TASTE (De Gustibus non disputandum est)

How I hate to hear you spout about the latest Tarantino
How I loathe that artisan stockfish with a fine mint
How I hate that Scandi furniture in your front room
It’s all a matter of taste you say – how can we know
How much of what we are Is decided in the womb?
What you call prejudice I claim as refinement
In films fashion fine dining and the vino.

How nauseous I become when I hear Guantanamera
How I abhor those commentators with postmatch remorse
How I scoff at conceptual art that leaves me none the wiser
How I’m offended by yellow walls reminding me of gorse
And despise anyone who hands their garden to a designer –
All this will change once I’m in power I can’t say fairer
Of your bad news I shall be the bearer.

How I hate your non-specific urban patois 
And your never-ending endins I abhor
I find you’ve failed to score on class, culture, education 
I scrutinise your each assumption and ask what for –
Your opinions no longer merit serious consideration 
I’d change religion (if I had one) to declare a fatwa
Every time you said it doesn’t matter.

Like chalk and cheese we’re now quite different species
We never find the same things fine or worth regret
Each argument we’ve had grew hot and never ceases
And – which is more – why don’t you know this yet? 		© Simon Berry 2019
