                                                                 ODE TO KREFELD

A  GERMANY, POSTING THIS IS IT.
SHE THOUGHT, UNTIL SHE SAW THE PIT.
SWINGING KREFELD, DOWN THE HOLE,
SHE’S SLOWLY GOING UP THE POLE.
EVERY MORNING ON PARADE
BEFORE THEY GO OFF TO THEIR TRADE.
THEN BY THE LEFT AND OFF THEY’RE MARCHED
SHOES ALL BULLED AND COLLARS STARCHED.
WORK THE SHIFT UNTIL YOU DROP,
“ HELP HER SOMEONE, FETCH A PROP.”
TO THE COOKHOUSE THEY ALL STAGGER,
WHERE HAS GONE THEIR USUAL SWAGGER.
THE HASTY MEAL IS ALL A BLURR
THEN IT’S OFF TO BED FOR HER.
COMES THE EVENING, WHAT  TO DO.
TO  THE CHURCH AND GRAB A PEW.
WHAT A LOAD OF DRUNKEN BUMS
FAR AWAY FROM DADS AND MUMS.
IF THEY BUT KNEW WHAT WOULD THEY THINK,
THEIR POOR SWEET CHILD HAS  TURNED TO DRINK.
SO 16 SIGS, TAKE MY ADVICE 
GET UP TO DATE OR PAY THE PRICE.
MAKE YOUR CAMP MORE FIT TO LIVE IN
YOU’LL FIND YOUR TROOP ARE QUITE  FORGIVIN.
THEY’RE JUST A BUNCH OF HELPLESS KIDS
JUST ABOUT TO FLIP THEIR LIDS.
A LITTLE SMILE, A FEW KIND WORDS,
WILL PLEASE THE FELLAS AND THE BIRDS.

Author Unknown
