At my funeral

I want no flowers
Just vegetables

Tinned

I want no coffin

but wish to be laid out in the crematorium carpark
in cheap casual gear

a cartoon crime scene chalk mark

around me

posed like an unfortunate parachutist

with limbs akimbo

Strangers only are to attend

plucked from the street and the local park and supermarket
and paid fifty quid cash

for their trouble

Twenty five upfront

The rest when it’s done

when I’'m done

They are to look bored
To glance at their watches
To text on their phones

All tears must be false

Walk-outs will be encouraged
(final payments will be honoured)
Smoking will be permitted

Stray dogs are to be teased in

with scraps of meat and a liberal sprinkling
in the immediate environ

of bitch-on-heat musk

I want lead balloons released at my funeral

and a eulogy littered with lies

There will be no wake

but there will be an online invite to donate money

to a fraudulent charity

set up by myself

with the aim of buying expensive gifts for all my real friends
who don’t even know yet

that I'm dead



