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DIY Disaster Dad 

The thing that drives Mum really mad,                                                                                                                   

is DIY Disaster Dad.                                                                                                                                                

The list is endless - the things that have gone wrong, 

I’m surprised that this house is still standing strong. 

He was painting my bedroom with the colour green,                                                                               
when he wobbled and slipped, oh my, what a scene.                                                                                          

There was paint on the floor, all over the door.                                                                                                                  
Oh, the mess my poor Mum then had to clean. 

He was hanging a frame on the toilet wall,                                                                                                              
when he stumbled and tumbled and took a great fall.                                                                                                                     

He landed clumsily on the loo, and the toilet seat, it broke in two.                                                                   
‘‘Oh, well.’’ said Dad. ‘‘It’s not all bad. At least the picture’s still intact.’’ 

When Mum announced, ‘‘We’re going to IKEA’’,                                                                                                    
my Dad was filled with dread and fear.                                                                                                                       

To him flat pack is double-Dutch;                                                                                                                                    
it’s something that he should not touch. 

Last time, Mum came back with a bedside table.                                                                                                        
To put it together, Dad should‘ve been able.                                                                                                           
When all complete, Dad sighed, ‘‘what luck!’’                                                                                                          

But when Mum tried it out, the drawer was stuck. 

Mum called up Gran on the phone; she had a moan, a real big groan: 

“I’m about to cry; your son’s useless at DIY. 

He’s banged a nail in the water-pipe and there’s a flood in the hall. 

And... Oh, look now! He’s knocked a hole in the wall!” 

“He’s just going through a phase, give him praise!” Gran replied. 

“Relax, sit down, drink some wine, all he needs is a little time, 

Before you know it, trust me, it’ll all be fine! “ 

Mum just sighed. 

Mum said to Dad “Enough is enough, your work just won’t do. 

You’ve ruined the pipes, the floor and the loo. 

Your DIY life must come to an end. 

You really are driving me right round the bend!” 

So mum took it upon herself, to sort out the fixing of some shelves. 

So, into the yellow pages, she did delve. 

Now Mum’s found another man, his name is Handy Dan. 

But dear reader, please don’t cry, 

Dad is still our family guy! 


