Cop

'I've just been attacked', said the cop,
'As I made my way out of this shop.'
And he stood there with mud
On his trousers and blood
From his nose streaming down on his top.

'Your assailant; which way did he go?'
I said. Blankly he said, 'I dunno.'
'Was he short?' 'He was tall.'
'Was he fat?' 'Not at all;
He was thin as a rake don't you know.'

'What clothes was he wearing?' I said.
'I dunno', he replied, 'Ooh, my head.'
'Did he have a moustache?'
'I don't think so; but gosh,
I remember some writing instead.'

''No Parking' it said, fore and aft.'
And I looked at him, grinned and then laughed.
'It's this lamp-post right here
You bumped into.' 'Oh dear',
He said, looking quite sheepish, 'How daft.'

