
           MAN AT THE DOOR 
                       for Fred Grocott 
 
God love you. 
You like my hat, my battered straw hat? 
I got it from the Convent. 
Not quite the fashion, but it gives me panache 
and a certain swagger air. 
I got it from the Convent. 
 
God love you. 
You like my shoes? My trousers too? 
They’re very special trousers; a lady gave these trousers. 
For ladies go to the Convent 
bringing their husbands’ clothes when they die. 
A dead man wore these trousers. 
 
Dying of course is a natural thing; 
but I wonder, my brother, 
if we’ll be returning, and me be a king, 
and reside in a house big as yours. 
 
No, I’ll have a pub for the men on the road, 
called ‘Trampleman’s Arms’; 
and the sign hung outside is a pair of old boots.  
How I’ll laugh and I’ll laugh till I cry. 
 
When the clients show up 
parched with thirst, cold and dirty, and begging for pity, 
I’ll eye them all over, and weigh them up cannily, 
ask for their references – 
vic’rages visited, presbyt’ries called on … 
Who does the best grub? has a welcoming smile? 
gives a couple of bob and a help on the way? 
At the sign of the ‘The Tramp’ there’ll be no defrauders; 
you’d better be honest – 
You han’t got your ref’rence? 
Then be on your way, like today, don’t delay. 
Don’t bother to come back another day. 
 
But tell me, my brother, do you think I should say as I wave them away 
‘May God bless you’? 
 
Me, you see, I’ve been so often blessed 
by the priests and the vicars and Methodist min’sters 
‘twould make many a lesser man wince. 
I should be a saint up in heaven with the angels 
if blessings were all they’re cracked up to be. 
 
Ah well and ah me. God bless you and love you. 
I shouldn’t be here.                                  7 June 1985 



 
 
Fred Grocott was one of the regular callers at our Vicarage in Derby. 
One day I was more than usually alert from the moment I opened the door,  
and mentally recorded his opening speech … 
 
Shortly after this encounter I was invited to write a song for  
the opening of a Day Centre for the Homeless in the City Centre.  
The following is the lyric: 
 
Wayfarer man, you hold out your hand 
and trouble my heart with your gall. 
Wayfarer man, can you understand 
I didn’t invite you to call. 
Ev’ry time I sit me down for a meal, 
start to enjoy conversation that’s real, 
then you ring the doorbell and you make your appeal: 
‘I’ll thank you for a better deal’. 
 
Wayfarer man, you take up your stand 
to get all the help you can find. 
Wayfarer man, I know you’ve been slammed 
and spat on and shut out of mind.  
I keep thinking that you shouldn’t be here, 
you should not have had to suffer so dear. 
Still you answer, ‘Keep your pity year on year on year; 
I’ll thank you for a bit of cheer.’ 
 
You’re so sad and worn. Why were you ever born? 
Your new day, will it dawn? 
Why d’you look to me to make you whole? 
You don’t say your name. You’re not looking for fame. 
I know you just the same: 
Brother, can you really save my soul? 
 
Wayfarer man, you hold out your hand, 
you come for my love and my all. 
Wayfarer man, this land is your land; 
I’ll give what I can when you call. 
Opening doors, you share your life full of need: 
care’s your cause, and an end to all greed, 
seeking for a welcome in word and in deed – 
I’ll thank you for your love for me, 
I’ll thank you for your love – for me. 


