A tin of sardines
Tune: Shoals of Herring
O it was fine and a pleasant day

I was working hard in the garden

When it came to teatime then I stopped and said

I think I’ll go and find a tin of sardines

Well I searched the cupboard and what did I find?

I found nothing even rhymed with sardines

So I put on my coat and got out the car

I was hunting for a tin of sardines

O I bought some sardines and came out the shop

By my car there stood a traffic warden

O no I said, don’t give me a ticket

I only stopped to buy a tin of sardines

And when I got back home I went to open the tin
I didn’t think the job would be a hard one

But the ring pull broke, and the tin opener failed

I couldn’t open up the tin of sardines

So I tried a chisel, but I cut my thumb

So I swore and said I beg your pardon

There is little pleasure and the kicks are many

When you’re opening a tin of sardines.

O I’m in the kitchen, I’m a desperate man

Staring at that bloody tin of sardines

With my thumb in plaster, what can I do?
I think I’ll have some cheese on toast instead.

(Last line, spoken, can be varied at will – scrambled eggs, bread and jam, beans on toast, whatever)
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