who was absolutely loaded. And what was I doing? I was an 

undergraduate cleaning floors in the morning and chefing in the evening to make ends 

meet.   

 

I was feeling a bit out of my league. Clearly I was going to have to pretend to 

be something I wasn’t. Not to worry though. I had a few tricks up my sleeve. First, I 

managed to acquire a fake Rolex watch from my Malaysian friend. That was going to 

score a few brownie points! Next, I decided to work on fabricating a history of 

literature reading. Wikipedia to the rescue! Aha, Dostoevsky! That is going to score a 

lot of points! Trotsky, Joseph Conrad, Jane Austin, D.H. Lawrence. That should do it 

I thought, committing the names to memory. Right, what next. Trendy arthouse films 

I think. Wikipedia again. La dolce Vita, that sounds good. Citizen Kane, Casablanca, 

Gone with the Wind, Metropolis. Right, got that one covered I think. Opera? No, 

that’s taking things too far.  

 

I was finished. And it was time for the date. So off we go down the local pub 

The Dog & Duck. As we sat there chatting over drinks I moved my hand across my 

face now and again to ensure she notices the fake Rolex watch I am wearing. And at 

some point I slip into the conversation that I am an avid reader of Dostoevsky. This 

seems to grab her attention. What books of his have you read she asks? 

 

 “Crime & Punishment, The insulted & Injured, and The Idiot” I reply. 

 

 “Which was your favourite?” 

 

“It is hard to pick one out. They are all equally good.” 

  

(I think she suspects something).    

 

“What happens in The Idiot?” 

 

(Bugger!) 

 

“Eh, do you want another drink?” 

 

 

 So what is the moral of this story? No. Not honesty. You definitely have to 

impress your brainy girlfriend. And by deception if necessary. But if you pretend to 

have read Dostoevsky make sure you actually have read at least one of his books. Or 

short of that make sure your girlfriend definitely hasn’t. And if you manage to get 

hold of a fake Rolex watch then make sure it is one where the seconds hand sweeps 

smoothly around the watch face, and not tick round (a sure sign of a fake apparently).  
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Amazingly I am still in a relationship with the person referred to in the above 

paragraph. Perhaps my good looks and magnetic personality have managed to offset 

my weaker points (that I am an idiot).  

 

Her name is Louise. And she loves art. She attained a BA(Hons) in Fine Art at 

Falmouth University in Cornwall, and worked as a freelance illustrator for a number 

of years, providing illustrations for various magazines and publications. She 

eventually ended up working in the health care profession, where she is currently 

employed. 

 

The university I attended was directly across the road from the Plymouth 

College of Art and Design campus. They had various exhibits of paintings up in the 

main Plymouth university buildings at the time I was doing my degree courses. The 

painting I particularly remember was one that was hung in the top floor of the 

Babbage building immediately outside the refectory. It was simply entitled The Sun. It 

was basically one big blog of yellow with a bit of shading going on around the 

outside. I remember thinking to myself many times ‘someone got a degree for that. 

I’m clearly on the wrong course.’ It seemed to me that they were almost rubbing it in 

by hanging it there, as if to say ‘look how easy it is to get a degree if you pick an art 

and design course’. I am personally convinced it came from a student who just 

wanted to see how far he could push things.  

 

One of our favourite holiday places which Louise and myself visit in the 

summer is St. Ives in Cornwall. Apart from the great beaches, fantastic restaurants and 

breathtaking scenery of the surrounding coastal walks, the place has many Art 

Exhibitions, including the well known Tate Gallery.Within this building are many 

fine examples of sculptures by the well known artist Barbara Hepworth. 

 

 

 

 
 

                    The Tate Gallery in St Ives, Cornwall 
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 Although both Louise and myself are quite fond of art, our individual tastes 

markedly differ. I generally prefer realist paintings. But as far as more abstract stuff 

goes I do also like surrealism. My favourite artist in this regards is Salvador Dali. This 

was the artist who used to receive messages from his moustache, which apparently 

acted as an antenna.   

 

 

                    
 

Salvador Dali, who is currently in the process of receiving a new message 

from his moustache 

 

 

 

Louise on the other hand prefers the more contemporary abstract art styles, 

such as cubism, impressionism and all that kind of nonsense. Fortunately St. Ives 

caters quite well for both tastes.  

 

What is the essential difference between the art which I like and the art my 

girlfriend likes. Well the art I like takes a great deal of talent, and in the case of 

surrealism a good deal of creativity. The art Louise likes on the other hand is just 

pretentious nonsense. How to tell the difference? If you find yourself looking at a 

matchstick man kind of painting that an average five year old could knock up in about 

five minutes with a few crayons, or a painting consisting of a bunch of polygons 

arranged to form some kind of crude picture (cubism) then you know you are 

witnessing art at its most pretentious.  

 

The key question is this: does anyone genuinely like the kind of pretentious 

rubbish I refer to above, or is there something of the emperor’s new clothes about it. 

This is a worthwhile question to consider. Remember the eighties – the era of the 

yuppies?    
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A yuppie from the eighties who thinks he looks super cool with his breeze 

block sized mobile phone (doesn’t he look like a twat) 

 

 

This is when nouvelle cuisine really took off in the UK. It was considered 

trendy to go out to super posh restaurants and pay extortionate sums of money for a 

dish which looked pretty, but you could gulp down in a couple of spoonfuls. 

 

Check out the pictures below of some examples of pretentious food. 

 

 

 

 

 

Does this look very filling to you? I could wolf this 

down in about three seconds flat. This barely 

constitutes a starter dish for someone such as myself 

with a reasonably healthy appetite. A clear cut case of 

pretentiousness over sensibleness.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is just getting silly.  
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This is looking a bit more like it but still 

going a bit overboard on aesthetic design. 

There was really no need to go to all the 

effort of balancing that leek on top of the 

fish. But still more of a starter dish to me. 

Fine as a light appetizer.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Getting a bit silly again. This is one mouthful of 

food pretending to me a complete main course 

meal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Not much going on here. A few loops of 

spaghetti, a slice or two of tomato, two 

miniscule fish cakes, and a trickle of 

sauce (and what is that sauce?)   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I bet a lot of these yuppies from the eighties could not wait to get home, out of 

sight of their posh chums, so they could wolf down a decent sized meal of pie and 

chips.   

 

Contrast the above pictures with the picture below, which is a picture of me 

about to tuck into a proper feast. 
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   Now this is what I’m talking about! 

 

No pretentiousness there. Just a good old hearty slap up meal, no messing around. 

 

To be completely fair I am not totally against nouvelle cuisine. There is a 

place near St. Ives we frequent called the Gurnards Head Hotel. They have top notch 

chefs who never fail to knock up a cracking meal, at least when we eat there. It is 

nouvelle cuisine, but fortunately the portions are reasonably sized, even if not 

particularly excessive, and they don’t go to town on the aesthetic appearance of the 

dish trying to make it look like a work of art. In contrast, up the road a bit in Zennor 

village there is a pub called the Tinners Arms. This used to great place to eat up until a 

few years ago when the place came under new ownership, at which point it became all 

about profit margins. Their basic business strategy revolved around charging 

extortionate prices for well presented food and labelling it as nouvelle cuisine. The 

main problem with their business plan is much of their clientele are very hungry 

coastal walkers, as their establishment is located at the midway point between the St. 

Ives to Gurnards Head coastal path. I hope for their sake they have  revised their 

business model since we last ate in there.     

 

So going back to the original question – does anyone really like the matchstick 

men and cubism kind of paintings referred to above, or is it all a case of the emperors 

new clothes? 

 

Well, we have the answer to that question thanks to a series of carefully 

conducted scientific experiments carried out in the latter part of the twentieth century. 

Here is how it goes: some really posh sorts enter an art gallery whilst being secretly 

filmed. Upon the walls are hanging all manners of atrocities posing as art - splats, 

splashes, gushes, spots & dots, splurges, splatters – the kind of thing that normally 

passes as modern impressionism and abstract art (think of Jackson Pollack & Damien 
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Hirst for instance). How do these posh sorts react? Do they recognize the paintings 

for what they were – pieces of crap? Nope. Invariably they stand around pontificating 

about how each of the paintings are such good examples of post-modernism art, and 

how the fiendishly clever (code for not apparent to the untrained eye) and subtle use 

of colour combinations effectively deconstructs the conflicting cultural elements of 

post-modern society……blah blah…..waffle waffle……more pontification…..waffle 

blah…you get the picture. 

 

Then, lo and behold, out come the TV cameras. And what happens next is 

deeply embarrassing. You almost feel for these posh people for being caught out on 

camera and looking like such pretentious idiots. Why is it so embarrassing? Well it is 

because the TV production company had apparently stopped off at the nearby zoo on 

the way over to the art gallery armed with some large canvasses and pots of paint. 

Then what happens? They lay the canvasses down in a number of the animal 

enclosures with enough pots of paint to go around for all the animals. Given a bit of 

time the animals get to work. First they tip over the paint. Then they stamp in it, 

wallow in it, roll in it, after which they start flicking paint at the canvas, rolling 

around on the canvass, and generally having quite a fun time. After a sufficient time 

has passed they produce their very own post-modernist masterpieces. And it is these 

very paintings these so-called art experts have been pontificating about for a good 

hour or so. Embarrassing or what? How did these art critics react when the cameras 

came out and told them all of this? Well they didn’t stick around long enough for a 

very extensive interview. They swiftly headed for the nearby exits without even 

bothering to introduce themselves properly.  

 

So the answer to the original question is yes - there is something of the 

emperors new clothes about some of these modern art styles.  

 

What is the moral of this story? If you happen to walk into an art gallery at 

some point in the future and the paintings look like complete crap, don’t stand their 

pontificating about how marvellous they are to impress your posh buddies - because 

there is always a chance a TV crew might spring up out of nowhere and inform you 

that you have talking about some paintings made by a bunch of chimpanzees and 

elephants.  

 

And talking of pontificating check out the few real life examples below. These 

are excerpts taken from articles written by ‘art experts’ who are commenting on 

Damien Hirst’s spot paintings. Alongside these pretentious pontifications are proper 

English language translations of what they really talking about.  

  

 

i) “The fluctuations in quality is itself a kind of affirmation of the whole 
idea of quality.” 

 
Translation: The reviewer seems to be contrasting the more aesthetically 

pleasing parts of the picture with the less aesthetically pleasing parts, and 
interpreting these contrasts to be symbolic of the concept of quality. (What a load 
of crap).    
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ii) “Because the colours never touch, there’s no real conversation or 

friction between them. Everything is insistently frontal. I long for a black spot, a 
wobble, a smear.”  

 
Translation: The critic is basically acknowledging the fact there are no 

spots which overlap each other. He basically appears to be saying this is a good 
thing, the reason why it is a good thing is not apparent from the statement itself. 
But he definitely seems to like spots.  

 
 
iii) “And their abundance only serves to amplify a whiff of filthy lucre 

that underscores the whole endeavour.”  
 

Translation: The first part of the statement is saying there are a lot of spots. I 

have not yet managed to decode the second part of the sentence but will update this 

blog post when I eventually crack it.  

 

 
iv) “Once, say about 1995, his spot works seemed to catch the zeitgeist, at 

once energetic and nihilistic. That time has passed. Now, they seem to capture 
something less desirable — the cheery cynicism of an era that has not so much 
passed as collapsed.”   

 
Translation:  His spots paintings have become more dreary over time. 

 

 

v) “His thoughts are, admittedly, memorable. The shark, the dots, the packs of 

pills… They all depend on extremely simple thoughts, which need no explaining, or 

any knowledge of art history; thus their popular appeal.” 

 

 

Translation: The reviewer believes the public are so simple minded that a few 

coloured dots are about the limit of their artistic aspirations and imagination.  

 

 

vi) "He captures our consumerist age not by simply making art that is about 

the market but by quite literally turning the markets into his medium"  

 

 

Translation: This review is claiming thatDamien is creating a demand that 

was not initially there – that is, a demand for crappy spot paintings. 

 

 

vii) "Viewed together in this massive and immersive manner, his works no 

longer seem like tabloid-courting one-liners; instead they appear as the coherent 

product of a remarkably lucid practice – of an artist with a clearly-defined visual 

language."  
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Translation: The reviewer has clearly cottoned on to the fact that all of 

Damien’s paintings, without exception, are comprised of spots. This I believe is the 

“clearly-defined visual language" to which the reviewer is referring to.  

 

 

 

 

Isn’t it amazing what you can get from a few dots and spots! 

 

Anyway here is a dot painting that I produced earlier.  

 

 

        
 

My dot painting masterpiece. This magnificent piece of art easily rivals 

Damien’s dots. 

 

 

Notice how I use the dots as figurative devices to parody the turbulent 

emotions prevalent in Western society and culture today, and how the allegorical 

quality of the entire ensemble of dots retrospectively deconstructs the dichotomy of 

capitalism and representative democracy in modern day Europe. If this is not apparent 

from the painting itself it is because you need to go to art school for a few years and 

undertake an art degree. Then you will be in a position to discern the latent qualities 

lurking in my brilliantly cunning masterpiece.      

 

What else has Dotty Damien been up to? Well he tried to take litigation action 

against British Airways for one thing over an ad campaign that he claims bears a 

striking resemblance to one of his paintings. The artist claimed that an advertisement 

for BA's low cost airline, ‘Go’, featuring a grid with 30 coloured spots, plagiarises his 

painting "Spot" – a painting that features a grid of coloured spots.  

 

How bonkers is this?  
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What is the moral of this story? Well next time you are thinking about making 

a painting with a few dots in it just be careful you are not infringing on Damien 

Hirst’s copyright protection. Otherwise you may find yourself facing a civil law suit 

faster than you can say “Dotty Damien”. 

 

 

So we have so far considered Damien Hirst. What other nut jobs are there? 

Well there is that Lenkiewicz fellow who used to have an art studio a few doors up 

from where I work in the Plymouth Barbican. What did he used to get up to when he 

wasn’t abducting homeless people from the street and embalming them? Well he did 

in all fairness do some pretty fine paintings in his time. But let’s go back to this 

abduction business for a few moments.   

 

 

  

 

Loony Lenkiewicz, who in this shot is just on his 

way out the door to visit the local barber shop 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

               Edwin McKenzie’s body was found in his drawer. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I am referring to the controversial bohemian Plymouth artist Robert 

Lenkiewicz, who owned a Plymouth Barbican art studio for a few years partly 

concurrent with myself working just a few doors up in a local restaurant. To be 

truthful Lenkiewicz didn’t actually abduct anyone. I just said that. The full story is 

that Lenkiewicz apparently became friends with a homeless fellow by the name of 

Edwin McKensie, who’s dying wish allegedly was to be embalmed by Lenkiewicz 

and hence become immortalized as a “work of art”. Fair enough. So Lenkiewicz 

fulfilled his promise when his friend died in 1984, and embalmed his body in his 

Barbican art studio. This resulted in a storm of controversy and a long drawn out 

protracted tussle between Mr. Lenkiewicz and Plymouth City Council, the latter 

demanding the dead body be removed and properly buried. On one occasion Health 

officials tried to remove the body from the artist’s studio, but instead found Mr 

Lenkiewicz himself hidden inside the coffin! He scared the bejesus out of these poor 
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health workers by suddenly sitting upright in the coffin as it was opened and shouting 

“boo!” Apparently one health worker jumped out the nearby window.  

 

Actually I made that last bit up as well. But he did wait for them in the coffin. 

Plymouth and South Devon Coroner Nigel Meadows told an inquest it was an 

"interesting question" whether the artist had behaved legally. He went on to say: 

"Strictly speaking he should have sought the assistance of the environmental health 

authority to see if what he was doing was appropriate." Somehow I get the feeling Mr 

Lenkiewicz didn’t give a shit. And who can blame him. Who do they think they are 

these health and safety officials! If someone wants to keep a decomposing corpse in 

his studio flat located down a road chock a block full of restaurants and other eating 

establishments then what business is it of theirs?  

So who else is there. Ah! Jackson Pollack. This guy was one crazy mother! 

Potty Pollack’s chosen method of painting was to lay down a huge canvas on the 

floor, get some tins of paint, and then go mental with them, splashing, dripping, 

stamping on the canvas, and flicking paint until he filled it up with enough mess to get 

away with calling it a work of art. Did anyone fall for it? Yep. One of his pieces sold 

for $140 million.  

How gullible can you get? What sort of person would pay $140 million for a 

few splats of paint of a canvas. Someone with considerably more money than sense, 

that’s who.     

Who else? Oh yes. Van Goth. Another fruit loop! This is the chap who 

decided to chop his ear off one day! He is well known for his Sunflower paintings, 

where he took it on himself to paint loads and loads of different pictures of 

sunflowers, using slightly different colours, shades and angles of perspective etc. And 

he made bucket loads of money from doing so. He must have been laughing all the 

way to the bank.  

 

 

                                
 

Van Goth struggles to adapt after chopping his ear off. 
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Now lets move on to pretentious art house films. Oftentimes in the past I have 

had to accompany my brainy and cultured girlfriend to see the latest art house movie 

at the Plymouth Art Centre. And this is one big yawn, watching movies tackling 

serious issues such as euthanasia, international politics, global warming, ethics etc etc. 

I just want a to watch a movie with some kick ass action in it, such as Dark Knight 

Rises for instance. But alas, I had to feign interest so I could at least partially 

perpetuate the myth that I am to some degree cultured. I did get my own back on her 

once however, as I managed to talk her into seeing a Transformers movie with me.    

 

So lets quickly run through some seriously boring movies. Not all the 

following are art house films, but they are selected due to their extremely boring 

nature.  

 

 

Phone Booth 
Coma rating – 9/10 

Pretentiousness rating  - 1/10  

Worse than Seabiscuit? – no 

Big names – Colin Farrell, Forest Whitaker, Kiefer Sutherland 

What happens? – Colin Farrell is stuck in a phone booth for the whole movie because 

if he puts the phone down it will blow up. 

Any good bits? – There are slight bits of tension here or there.    

 

 

 

Buried  
Coma rating – 9/10 

Pretentiousness rating  - 1/10  

Worse than Seabiscuit? - no 

Big names  - Ryan Reynolds 

What happens?  - Ryan Reynolds is in a coffin. He tries to get out by ringing people 

on his phone. He can’t get out and dies. 

Any good bits?  - There is a slightly tense moment where he is on the verge of telling 

someone a crucial detail that will lead to him being found – and then his battery goes 

dead. 

 

 

How to make an American quilt 
Coma rating – 10/10 

Pretentiousness rating – 5/10 

Big names – Winona Ryder, Anna Bancroft 

What happens? – A group of women meet up and sow a quilt whilst gossiping and 

yapping about mind-numbingly trivial things. 

Any good bits? – Don’t know. I switched it off. 
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Tree of Life 
Coma rating – 11/10 

Pretentiousness rating  - 11/10 

Worse than Seabiscuit? - no 

Big names  - Sean Penn, Brad Pitt 

What happens? – nothing 

No seriously what happens?  - nothing 

Plot details – wind rustling in trees, Sean Penn looks out a window, more trees 

rustling…..the end – pretty much. 

Any good bits? –  To be fair there were some amazing visuals in parts of the film 

Awards  - won a Palme d’Or (whatever the fuck that is) 

   

 

                                                
   

This is a picture taken of someone after watching the movie ‘Tree of Life’. 

Happily he emerged from his catatonic state three weeks after this picture was 

taken. 

 

So we have had films about women knitting a quilt and yapping, a man being 

stuck in a coffin, a man being stuck in a phone booth, and a man looking out a 

window with a glazed look on his face. What else? 

 

There was a 1987 movie called The Cure for Insomnia. What is the running 

time of this move – four days! What was the film about – a man reads a poem he 

wrote. And if you don’t believe me you can Wikipedia it.  

 

 There was also a movie that was made a while back, the title of which alludes 

me at present, an old 1940s Indian film directed by Sarvottam Badami or someone 

like that. The whole movie is about a game of chess. The film is a bit slow at first but 

wait long enough and you are sure to get drawn into the action. After a relatively 

uneventful initial twenty minutes or so the film picks up pace as one of the players has 

a coughing fit. This eventually subsides only to be replaced by more drama. A wasp 

suddenly appears out of nowhere and starts buzzing around the players heads. It 

brushes close to one of the players faces and then to the other. This goes on for a bit 

until eventually the wasp disappears as suddenly as it appeared. The crisis is over! 

Your nerves are jangled but there is more drama in store. About midway through the 
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movie the action really starts to get going! There is a sudden flurry of action, with 

multiple pieces being taken from the board in quick succession. First a couple of 

pawns! Then a bishop and a knight! Then the other knight! And another pawn! And 

the other bishop! It is hard to keep pace with all the action and drama, and it leaves 

you breathless with excitement. And to further add to the tension, this non-stop action 

is interspersed with bits of dialogue coming from the players, where they talk about 

such things as how the price of milk and bread have gone up recently, and the bad 

weather they have been experiencing of late. The ominous presence of the clock in the 

corner of the table adds further to the menace of the film, with its relentless and cruel 

tick tick ticking. Just near the end of the movie one of the players gets a handkerchief 

out of his pocket and blows his nose with it! And a bit later on the other one sneezes! 

What more can you ask from a film. 

   

   

                   
     

Classic Indian 1940s Avant-garde chess film – The shot above shows one of 

the final scenes of the movie where the tension is visibly building. The climactic end 

scene soon follows where one of the players accidentally resigns by knocking over 

his king. Compelling stuff! 

 

 

So finally poems. I am split between deciding whether classic poems are 

beautifully written with their hidden meanings an eloquent emotive language, or are 

just plain pretentious. So I wrote my own poem, which I think you will agree is 

pretentiousness free. Enjoy! 

 

 

This story does begin, one cold December night, 

Snow everywhere, crisp even white, 

Majestic snow dunes, form undulating landscapes, 

Incessant snowfall, flowing opaque snowflakes, 

Not sight not sound here, readily apparent, 

The moon shining high, a picturesque crescent, 

Giant ice sheets, reflect pale moon light, 

Glaciers abound, such a beautiful sight, 

  

But this very night, change is in the air, 

Stirring deep below, your very worst nightmare, 

For in this very place, there does dwell, 

Something which comes, straight from hell, 
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It is Christmas eve, just one of many,  

But this one will prove, particularly zany, 

Out pops Santa, straight from his grotto, 

Carrying of all things, half drunk whiskey bottle, 

And if I did not know better, I would say he was totally blotto, 

 

Upon the face of Rudolph, a frown does form, 

Any hope at all, from him completely torn, 

“What a total mess” said Rudolph cross as could be, 

“Without a care in the world, how bloody dare he” 

 

Upon the waiting sleigh, Santa does flop, 

The awful resulting sound, a loud loud plop, 

“C’mon let us go” Santa does demand, 

The reindeer at once, follow his command, 

Up in the air, they begin to soar, 

Picking up speed, increasingly more and more, 

 

The first house he gets to, the householder still up, 

Santa gets to meet him, his name was Chuck, 

“What’s that you’re smoking?” Santa did enquire, 

Barely able to see him, through the smoggy mire, 

“Sorry how rude, would you like a puff?” 

“But I must warn you, it is very strong stuff” 

 

Whatever next, Santa took a drag, 

Next thing you know, he falls down with a splat, 

Please Santa, get your ass up right away, 

You need to get back up on your sleigh, 

Many more presents you have yet to deliver, 

Starting with those people, just across from the river, 

Santa arises, unsteady at first, 

Will he make it to the sleigh - only just, 

Off they go at the rate of knots, 

Because they still have more presents, in fact lots, 

 

The next house they arrive, down the chimney he goes, 

Thinking it really nice, just to get out of the snow, 

He emerged in the living room, to be surprised, 

A man was sitting there, eating mince pies, 

“Hello there Santa, are you hungry yourself?” 

“Yes” said Santa “but they’re bad for my health” 

“But you know what, I will have one anyway” 

Causing the man to say “I’m leading you astray” 

“No no!” said Santa “I’m as fat as fuck already” 

“Yes” said the man “you do look rather heavy” 

“Anyway down to business, what have you bought for me?” 

“Well” said Santa “just let me go and see” 

In his sack, he did dig deep, 

“let’s see what I’ve got for you to keep” 
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What came out? A playstation three” 

The man said “wow, is that for me?” 

“No” said Santa “I want this for myself ” 

“But I’m sure I have for you something else” 

“Hmm” said the man “I think you’re a selfish git” 

“Well” said Santa “I don’t give a shit” 

“And since you’ve insulted me, I’m now going to go” 

“But I will just beforehand, give you this GI Joe” 

“But” said the man “his head is missing” 

“Yes” said Santa “that’s why I will not miss him” 

Off Santa goes, up the chimney quicker, 

Leaving the man staring at his action man figure, 

 

“What a crap Christmas this is going to be” said he, 

Throwing his useless present under the Christmas tree, 

“I hope Santa does crash his sleigh” 

“In fact for that I will actually pray” 

“I may by this seem rather sadistic” 

“But my temper he has sent ballistic” 

 

At the next house Santa does call 

Down the chimney, down he falls, 

As Santa climbs out the mantelpiece, 

On the table he spots a feast, 

Chicken drumsticks, Pringles and wine, 

“Wow” said Santa “time to dine” 

Naughty as it was, Santa tucks in, 

Not really bothered, he commits a sin, 

Wiping away food, from his shirt, 

“Lovely” he says” letting out a burp, 

At that point, the angry householder, 

Appears with baseball bat, over shoulder, 

“Arse whipping time, prepare to die” 

At this, Santa does start to cry, 

“Please have mercy” does wail Santa, 

Knocking over, nearby decanter, 

“Oh it’s Santa, I did not realize” 

“Here’s a hanky, dry your eyes” 

“Put your feet up, have some more food” 

“Excuse my manners, I feel so rude” 

“Quite all right, don’t feel bad” 

“I sometimes nick food, it’s just a fad” 

“Not to worry” said the householder, 

Reaching for what appeared like a folder, 

“What’s that?” asked Santa, with curiosity, 

The householder opens it, with some velocity, 

“It’s just a list of things we need” 

“Sit there while I read, and take heed” 

“OK” said Santa “fire away” 

“Yes” said the householder “without delay” 
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“I want this, this, this, and this” 

Santa stands up “my ass you can kiss” 

“You expect too much, I know it’s Christmas” 

“But I don’t think there is more for us to dis-cuss” 

Santa storms out, householder bewildered, 

Feeling angry, he did not feel good, 

“I did not know Santa Claus was like that” 

“Rude, insulting, and surprisingly fat” 

“What a twat, he needs a smack” 

“And a wack, with his sack” 

 

Upon the next house Santa arrived, 

This was number seventy-five, 

Santa sets foot, in the front room, 

Upon which a voice, did then boom, 

“Hi, I’m Stan” said the quite big man, 

Santa taken a back, reaches for his sack, 

“Let me see, what I have for you here” 

“Something expensive, costly and dear” 

 

“You shouldn’t attempt to treat me as special” 

“No” said Santa “but I want to be careful” 

“Why?” asked Stan “because I’m a big man” 

“Frankly yes” said Santa was his answer, 

 

“You really do not have to be afraid of me” 

“I’m really a big softie at heart you see” 

“OK” said Santa “If that is the case” 

“Your present will be this black shoe lace” 

“Well now you are really just taking the piss” 

Said Stan, his voice now containing a hiss, 

“I know” said Santa “I just can’t help it” 

“This is because I’m one nasty git” 

“Well” said Stan “you should be hit” 

“You appear to be one annoying tit” 

At this Santa did pull a moony, 

“Ho Ho Ho” said Santa “if you want to sue me” 

Off he then bounded, up the chimney, 

As absolutely fast as he could be, 

 

The next house he entered, lived a man called Rod, 

He met him in his lounge, he seemed rather odd, 

“Let me introduce myself,” he said with a lisp, 

“My name is Rod, I’m a therapist, 

“I don’t really care, I have a job to do” 

Was Santa’s remark, “out my way shoo” 

 “I was just being friendly, I think you need some help” 

“You exhibit defensive behaviour, get your ass on my couch”  

“Get the bleep out my way, or a slap you’ll receive” 

“It will smart like nothing else, you will drop to your knees” 
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“I would like to open a dialogue,” in response said Rod, 

Causing Santa to say, “oh my good god” 

“Let’s settle this like men, over a game of chess” 

Said Santa “come on now, surely you must jest” 

“My ample mental energy, I will surely not invest” 

“Even though I’m quite sure, I’m pretty much the best” 

“Intellectual pursuits, really aren’t my game” 

“The actual reason why, I think they’re just are so lame” 

“OK” said Rod “I really understand”  

“Now if you please, just speak to the hand” 

“What!” said Santa “are you crackers” 

“You’re heading for a jolly good smackers” 

“No” said Rod, “this is excellent therapy” 

“Oh my god” said Santa “please just help me” 

“That’s what I’m trying to do” said Rod, 

“If you understand then just give me a nod” 

At this Santa did then lose his temper, 

All along it had been a fester,  

But this just pushed him beyond his limit, 

Causing him to be a whole lot less timid, 

Outraged he picked up a nearby chair, 

And threw it high up, right up in the air, 

Rod staying calm, his temper staying low, 

Saying “If you want to, just hit that pillow” 

Up the chimney Santa clambered, needing to get some air, 

Feeling if he didn’t, his temper it would really flair,   

 

At the next house, Santa then arrives, 

The number of the house, number fifty five, 

“I remember this last year” Santa did lament, 

“They blocked up the chimney, using hard cement” 

“Not repeating that, absolute no way” 

Santa did say, as he threw their presents away, 

 

  

The next thing he spies, high up in the air, 

A McDonalds outlet, just sitting right there, 

Santa thinks to himself “Well what is the hurry” 

“Surely there’s time, to eat a McFlurry” 

 At once he slows, and makes a nosedive, 

An almighty crash, knocks him for five, 

 “Gosh what is that” Santa did exclaim, 

“Oh no no, its Iron Man again” 

“Look where you’re going, you ignorant git” 

“Who you talking to you, your bloody fat twit” 

“I’m talking to you, you great hunk of metal” 

“Apologize at once, or this we’ll have to settle” 

“You cheeky fat man, be off with you at once” 

“You bumped into me, in your rush to get some lunch” 

Santa is livid, as mad as hell, his jugular vein starting to swell, 
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Off Iron Man flies, now distant in the skies, 

Iron Man is zooming, and Santa is left fuming,  

 

As Santa flies over town, 

A cheerful sound does resound, 

“Hark” said Santa “what is that I hear” 

“Merriment and gleeful Christmas cheer” 

“Church bells ringing, carol singers singing” 

 

Santa ingests the Christmas spirit, 

He really feels the urge to live it, 

“I want to hear that lovely church choir” 

“Rudolph, fly onwards towards church spire” 

“Let us enter that place most holy” 

“Frankly I am really just being nosy” 

 

So downwards they hurtle, towards the chapel, 

The snow pelting his face, feeling like shrapnel, 

Once in the church, feeling serene and calm, 

Santa treats his chapped lips, applying lip balm, 

“That’s better” says Santa, his lips now moist, 

“Hark hark, hear that lovely singing voice” 

“Is that a baritone, or an alto?” 

“Fuck knows” says his reindeer “I’m going to go go” 

“You’re such a philistine, you uncultured creature” 

“Well I’m still going, outside I’ll meet ya” 

 “Bugger off then, see if I care” 

Said his reindeer “well, that seems quite fair” 

“I’ll leave him to this, that choir I diss”  

“It’s not for me, I’m going out for a pee” 

 

As Santa walked across the alter, 

His belly, it did begin to falter, 

“Oh my gosh” exclaimed Santa “I’m going to fart” 

“Check out that raucous sound, just hark!” 

Santa let rip, causing a commotion, 

Setting all furniture in vibrating motion, 

“Good grief” says Santa “I feel another one coming” 

“This one is going to be quite mind-numbing” 

The almighty fart ripped throughout the church, 

Causing a bird to fall off its perch, 

The windows, they did shake and shiver, 

His fart went forth to boldly deliver, 

A sonic boom to rival an aircraft, 

A plume of fume, a vast gas blast,  

 

A carol singer ran forth, startled and dumbfound, 

Wondering if the building was actually falling down, 

“Where thou art cometh, that mysterious gas?” 

“I can answer that” said Santa “it came from my ass” 



20 

 

 

“Holy mother of Mary” 

“That’s really rather scary” 

“What have you been eating? 

“The seating”  

“It can’t be food” 

“To be that crude”  

 

But alas there was a final sting in the tail, 

Behold as Santa failed to curtail, 

He let out just one final squeak,  

Causing one almighty reek, 

This one caused the vicar to come running, 

The smell now being something quite stunning, 

“Wow” exclaimed the vicar “that smell is something else” 

“I think it actually knocked out that mouse” 

“Sorry about that” apologizes Santa, 

“I need a drink, can I use this decanter?” 

 

“Well I never” said the vicar “it’s Father Christmas” 

“How could you cause that appalling smell to hit us” 

“Yes” said Santa “it is quite nasty” 

“Nasty?” said the vicar “I would say downright ghastly” 

Said Santa “must dash, can’t stand here chatting” 

“That’s ok” said the vicar “you get cracking” 

 

Off Santa goes, up in the air, 

And the vicar goes off to say an earnest prayer, 

“Dear god” prays the vicar “that smell is debased” 

“Please purify this place, make it chaste” 

 

The night draws to a close, Santa’s job is done, 

Now it’s time to go home, and have some jolly fun, 

Santa looks forward, to getting in the warm, 

Thinking how nice, in from snow storm, 

The first thing he’ll do, is open up the Baileys, 

Then smoke a joint, well possibly maybe, 

 

Just before Santa, did retire to bed, 

He reached for the closet door, next to his head, 

Flinging wide open, two eyes they did stare, 

Out of the dark, with a fearsome glare, 

“How many years, locked up like this?” 

 “You are really just taking the piss” 

 

Did say Santa, “for every year you missed me” 

“Waiting as a child beneath the Christmas tree” 

 

“I was five years old, hoping and waiting” 

“My despair and anguish, suffocating” 
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“You never did come to see me, not ever” 

“To justify that, you would need to be clever”  

 

“But” said the real Santa 

 “You’re being unfair” 

“It’s not that for you, I did not care” 

“But the fact is this” 

“You I did miss” 

“Because your parents” 

“Did emigrated afar” 

“All the way to Qatar” 

“In the Middle East” 

“Where I deliver least” 

 

“You see they are Moslems there” 

“Christmas they don’t share” 

“So before you blame me” 

“Waiting beneath the Christmas tree” 

“Consider this fact” 

“A minute backtrack” 

 

“You have a point, I will concede” 

Said Santa, falling to his knees 

“But the thing is this, I’m just so pissed” 

“Missing out on Christmas, we need to dis-cuss” 

 

“Years and years, tears and tears” 

“Lost in time, feels like a crime” 

“My childhood gone, just so wrong” 

“I swore every day, someone must pay” 

“My anger displacement, in this moment” 

“Feeds my soul, makes me feel whole” 

 

“I need a scapegoat” 

“Feel like cutting your throat” 

“The next best thing is this” 

“To take your Christmas list” 

“And make an enemy of all” 

“So cause your downfall”  

 

“When you go out” 

“In years to come” 

“It will be felt” 

“You are scum” 

 “Every child in the land” 

“Will not understand” 

“Your harsh cruel ways” 

“Their hopes you betrayed” 

 

 “I have to do this” 
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“Deliver your list” 

“It is the only way” 

“To make you pay” 

“For the sorrow I endured” 

“Night and day” 

 

As this emotion was shed, 

Within the closet was said: 

 

“It is a great injustice, you captivating me” 

Shutting the closet door, said Santa “C’est la vie” 

Said the voice from within,  

“Have you considered therapy?” 

 

So Santa is now finished, 

For yet another year, 

Will he release his hostage, 

That is not altogether clear, 

But one thing is plain, 

As sure as can be, 

The real Santa in his closet, 

That is not he, 

 

 

Within the real Santa’s closet, 

You may well ask, 

Who in there remains,  

Shackled in chains, 

None other than Santa,  

The real one this time, 

Stuck there for years,  

His captor no sign, 

 

So who is this man, 

We call the real Santa, 

You must be asking this, 

To know this you wanta, 

 

His name is Harry, 

He comes from Cincinnati, 

He used to clean floors, 

Before coming Mr Claus, 

 

So why did he do this, 

Abduct Father Christmas, 

Background you will need, 

In order to understand this, 

 

You see he was orphaned, 

At the young age of four, 
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The basic reason for this, 

His parents were very poor, 

For adoption they did give him, 

So an orphanage he lived in, 

 

When all the young children, 

Received presents at Christmas time, 

Harry always asked, 

Where the hell are mine, 

For all the years there, 

For him no one cared, 

So he vowed one day, 

To make Santa pay, 

The rest is history, 

As they often say, 

 

So there he sat, 

In Santa’s closet, 

Not knowing what to do, 

Knowing he had lost it, 

What was he thinking, 

What was on his mind, 

Not c’est la vie, 

Nothing of the kind, 

In fact to be truthful, 

In view of his little drama, 

He was really thinking, 

This must be just karma! 

 

The End 

 

 

What is the moral of this story?  

 

Don’t smoke a spliff before writing a poem, or you will just keep going and 

going and going. Take it from me, who is higher than a tree, you won’t be able to 

stop, you’ll just keep going till you drop. Heed my advice, I won’t tell you twice. 

Don’t get stoned before writing something like this, perhaps instead just simply get 

pissed. But whatever the case, do not get off your face! 

 

I will stop now!  

 

(I’m not really stoned. I have had a few drinks though!) 

 

 

 

Anyway I have to go and wrap a few presents now. But I will leave you with my post-

modern masterpiece shown below. Deconstruct that! 
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(And remember if you bump into Santa Claus this year and he has a bit of an 

attitude, cut him some slack. He had a really crappy childhood.)  

 

 

 

 
 

My post-modern work of art 

 

 

 

 

Look out for my first blog post of next year entitled The Power of Polygons. I 

will examine in detail all the regular polygons of Euclidean geometry, including the 

right-angled triangle, and discuss in considerable detail the various relationships 

between the lengths of the sides of the various shapes and the magnitudes of their 

respective angles. You don’t want to miss this!  


