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Happy the man who, free of schemes, 
Sits in the shade beneath the fern, 
And with a lover’s gentle heat 
Lives at the cunt of his shepherdess. 

Happy the man whom no affairs, 
Ill-timed, disturb or put in trouble, 
Who, resting in untroubled ease, 
Can in the sun pick at his balls. 

Happy the man whose only care 
Is for the bottle and the glass, 
And who, within this present age, 
Can laugh and fuck the world to scorn. 

Happy the man who, claiming naught, 
Awaits in peace his final hour, 
And counts as all the wealth he needs 
The first seed drawn from a young cunt. 

Happy the man who, far from court– 
Where grief sits brooding at the center– 
Can freely, every day he likes, 
Scratch his belly with his prick. 

Happy the man who in his joys 
Still keeps himself within his power, 
And, governing each appetite, 
Leaves every cunt with prick still hard. 



Happy the man content with fate, 
Who, satisfied within his hut, 
Softly awaits approaching death– 
Either like a hole, or fucking like an ass. 


