
A Crazy Man from Cork

John Power

There was a crazy man from Cork

His favourite meal was mash potatoes and roast pork

In his hand he held a long pitched fork

He was always afraid and in the dark

His dogs sit on both his rugs

While insanely the man next door sells drugs

As he is related to one or two thugs

And he cannot bear to look at their ugly mugs

Teenagers look inside his window

While he is out to get some food and dough

They break in his house and steal all his stuff

And he wishes his life wasn’t so rough
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