Carer on the Job

By Celia Soden

Good news or bad?

I’ve found a job

Or at least, the job found me!

The title ‘carer’ doesn’t appeal

For reasons that you’ll see.

No wages, pensions,

No days off – 

Not ever peace of mind.

A union wouldn’t touch this one

I can’t even resign!

No training manual,

Induction course –

I was in there straight away.

No ‘for better’ nor ‘for worse’

No ‘I’ll let you know’ – no way!

The job description’s rather vague –

Includes many professions –

Doctor, minder, nurse and char –

Receiver of confessions.

I’ve learnt to live with question marks-

Why me, why this, where next?

There are never any straight answers

And I’m permanently perplexed.

So, whoop-de-doo, I’ve got a job

But it isn’t one to die for.

The title ‘carer’ rings no bells-

One I didn’t even apply for.

If a job’s worth doing,

Then do it well

My granny said to me

So I do my best and hope to be blessed

With my son’s recovery.

