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1.  An End                                                                                     

     (8.7.89)

All good things must come to an end

Uh, and I'm tired

Look at the outside world

Ohh, I'm tired

Look at the inside world

Hhhhh, and I'm tired

The clouds wearily once more reluctantly drag themselves across the skies

They are tired

The flowers open up their wilting petals once again

They're so tired

And the willow trees yawn with the breeze

Hhhh, all so tired

And the moon follows the sun 

Wakes and sleeps, wakes and sleeps, wakes and sleeps

Both so tired

And the cool night eve sighs desperately

Ohhh so tired

And life goes on ceaselessly

Drawn out dog gone tired, so very tired

Repeated  Repeated  Repeated  Repeated

No change, not a peep

Drearily everything is tired

Rolled up ends of day and night meet

Playing out their scene in the circle they keep

Washed out drained, all tired

And I with myself and the life that I lead

Repeat  Repeat, am washed out, faded and tired

Tired  Tired, almost expired

Oh so tired, heavy with defeat.

2. Fiendish Kelpie                                                                           

     (2.2.89)

Fiendish Kelpie hacked away foppery

emaciate until he were bone.

Emancipate thy bowels chuckled Gimcrack

from his ghastly shadows

Evolution of my mind spurted

from the nakedness whence the sentinel had fled.

Septic was the cud that savaged my brain

that steam rollered staunch and steadfast ideals

And left me with strength to stride ripped

free of apprehension and forward into the sublime

"Enfetter, you fool, enfetter, that what we all be", screeched Gimcrack

"Hades hustles safety behind his layer, he knows what you don't."

Deep in existence lies a hot bed of misbegotten truths

Salvage semantics if you must

But the only port worth visiting

Is the one that departs for a pittance

It implodes the only real meaning to life

And allows a glimpse into the glimmer of truth

Port of death awaits.

Titter Gimcrack, titter, I titter with you.

3. Flux                                                                                               

 (1989)

I am in a transient state of flux

What's happening to me

I'm not like a swan gliding on silver

And it is the seed that is bitter not the flesh

And from where sense had fled

I gathered up my thoughts

In which direction do I spread

Or should I be splintered and lost

Many seas swim within me

And as they do they clash

and I drown.

Oh my, but I am grateful!

Time to die, time to sigh, time to be reborn

To repair and later, to be torn

Evolving with no end

I am in a transient state of flux.

4. Just Surmising                                                                              

    (1989)

I'm just surmising

The here and now and what is to come

What a drudge everything seems

My own feelings are to jump on the bandwagon and claim to be 

one of the hundreds and thousands

What's happening, ooh ooh, what's happening

my level of consciousness is being raised

Ultimatum time, choose, do you go forth or stay....

No way, upwards and onwards

Automatic desires to survive

Anon, Anon,  I shall go on

Ahh, blancmange, I seethe with goo

This is the evolution, the new dawning, 4-5% of brain mass is 

blancmange, absolutely, yep, boom boom

Eky thump what is to come ?

74 pence in the pound and yeah, revenue

a mile is a mile, there and back, Interesting, believe you me.

Time is concertinad, certainly I cannot claim that is true.

I can only surmise.

Oh no 99.9% brain conversion to blancmange

You cannot blame me. Why have a brain in todays society

Just because I was born with one, doesn't certify that it will be used

and in my case it hasn't,

it's all to do with life

and a bob here and a bob there and continuity week after week

take care.  

Just summarizing my life into a few pieces of bleached paper

and just sitting here surmising.

5. Days Before......

    (1989)

I would I were elsewhere

Like be seated in glass air

My mind shrilly ill would bear

In splintered mirrors reap the tear

And twice or thrice my words repeat

Before stumbling out with my speech

So inconsequential induces sleep

My confidence away silently creeps

'Gravestones loom in eyes like boulders

And a noose dances around bladed shoulders

And the days draw hours ever colder

Youthful dreams now shunned of getting older

Be gone, be gone is my cry'

To pastures greener and sweeter to lie'

And I would there now be gone to try

But I know it all collapses in weary sighs.

I would I were elsewhere

Like be seated in glass air

My mind shrilly ill would bear

In splintered mirrors reap the tear.

6. Death of a comrade                                                                 

    (1989)

Ragwort wee'd and thistle died

Rose was dressed in thorns

Bluebell cried and daisy sighed

And forget-me-not forgot to mourn.

Buttercup secreted slippery ooze

Creeper thought it was very touching

Dandelion was comforted by his/er booze

And Painted Lady to memories was clutching

And the skylark sang of melancholy

And the blue bird sang of hope

The gurgling brooke sang of squandered folly

While the stones they sang and groped

On this day nature wept

Through death, thistle was now free

Ragwort, from his leaves tears had lept

Drunk down by thistle with DDT

Shaken, not stirred!

7. Palm Sunday                                                                               

    (3.90)

My nails are brittle and my hands are ragged

The lines are course and the texture clammy

Oddly shaped thick and thin

They're ill fitting, uncomfortable gloves

The veins beat life yet my hands are chilled

I write and write yet the lines don't unfold

Broken emotions and jagged decisions

No signs of fortune or immortality

Thick are the base, thin is the mind

Weak is the heart gridding it's way

Double is my life playing in all directions

No sense of humour, oh raja, no inspiration

Whirling and looping the arches don't come

Am I squarely pointing to a cone like flare

Or is there no door way for me to look under

No foreign lands for me to see

Apollo is rising but Saturn sits firm

Venus shall not love you for Artemis has not come up

Mercury shall send message to Jupiter and scorn

That Mars alas my friend on all counts has been overcome

And there they stand naked for all the world to see

Repulsive, five digit flays, morosely taut

Dry and flaky, that's what people observe

But to me, they're ill fitting gloves

8. Bring Me More Wine                                                              

    (9.5.90)

A bottle of wine has no tears

It laughs aloud but has no mirth

The dreams it inspires are quenched in but a drop

Steals away my passion, and for that has my undying love.

It cradles me while drowning

Suffocating my mind

Intoxicating reason to disbelief

And so fall the shutters of time

Does yesterday become today or tomorrow

Merging strands march on with time

Time is but an endless stream of devotion

To the idolization of a bottle of wine.

9. Altered Reality                                                                        

    (27.12.90)

The ultimate coma transmits my disease

In the land of the waking I smile on apathy

Seiko quartz , in dizziness chokes down amphetamines

The worlds on speed while I'm a slow harmony.

Go your own way, I will go mine

As a pilgrim to lost horizons

No cash, no visa's, just squandered time

Is all I need for longed for visions.

My reality is malnourished, my fantasy obese

The cholesterol is fatted, and expanding my dreams

Emotions blended lie on contaminants

Waiting for cherished ideals to sort them free

Fabricated places, and faces dance heated experiments

A kiss in the dark or a stranger melody.

Ha ha, here I am, fused with laughter

Here the world is mine, and what is mine belongs to me

Screaming outsiders cry "Your life's a fool's disaster"

I know it's imagination, it's just hard to control sometimes you see.

Aroma of desires unfulfilled haunt me

In a nightmare unobtainable images sweat despair

Dreams that will never know perceived reality,

They long to be memories...

10. Middle Of The Road Dreaming                                            

      (24.9.90)

Oh Pinky, Pinky come with me

And I'll show you the world that I see

You can pick up fistfuls of true gold sands

Scooped from nothing but dirty grey lands

We'll run wild in Picasso fields

Using Van Gogh's madness as our shield

Dali's streams will run us down

But we'll leap to safely on Monet clouds

Where rainbows streak impressionably

And gossamer veils sleep on the sea

Where vivid plants speak in the night

Drowned by a violent moon so bright

Come run on the water azure cool

Run between the continents that you rule

Hurl lightning bolts to an empty void

And watch the sky weep in painful joy

I can see my world oh so clear

It's strange others don't see it but it's right here

It's ablaze around me in a mellow tone

As I walk down my street all alone

BUT then the other side is so foul

With the mud of decaying corpses devouring me whole

Wax like blood beats down upon my head

As the stench of this nightmare takes away my breath

Pinky, stay in mediocrity

Walk always in the centre of the street

Don't zig zag in a crazy haze

I pray we'll never meet in my maze.

11. Self Induced By-Pass Surgery                                                    

      (12.9.90)

        Hi, I just wanted to say hello

        You look busy

        I think I'd better go.

        Look at him, that icon

        So bright his rays

        I can see they've also cut her down.

        Me, I'll just stand in the corner

        In the dark crevices (where I belong)

        It's times like these I wish I wasn't a loner.

        Look at me the misfit

        The awkward embarrassment

        The scraping of the social pit.

        I wish I were dead, I admire him so

        But he wouldn't look at me

        No one would look so low.

        Why, when flowers are at his feet

        Would he want to pluck me

        A strangling weed, eau parfume de peat.

        Intense eyes set in noble features

        A lithe body

        Only on olympus are found such creatures.

        Hands swift with a tender skill

        Manipulate intricately

        To soothe a new babes chill.

        Look, they smile at him

        I am nothing

        Amongst all the peoples, my light is so dim.

        But it's O.K., yes, sure

        He's a God

        A unique life form like him deserves more.

12. Loves Sweet Laughter  (Observation 9)                                             

      (4.5.89)

He keeps telling me I'm not Caucasian

He keeps telling me I'm not cream

Though coffee, he says, is much nicer

But never to the extreme

And sugar is lighter than honey

Though honey is natural and pure

Sugar isn't sticky or runny

Though they say honey hails many cures

And the dusk is scented more sweeter

Than the cold beginning of dawn

Yet he still runs off to greet her

And I'm left like a shadow to roam

For my bread it isn't Hovis

and my drink it's not wine

But a little bit of everything

he says, is better than one thing excessively dined

Variety is the spice of life.

 I point out, spices give you gastroenteritis.

What doesn't kill you makes you stronger, he laughs.

 and I cry deeper into the quietness.

  I see,

    A jack off all trades, but master of none.

  He winks, 

     Why not be a rolling stone

  when all her petals have gone.

 The dawn arises and he leaves

 and I am fading dusk recede

 The bird chorus breaks,

 and I am owl, myself deceives.

 Believing all the colours of the world

 in time will merge and blend

 Then I'll awaken to behold

 A love that will sadly mend.

 Until that era's pass

  I shall weep down into this world

 And pray that I will one day at last

 find someone who holds differences as pearls

13. Katmandu                                                                               

      (5.10.90)

In a riverboat we sailed to Katmandu,

Five eggs, a rat, me and you.

You'd forgotten you shoes, I'd forgotten my hair,

But we had a rubiks cube, so we didn't really care.

"Anchors away, step lively" you cried.

Armed with my sailors hat I gave it my best try.

I pooped on the deck, and shivered the shimbers,

But tripping down the sail, left me in whimpers.

"Don't worry, the currents will sail us away,"

"Look, I'm sorry I forgot them, O.K."

"We're moving the tide is carrying us out,"

"We're moving without oars, what's this all about !"

So we plotted our course, bearing due south,

And looked in wonder, at the horizon, open mouthed

Alive with inspiration, we thought of Katmandu,

As the day drifted slowly on a liquid land of blue.

I cooked four eggs, the rat ate the shells,

I'd burnt the yolks, so  our stomachs visited hell,

A fish jumped on deck and slapped me in the back,

Reminding me it was dinnertime, so I flung it back.

Poison and venom the sea bobbed up and down.

There's something unappetizing about eggs coloured brown.

Spinning and swaying, bobbing higher with the tide,

That's it , our stomachs mutineyed, jumping over the side.

The calm soothing caress of night lay down it's hand.

As we forgot about the day, and talked of coming sands.

Our tired souls smouldered looking at the stars.

In peacetime we were silent as we observed scenes afar.

The moon breathed with warming glows,

But the shooting stars ran wailing no.

Cosmic glitter was sprinkled on the sea.

And dissolved it's tears for infinity.

Exactly how and when it happened I haven't a clue,

Both zonked out in sleep me and you.

The riverboat in secret swam across those waters.

Without a navigator, it was free, it had caught us.

The blinding of the suns rays shook us from our sleep.

In bewilderment we looked around, finally the truth began to creep.

In the distance, the strange images of towers and luminous spools,

Made you scream "You bloody idiot, you've stranded us in Blackpool."

In  rage a single ovoid egg flew into my face.

A frothed up Rabied rat ran up your leg at great pace.

In revenge I knocked off your head with my vicious rubik cube,

As the deranged slobbering rodent bit into something important to you.

In frenzied action you bumped into the mast,

The sails came falling, snapping the boat in half.

Sinking, no life jacket, we clung together like glue,

Mournfully crying, Farewell, Farewell, Farewell, Oh Katmandu.

14. Hushed Desires                                                                  

      (17.11.90)

Deep the nebulous cries out purple,

It's blazing points alone do stand,

while the debris, like fingers, twist and spiral,

longing for entwinement but merging to one.

The colours, of love, they dream,

Electric blue and lightning yellow would die in azure green,

And fiery red would quench it's desire but to overlap a new colour emerges,

Reaching out to touch the coral red of fantasy.

A cascading fountain falls,

In the land of fantasy, the surging spirits crawl,

Reaching out across the land to touch the edge,

Of the dark clean cut barrier wall.

And the sun arises behind the watery mass,

Exposing violent colours in a swirl of chaos,

Whose tendrils reach for a blue green volcano,

Where spits it's fire out to be darkened by the nebulous silence.

Oceans of multicolours roll back on themselves.

Away from the nebulous, the pale shades retreat,

No escape from the confines of their dimension,

Strange shapes and shades fantasy does weave.

How dark and pale the hues of fantasy and truth,

Sorrowed is despair in the need for love,

Lost forever is the colour if the union is found,

Innocence is washed down and buried

In the clouds of the nebulous ground.

The hollow expense in longing wishes.

Full of colours that live separated by black.

To touch, to meet, just briefly as individuals,

Without dissolving and dying back into a single strand.

The nebulous in quiet hopes.

15. Truths                                                                                  

      (19.11.90)

What a strange world I inhabit

But not so strange I cannot see

When I am falling,

I remain hushed

But my mind isn't still

I watch your actions

I know you're slipping away

I die, I live

In the mist of the world

Paler I grow,

with each passing day

The vapid fumes too deeply I breathe

It kills me

and yet I cannot return

Yet to keep you

I cannot stay

But my aching soul

it knows the truth

My attempts for you would be lost

For I know you're too far

slipping away.

16. Memories                                                                            

      (27.11.90)

I am on a pilgrimage, through history, through time,

Sieving my past, revisiting old shrines

Trying to make sense of what has been,

Trying to find meaning in wasted memories.

In reverence I think of what I have buried,

Listening for secret messages they carried

Trying to understand what it was all for and where it leads,

Trying to extract something intangible for my needs.

If I can sort it out, find out the hidden purpose

I can close the door and open myself to life,

But for now I am on a pilgrimage.

17. Too Many Times And Yet So Few                                                

      (24.12.90)

I died to many times for you

When you passed me, I cryed for you

Verging tears I kept silent for you

The desire hurt that I felt for you

In sitting still my eyes danced for your gaze

Your body stretched before me, my soul prayed

When you spoke then like a hawk I strained

While ambers of desire in ghostly ashes maimed.

 I wanted you

 but you didn't know

 I was obsessed

You are to me

the feel of silk that falls on freshly bathed skin

or chiffon blowing on me in a cool eve's breeze

Your entrappment of me is ecstatic

the cold wall on bare back

and warm flesh pinning me in place

while hot breath lingers in space

You are to me the thirst

the heat that perspires that makes the desire

that parches the soul to be quenched

You are to me the hunger

that licks down my neck

into my stomach needing to be fed.

You are to me the rising hell

the flames that dance lightly and then engulf

burning and exploding leaving a living brain fever

You are the rage and riot

the anger of tearing limbs and bites

and then you are the quiet,

 You are to me life

  I want you

  But you don't know

  I am obsessed.

18. Autumn                                                                                  

      (1.2.91)

Rose petals, it's that season once more,

Leaves swim in the autumn breeze,

Flowers weep, as like the roses they fall,

Mingling with a fragrant hued sea.

The golden sun is now tinged orange

Everything's alive, yet preparing for bed.

The world's exciting under autumns colourful torrid

But this blazing scene is the waking of the dead.

In it's glory, in autumns firey passion

is hidden the sorrow of life's death

Though the ground bleeds with a palette's frenzied action

It bleeds with a leaf's dying breath.

Springtime life struggled in youthful play

Summer roundly blossomed into beauty

Under hot sun, bees kissed them though long days

While serenaded by birds and insects fluting.

The honey was sweet, for the hours were joy

In prime all was admired and desired

Autumn fruit was harvested with rejoice

Under the reaping, however, the land lay tired.

So,

Reds, yellow, browns came in exodus

Gentle petals, drained, also fled:

"Oh how lovely,(Sigh), is organic rust"

We admire the colourful dead

Now, near autumn's end all is washed

As if a rain had wiped the year clean.

Winters sleep will remember what was

and dream of what may be.

19. New World                                                                            

      (23.1.91)

The day breaks and the dawn seeps through the cracks

Softly the morning wakes and yawns across the land.

Safely blankets of tradition

Calms dew arise in crisp vision

The well placed order of the day

sighs tranquilly on scenic trance

And so the roles, our legacy,

we're happy to play again

In perfect harmony we meet the dream

Allotted our place.

Happy as can be

Happy as can be

But I, dissatisfaction stirs within

A traitor to this sync, I must be free

Twirling round and round

Swirling round a world

That's strange

Breaking the chains and seeking a side that 's hidden

And I want to be there at dusk

At dusk when all is silent

Still hush excites the passions

And extracting every fraction

the unknown

The day breaks and the dawn seeps through the cracks

Softly the morning wakes and yawns across the land

No ! listen to my cry within

The dreams I have cannot be dimmed

Take me, take me,

Kill me, kill me,

My thoughts are not pure and clean

My soul does not

reflect your scene.

20. The Brooke                                                                               

      (2.3.91)

One day as I sat the babbling brooke spoke to me,

ripples in moss code he sighed.

"Glisten, glisten, glisten to me carefully.

Glisten glisten, I shall only say this once.

Take me to the river".

"Why ?"

"Yours is not to ask why

Take me to the river.

Take me now"

" I will not until you tell me why?"

"Who are you to ask me why?"

"I have a choice, I have therefore, a voice"

"You have a voice, you have a voice, 

it's so small you have no choice.

Now take me to the river."

"I have a choice to keep you here.

I find my voice loud and clear."

"Take me to the river. Take me to the river"

"Tell me why,or remain as a shiver"

"Take me to the RIVER"

"No"

".....I carry Narcissus"

"Are you carrying him really!

Can I see ?"

"No. Now take me to the river."

"Well I can't see...."

"Take me please."

"How do I now he's there ?"

"He's there for all to see.

All you have to do is look deep into me."

"But?..."

"Not my underbelly, but from there, from the top.

Look upon my surface and he clings upon my back" 

"I shall take you,follow me"

"The River, the River..."

and he babbled on.

But why should the river be the only one to see

I maybe only an amoeba, but his beauty enchants me.

So as the brooke babbled, I summoned up my strength,

E=MC squared, I expanded from my depths.

I went flying higher and higher

out of water into heavy air that's light.

and spinning I looked upon the surface, at the brooke's surprise.

but all I saw were visions

of the earth as is, myself,

reflections of the factories, backs of refineries,

and the sewage farms.

I fell back in great despair and hit the pebbles with a force.

And shaken, I took the brooke upon it's course,

To the River, To the River

and the brooke and I spoke no more.

21. Grey Sky's                                                                                          

      (5.3.91)

The sky isn't grey or blue or black,

It's the same as always,

It's just quiet.

Does this mean I didn't love him ?

I miss him,

I miss my heart,

But he won't send it back.

Things are just so quiet.

I hear the clock, slowly mocking

Things haven't changed

The T.V's on mark 8,

the stereo's on 4

but through it I only hear 

the clock ticking away.

tick tock, tick tock,

it's so quiet.

Maybe it was my fault

I had an image of what I expected

Of him and his needs

I spun a web of what was to be

I thought I was the spider but I was the fly

It's barely audible

Tick tock, tick tock

so quiet.

His nose was shorter and his hair longer

of this I'm sure.

He was wittier, I think

Not yesterday but

he was at the first, I think

Wasn't he ?

Another man under the spot light

And I drowned out my sense

But it's morning

and all is quiet

Nothing lasts

Shall I weep

After the twisted tango

The violent synchronized emotions

Gritting another rose

with no petals

I have no room on my card

I wrote his name on my sleeve

I'm weary of the dance

Exhausted, tick tock, tick tock

All is quiet.

There is a pain here

Pluck the seed from my soul

Let it flower

Let it's tears fall upon the page

Only it can explain

Time after time

All for the pursuit of happiness

Tick tock, tick tock

All I hear is the clock

Everything's quiet.

22. You Gave Me A Box                                                                 

      (11.3.91)

        You gave me a box of chocolates

        Unknown to you I stood and threw them

        in a frenzied scene

        One by one I hurled them

        The Grand Marnier truffle, the soft centred,

        the nuts in the air

        The Rumba smashed on the wall

        Bitter and dark you appear

        but you're syrupy sickly sweet

        Tempting me with your dark look

        And your sweetness rushing through my veins

        Rolling around my tongue

        and degenerating in my belly

        all for a profit of love

        stripping me of my sanity.

        Maybe all I want is sex

        I'm sick of you poisoning me

        for some ideal you want to uphold

        I wallow with obsessional thoughts

        while your views are so pure and clean

        What I feel for you is contempt

        Poisoning me slowly

        Oh you're so sweet, so tempting

        The right words, the gestures,

        hunted by your social peers

        the icon of social ideology

        The perfect family partner, friend,  being

        But you're bitter to my taste

        Your narcotic releasing darkness

        has taken on a sinister taint

        The contents scattered, the box deranged

        The state of my unholy mind

        Torn in surrealistic addiction for you

        Expanding, desiring, sickened....afraid.

23. The Woe Of Mr M.Cumulus -Project                                      

      (5.91)


Meningitis Cumulus-Project found soulful sound in fuscous.

The percussion, right on, goggled to grieve, sangfroid.

To tread, do weep, the lesson he cried was epidemiclith,

ploughing our tala tale into every grain.

Oh receive hour hand in the placid.

MI5, even polyunsaturated, couldn't infiltrate the pack.

Too late, too late.

Oh let our holy proof graft into your every cell paraldehyde.

Extend the music, extend the musical,

into the galley playful and parameterized.

Floriated pummel - here you'll find no Pelican crossing.

So run unbroken to hide but my kick back is Penates -

I see through his eyes, it is you I see.

Take a landau, study semiology,

it may lose your limpid rankle, but I'm afraid you cannot lose me.

I am Quetzakoatl - yes -

Noetic I cleave, they believe they can stalk me.

Macrophage be gone, get thee behind me

for I am Mephistopheles and I yearn

I am Mephistopheles and I yearn

To meet my idol and to love

To love my idol and then to weep

Aching, finally to meet, macrocephalous..........my love.

24. Yes Honesty                                                                           

       (7.6.91)

All honest men step forward please

All genuine people please reveal yourselves to me

All gentle emotions I beg you learn to breathe

All dreams and visions let yourselves be freed

All I ask if for one untainted ideal

All I want is something that is real

All so that I may feel

Not all of mankind is evil

Not all mankind projects it's needs onto me

Not all fleeting meetings end in tragedy

Not all our hopes hang on one single being

Not all the world is one up wheeler dealing

and that

'All or Nothing' becomes nothing at all

All honest men please answer my call

25. Clink Clink                                                                               

( 5.91)

The sting of the cool air upon clammy flesh

Bare in the night in the embrace of moist grass

Glisten your eyes in anticipation

Our myrrh mingled with the earth lifts with the breeze

Silent in our space time lingers

Your beauty can't be hidden by heavens clinging silk

How smoothly drips the forbidden

with surrendered ecstasy from lips of marble cold.

"Hello darling, I'm home"

""I'm in the bath, will you replug the phone""

"Oh"

Clink Clink, Creek

"This door needs some oil.  I got you a scotch on the boil.

How was your day?"

""Oh it was O.K.""

Was it really ok if it wasn't would you tell.

Maybe it's the herbal infusion speaking, the intoxicating smell.

I must brush your cheek

These feeble fingers feel weak

But you don't feel it through this thin lying dew.

Smiling at me

""How about you?""

"Oh, so so, it's the manager, he's giving me a hard time

you know what it's like,

cloned out Thatcherites still wreaking of brine"

""Huh""

"What shall we do tonight

£41 for a fancy steak ?"

""I'm expecting a late business call, 

Besides, I've got a slight headache""

Sip Sip, at least scotch never disappoints

"I'm just going to top up the lubricant" because it anoints

 Clink Clink. Shouting,

"Who's your business call from, not one of your board room grislys?"

""It's from an associated branch, I think it's someone called Lesley.""

"They've got you working late these days"

""As long as it pays.""

"And does it?"

""In many ways.""

"When do I get a chance to taste the fruits of your labour."

""The longer you wait the more you'll savour""

Looking at your bright flushed skin

how I long to jump in.

""Hay take your hand out, you're bursting all my bubbles.""

My dearest burst bubbles are only half of my troubles.

"Ha"

A ruptured laugh tries to soothe the tension, but can you appreciate my skill.

There was a time when our dark deep passions

never ran this still.

"I bumped into Rosie, she say's 'hello' and told me to....

.....give you a kiss"

Momentarily united how I've longed for.....

""Ummm, I'm sure she didn't mean like this !""

"She would have said hello herself, but you were dining a client."

""I'll have to apologize when I see her,  at chez Vous""

"No she said it was the Regency-Hyatt."

""Was it, oh, the other night, that's right, I had the Lobster Thermadore""

"That bad"

""What makes you say that ?""

"The tight clenched jaw."

""Ha ha""  Polite laughter

Remember the times when laughter use to shake us engulfed in one anothers arms,

Our warm charms distanced the world, now we are distant, but I can't distance your charm

Oh my lovely youthful flower, will you wither as you grow old.

If only I could preserve this beauty and the innocence you once held.

"Oh dearest pass me the sponge, and I'll scrub your back.

When it comes to relieving stress, I have a miraculous knack."

""Alright""

The heady infusions woven into your hair

The mingled incense creates a dangerous layer

My fingers touching your skin, gain a momentary thrill

One hand on a sleek shoulder as water begins to spill

Dazzled by broken light, it runs down your spine

I'm desperate to cling and once again call you mine.

Hot vapours arise, I'm caught in this provocative spell

I'm lost, I am lost, tranced in this hell.

Oh let me just kiss you......

Laughter

""Ha, ha, ha, back to the back you drip.""

Cough "Hmmmm"

The bitterest fear has come, I tasted dispassion on those lips.

"Do you love me"

""No""

"Well, do you lust after my body"

""Ha, no, nor your soul.""

"oh, just my scrubbing action in hard to reach places"

""and a strange fetish for your imitation snake skin cases.""

"Why don't we have an early night and lose ourselves in craziness."

""Oh I'm sorry, not tonight, I haven't quite concluded business yet.""

"Please just for tonight, do you want me to crawl!"

""No sweetheart, now, I'm waiting for a business call.""

Waiting for a call, waiting for a call

you're always waiting for a call.

Why don't you admit you don't want me at all

you just want that call.

Sigh

Dearest, you've retained your behavior

You've remained constant and it drives me crazy

I've changed, and now it worries me

The fear of the truth in your consistency

But how can I deny my passion for this

My sparkling mesmeric chrysalis

I could mould you, erode you with the help of time

Then you really would be mine

So softly your breath to your body clings

I love you but especially this thing

Breathing quietly, many images dance through my head

Our lives feed on the silence rather than what is said

Oh dearest if only I could preserve you

""Damn, I've still got that ink blot on my arm""

Massaging your shoulders

"Relax, relax, let your mind be calm."

""Not now, there's white spirit somewhere,

could you sort it out.""

"It's only an ink blot

I don't know what you're getting so worked up about."

""I've got a business dinner tomorrow""

"So"

""Oh you wouldn't understand""

"Well, you're not on the menu are you."

""Forget it, I'll get it myself""

"No. I know where it is"

""No thank you. I can take care of my own business""

"I'm sure you do. Oh sit down.

You'll drip all over the floor."

Shouting

""Huh, there's already one drip too many

we don't want any more""

Creek

"You're bursting all your bubbles dearest"

Clink Clink

"Oh nearest and dearest

.......................cheers."

""I've got an idea, try the pantry

Bottom right corner near some old frayed hankies.

And HURRY UP""

"Yes dearest, no need to shout

it may try to hide, but I'll seek it out."

Clink Clink

Creek

"There you have it, carefully matured three year old turpentine

forget old rags, just add ice to give yourself a really glowing shine!"

""Pass me the bottle""

"With ice or rag.

Sorry sorry, I know it's red

but.......here have a white flag.

""The trouble with you is you drink too much.

All I've seen recently is a cynical slimey lush

I know you're having problems at work but don't bring them home to me

I can't deal with it, though,""

Squeezing my hand

""You'll always have my empathy""

Kissing my palm

""I love you deeply, you do know?""

Entombing my hand next to you cheek

""I try innumerable ways to let it show""

Stoking your hair I look on your face and despise

myself and the world, God, heaven and hell.

A somberness begins to poison my brain

I despair in love

I despair in vain

"I know, I know"

Kneeling behind you I wrap around my arms and hug

A truce, a moments solitude finally I can collect my emotions

I am weary, 

I am weary,

I wish that you could heal,

I wish that you could feel

the ache and death in my soul.

Whispered

"I know"

We kiss tenderly

Oh  my nefarious lover

Let me kiss you again

Let me wash away your stain

Let my tears be the rain

Let this moment be your pain.

Frenzied, clenching, gushing

Down, drown, blood rushing

through my head, insane, down

drown my pain, down be gone

I saw you kiss another

While I burned in the flames,

you were dancing with the devil

I worshipped with loving innocence

While you laughed on

Judas kissing rebel

But Judas was born to betray

he's washed of his sins, but you

The devil takes care of his own, 

Your with him now, so commit your sin

No more air escapes your lungs, no more bubbles to burst

A haunted scream stares in silent terror and floating hair  tempts the devils lust.

Now you will never wither and grow old

Now you will never be like my soul.

Telephone

'Pringggggg   Pringggggg

Pringggggg    Pringggggg

Pringggggg    Pringggggg

Pringggggg    Pringggggg

Pringggggg    Pringggggg

Pringggggg    Pringggggg

Pringggggg    Pringgggg

Pringggggg    Pringgggg

Click "Hello"

Click 'Bzzzzzzzzzz'

"You must be Lesley, we've been expecting your call all night.

Yes, there was some mention about going out for a bite.

Of course not, of course it's no bother

In fact why don't you come over and help yourself to a nice slice of my lover.

No !  Oh well, Please yourself"

Click

Clink Clink

"After all they say red meat's bad for your health."

Clink clink  -  Drink

Clink clink  -  Drink

Clink clink  -  Drink

Clink clink

Sniffle

"Tears, tears,

you've come too late."

Clink Clink

"Swirling moonstruck love

In a teacup with no handle

You're too hot to touch

And you've already been pissed on by vandals."

NO , no, this is not right

I must get,  I must get you out of sight

What's happening.

Drip  Drip,  Tick tock, Tock tick

I must be sick

Oh dearest how could you betray me

Was I so inadequate, 

I who was your shelter and your tree

Yes, 

I must set you free, my dove

Yes, 

I have to take you to the place we....my love

And then you will only love me.

Cradling you

"My love, what have I done....."

How serene the air smells this night

softly beats it's heart

Let our soporific desires

Melt us with the earth

Here where our needs were first met

Here where I met my need

Here where your love poisoned

Here where you laid your addictive seed.

Can you feel the toxic desires

Can you smell the memory relived

Deep was the grass that enfolded us

Rich were the petals of flowering Iris

That watched and washed us in jest.......

"No diablerie runs through your veins"

In death, wicked wicked is your game

In life you fated my soul

In death, taunting memories lay me insane

Oh evil disciple

Look the moon is full

No lilies grow only long stemmed Iris

I've plucked one in it's loving prime like you

Ageless now, embrace your sceptre

Oh passions devote disciple"

How milky everything appears

in tones of grey

The moon kissed your neck

Gently it caresses

Afraid to wake the dead

For me we shall always be

Together now in Shangri La.

26. Cylon Love                                                                            

              (7.6.91)                                                                               

        Crimson neon slashed your eyes

        There you stood by the window blinds

        Brooding in the city dark with the heat

        of tempest summers rising passions

        Horns, shouts, passing cats cry,

        Screeching cars and wailing sirens

        distant, transmingled into jazz

        slithering between our bodyheat - sighs

        Between us glances dart intensely

        Questions who will move first

        You - red eyed demon lover

        or shall I be the dominant force

        Time stretches the moment painfully

        synchronized hearts slide

        Stalking like cats carefully

        hungering in our desires

        My mind undresses the hours

        Anticipating what we will do

        Your mind has it's own ideas

        Yet we'll danse the torrid tango in tune

        We shall be Marlowe and his victim

        Or Cleopatra and Anthony

        Ruth Ellis with her Karma Sutra

        or Romeo and Juliet and their fatality.

        Stroboscope light ghosts your body

        pleading the room perspires

        form previous shadows and lurking souls

        when in the night made fire

        Trickling needs blush your skin

        Lips and pupils swell

        Beckoning with every breath you heave

        The air is perfumed with a heavy sacred smell

        Sultry you stand with sweat

        Clothes clinging in the heatwave pyre

        Eros is playing Pans Pipes

        It is a night of dissolved power

        Then the static spell is broken

        As you gaze out at the city light

        Something has passed invisibly

        Your lower lip fallen with a crimson bite

        A sudden urgency has taken over

        Rushing - I pull your body next to mine

        The game is over, we need reality

        Longingly staring, we grasp and kiss.

27. UGGGGG                                                                             

      (7.6.91)

I can't believe I lusted after this creature

Sitting there smearing fat in her face

A blubber whale shuddering each feature

With snakes of Medusa dangling from barbed wire hair

Many years ago, how'd I know, I'd end up with you

Then you were aerodynamic, freshly painted the latest model one seater

But you consumed too much energy, your paint work cracked 

and stretched a few too many feeter

(Environmentally unfriendly,ozone corroding and SEX ON THE METER!)

"DID YOU PUT THE RUBBISH OUT"

"Yes"

"YOU UNGRATEFUL SON OF A BITCH

I CLEAN ALL DAY AND YOU'RE IN A GROUCH

AND I WANT THOSE SHELVES UP TOMORROW MORNING YOU SQUIRMY TITCH"

"Ugggggg"

But my other one, Delilah

gently perfumes her face

and her hair curlered back

like fresh surf waves inspires

my fingers to tenderly touch her sumptuous enfolding body

as we lye

Her teeth impatiently watch from above

as we make love

Sitting in a glass they chatter excitedly

Observing through the air a flying thermal nighty

Oh if I were only with you now my bourbon

Instead of with this mutant transvestite harpy

I'm just grateful I was born a renegade mormon

so I can at least be with you on

Monday Wednesday and Fridays.

"AND  I DON'T WANT YOUR VULGAR BEER SWILLING, 

SWEATY ARSED POKER FREAKS

 TO STOP OUTSIDE THE HOUSE WHEN THEY PICK YOU UP IN THE MORNING

THEY CAN WAIT AT THE CORNER OF THE STREET

I DON'T WANT ALL THE NEIGHBOURS TO KNOW

 JUST HOW MUCH YOU'RE BORING"

"Ugggg"

"TURN OFF THAT LIGHT.

DON'T YOU TOUCH MY LEG

IT'S NOT THE THIRD MONDAY OF THE MONTH

YOU SLEAZY LITTLE DREG"

"Uggg - it was an accident

Besides, I've got a headache!!!"

and just across the landing hall

is the wife I want to give me backache.

'Uggggg'

28. Not I Said The Fly                                                              

      (21.6.91)

Not I said the fly

to the spider who beckoned

I shall not entwine in your silken threads

I will not be embraced in your arms

I will not choke in your bed.

Nor I said the spider

to the fly

Cry if you shall go away

The jewel dropped dew will comfort

and attract another love to stay

You, oh no spider-

laughing aloud, -

Are as ugly as can be

you've got eight hairy legs, beady eyes, scaley body

One look and they'll all certainly flee

I have no outward beauty

Spoke the spider in sorrow

But I have a heart that beats not cold

and eight warm arms 

that will never go bald

But I have other things

I have this fragile laced silk

the rain leaves jewels and the sun leaves gold

and when the two kiss

I'm left with riches untold

Sitting here in my hearth

Whispered the spider with inspiration

Rainbows, of happiness and of hope

If you could only see them

I don't know how you'd cope

But you're not materialistic 

he sighed in reverence

You fly with birds in fresh air free

You've observed such beauties of the earth

and appreciate them quietly

Your unfussed life is worthy

More rich than the life I have

Each fruitful day many glories to reap

In natural existence fluttering from flower...

to carcass, to dung heap

Sophistication is not for you

No, I hadn't reckoned

Go, for you are simple folk

What would your friends say if they saw you here

wearing a silken cloak

Yes - cried the fly

astonished for a second

It's true, I am as simple as I can bee

Uncomplicated, genteel, straight forward

but cultural experiences do interest me

Then come into my home

said the spider very humbled

Ahhh, then hug me my friend, NO STOP. I can't breathe cried the fly

Sighing the spider said:

  The first rule of sophistication - it's just another word for a disguised lie.

29. To Two Old Birches Just Down The Road                        

      (26.6.91)

Tree tops floating high

Tell me why you sigh

Is it because of pollutants up there

Don't worry the smells are worse down here

Do you hiss for your brotheren now gone

Or the many voices that once held song

Or talk of the insects that crawled on your being

Or the shelter you gave to animals without ever seeing

In the dark dense forests did you talk

of the druids and the long haired hippies who stalked

and dragged huge obelisks with a smelly wrath

Did their strange obsession make you laugh

Do you speak of the axe man who came without a care

and whistled as he thought of many a chair

While lovers entwined a few trees away

were covered with ants who's home they'd destroyed in some way

Perhaps you reminisce over factories of smoke

and how in the early days everybody choked

Then discuss the bad vintage you had the other day

and let it slip you're going premature grey

Up there are you talking of old

Do you remember things we'll never be told

Things you saw in the years you left

Is that why you sound so bereft

I listen as you talk of an age

Yet your voices seem full of strange rage

As leaves fall, tears you neglect

or hidden tears for a now lost respect

When you whisper it is so mystical and vague

As if for heaven and earth you lay a wake

I can't understand it's meaning

Your undecipherable esoteric dreaming

Yet I wish I could understand your cries

You seem to have carried sad lies

Something that forced you to become wise

But then you are after many lost ties

Lost ties and goodbyes

I wish I understood your sighs

30. Do Owls Daydream?                                                             

      (3.7.91)

Twue, t'would south I go

said the owl - if I could.

Fly south to Tanzania and it's chimes

To see it's intense greens and floral hues

of gold, blue, red and limes.

T'would if I could see the flamingoes in their pink

and watch ruby tipped beaks drip and gloss

watch those balanced ballerinas and wink,

keel and pray, thank God and then cross.

If only I could look upon her slender neck

If only I could groom her with my beak

And gaze upon her plumage fair and flecked

and run a wing down her long thigh and shine a knee.

Oh, if only.

I am homely, sitting in my hearth

I don't venture far, only to catch mice

I've never had a glamorous life but for what it's worth

sitting here quietly, I know I've succeeded in my endeavors to be wise.

And all those tactile experiences I missed

I infused with a mental thought.

Yet what is it like to have an exotic kiss

These realities I'll never be taught.

Would the reality live up to the dream

or would the fantasy turn to death

Then again I could be awoken to something serene

Maybe I should let realities be gone and only the dream left.

Yes. I shall sit in the winter and huddle

and swoop on the summer breeze

I shall be wise and let my mind be muddled

of images across the seven seas.

(and slender long legged pink minks with shiny, lovely knee's!)

31  The Pavilions                                                                   

      (10.7.91)

        There they sit two vimto cans and a handsome man

        Chatting away languorously on Politics, Beach Boys and 

        liberty.

        He takes up a can and rips away its earring

        Excited at undress the bubbles come out peering

        It's mouth trembles at his lips

        Emancipating the contents, he sips

        It's cool exterior in his hot embrace is betrayed,

        It sweats with beads that slip in disgrace

        Guzzle guzzle down his perspiring neck

        Guzzle guzzle, only his deep throat trick,

        Guzzle guzzle in their song

        Guzzle guzzle till it is all gone.

        His T. shirt sticking to his back

        There they sit, two vimto cans and a handsome man

        One closed can and one with a grin

        One waiting can and one for the bin.

        He strokes back his hair and tries to suppress a sensual 

        smile

        He looks up and around and decides to stay awhile

        His heat radiates around the second grasped tin.

        I wish I were the can, and we were in sin.

        But it is the heat that makes him drink

        It is the heat that makes me think

        Of tasting fruit I wouldn't usually try

        and to explore curiously, to gently pry,

        In one explosive entanglement, then disappear again

        To rise high with the sun and after, fall with the rain.

        it is the heat that has got into my brain.

        But it is his presence here that lay's me insane.

32.Time Rocks                                                                           

     (29.8.91)

Time rocks my mind

Time slips through

Pictures of the past breathe

In parts that dominate now

Vague scenes of something once real

Vague sensations of sometime felt

Images of solitude and things of pain

Images of things that once maimed

But these aren't my memories

They belong to someone dead

Yet I know they must be mine

For they paint all my days

The blackest strangest colours I know

In the blackest strangest ways

33.  Well He Told Me!                                                                

       (11.10.91)

She's a flat chested woman

But she'll do for me

She's got long hair growing

everywhere except where it should be

She's no 50's glamour goddess

That's plain to see

That's alright, cause at night

Oh Man, she turns me into a silver scream

She's a red hot donna

She's a red heeled ramp

She's an imperfect woman

But she's a perfect vamp

She acts real tough, lets no one get close

In the big world she's a loner

Or so she boasts

She doesn't have passion

So she claims

But what I've unleased, baby,

sizzles the rain

For she's got legs like a viper

and her teeth are fangs

She's an imperfect woman

But she's a perfect vamp

Her short body's stocky and her hips too wide

In PVC cling film she's got no place to hide

She knows how to stand over me

So I can see the sweat gleam

Ooooh- she's just walked out of my erotica dreams

She's  the devil's mistress

She's got heavens stamp

She's an imperfect woman

But she's a perfect vamp

She's a funny looking woman

She's even got a 'tash

But I'd never leave her now

not even for the whole planet's hash

Cause when she's near me - hell

She makes me itch

So badly she has to rip my clothes off

and cool this bitch

She's not your kind'a looking woman

But don't you call her a tramp

Cause she's my perfect woman

and she's a perfect vamp

34. Moments Pause                                                                   

      (6.8.91)

It's not any good at all

It's not any good at all

Dreams are worthless

Nothing matters in this sess pool

Dreams of benignity

Death breathes into me

Blowing through my nostrils and surrendering

a festering mould on my brain

This is my life

After 22 years I'm insane

It's not any good at all

It's not any good at all

What people see and appears to be me

Is not what I see behind my eyes

I feel different to what I seem

But how can I tell them that is not me

That's not what I am at all

There's nothing but the worthless waiting

Shifting from suspension to expulsion from life

Just hovering on the edge of waking

It's not any good at all

It's not any good at all

35. Getting Drunk On Love                                                       

      (16.1.92)

It was the night of the Asti Spumante

When bubbles were bursting and we were ranting

I'd spent all afternoon making h'oer derves

Perhaps I should have spent it making bandages and alcoholic reserves

Your eyes were shining with the shimmer of righteousness

"Hello darling, lovi,have your other guests arrived yet?"

"Yep" - Embraced in a little tongue fu

I had little idea what you would do

Then as you turned away to go

I noticed that strange effervescent glow

"Mustn't be rude I'd better go in"

Then her hand touched her neck, slid down her back and she stepped out of her skin

Standing in silk camisole, knickers clinging

"Whaaaat ! It's Homsey and his wife dining !*##*!

A throaty laugh what did that mean

I knew there was something to this unseen

Your hands came over and the camisole was off

In a state of frenzied blinking everything was gone

Just a pair of black velvet gloves and heeled shoes advanced towards the door

Running to stop you I fell over the stool and went sliding front first on the floor

My head on the skirting I turned to catch you

Standing arms outstretched in the archway, as I heard a glass fall

"Hello darlings, Homesy, Rachel.

Oh dear, let me get you another glass full

Kissy kissy Rachel. Homesy try this.."

Skidding across the lino I was in time to witness

the lambada in oral form

encapsulated in a tropical storm

"What do you think you're doing " I cried,

"You let go of Sarah or I'll tan your hide"

""Oh there there stop making a scene

Why don't you come in and top the Asti Spumante

Well Homesy, your Rachel and my Martin have been having an affair

I'm staying at the Waldorff if you'd like a share

Here keep my glove as a little souvenir

Well, goodbye Martin. I'm getting out of here."

Then she turned on her heels and cooly left

"Can I have an explanation!"

"Homesy I'll try my best...."

"Don't bother" and he slapped me across the face with the glove

"As for you Rachel I'm giving you the shove

I'll call my solicitor and if there's anything you've thought of

You can get me - at the Waldorff".

Rachel and I spent the night

arguing in a blazing fight

Why I don't know? It seems to me

Things turned out better than we'd both dreamed

I'd got rid of Sarah and she'd got rid of Homesy

So everything should've appeared rosy

Everything's turned out better than I'd hoped

Yet I get the feeling I've been doped

36. Erased                                                                                 

      (11.10.91)

I hate to love

You love to hate

The difference betwixt our minds

Emotion is my fear

Fear is your emotion

Mine is an introverted anguish

Yours is an extroverted pain

I sidestep to save others

You save sidesteps, pounce on others and maim

I hate to love

You love to hate

I'm reserved, aloof and quiet

You meet people head long, the hidden fire under the pyre

With me what people see is what they get

With you people get what they don't see

I can't love because I'm cold

You can't love because you're on fire

I hate to love

You love to hate

I'm an empty shell within a cage

You're a cage full of multiploding rage

We're total opposites yet the same

We're bipole misfits in lifes game

I want what you have, that uncaring chaos that reminds you you're alive

While you want to be me, indifferent, vanquished, died

I am an organic machine but emotionally dead

You're emotionally explosive yet you'll be machined down to an organic mess

For I am rational, pure logic, I hate to love

You're emotional, twisted, you love to hate

I am cold calculating moulding society with ideas

You're cold calculating moulding society with your hands

But neither of us care

Both of us are dangerous

That's something we can share

You can hit me, I'll be unresponsive

You can beat me down, I won't make a sound

I ignore you, dismiss your threats

Unravel your set plan strand by strand

Not even envying your ability to feel pain

For I am empty but your actions let me know there is more than yes and no

While I will seem to remind you there is something other than the insane

But we're both dysfunctional, both mad

for you love to hate

I hate to love

and we both wish we were playing each others roles.

37. Homes +Garden                                                                  

      (5.2.92)

        Breathe the chill night air

        Clads our voices with despair

        Touching cold in the night

        We can danse so quiet and light

        Can you help me see you

        Can you help me hear you again

        When the shores are broken how can we fight

        Let me touch you here

        Let me feel you near

        Flutter through the veil

        the truth unveiled

        Danse through the dark

        We can be at heaven's door

        Like mystics who sense the answer

        Are so near and yet so far

        Let the moon, let the moon swallow

        all the tears that have jaded our dream

        We have this moment in time forever

        But we don't have eternity

        Blue cheek, hot lips, and breath that smells so sweet

        We are frozen in time, a frozen frame in which we beat

        Wash your desires over me and free

        the energy that you hide

        For now we are out of sight

        The spotlight cries to be freed

        So come danse with me

        And slide on the precious sighs we have

        The clock beats against our plans

        Forces swirl to tear us

        They get closer with each rapid pulse

        We have the future to weep

        and many years in which to sleep

        Be mine

        Be mine.....

        The dream has gone

        At last we have found our lost song

        It fades with the day

        And at night starts to cry

38. Picture Perfect                                                                 

      (3.11.91)

I don't speak as others do

I don't see what others do

I know everything's coloured

But all I see is monochrome

All I see is shade

The roads I travel are bleak

corridors of clashing grey

Full of noises and screeches beyond the apparent

As if I walk in a dream that extends as far as my gaze

While outside of me life goes on as normal

And the people I know talk and chatter

Of things that I know are different to what they seem

Confident in the things they know

Always side stepping the hear, after

I actually get the feeling I'm part of some dream

A child smiles but it's cold

with painted black lips on a pale grey canvas

I hear it's laughter

but it doesn't match the scene

like a sinister hysterical laughter

in a a black and white horror

When it laughs it's as if

it's laughing at me

I'm not part of it all

I'm unreal

I've stepped into another body and am unable to feel

I cannot see the colours, with my limited scope

Everything is black and white and grey

Everything lacks hope

I sometimes wonder

When I awoke was it really me

or am I a demon possessing

Wanting something that will never be

Am I really a ghost

Bought back to life in some vacant body

Or am I the same person who was born into the world

and the colour kicked off and switched on monochrome

I wonder if I'm really alive or dead

I wonder if I belong inside this head

I wonder who and where I am

I'm only sure that I am damned

39. A Bird At Hand....                                                               

      (30.3.92)

A minister huffed, a chaffinch manacled,

a barren glutton distributing amongst the hostile,

a relationship to reinstate and reiterate a cheerful disconnection

amongst the broken shores

A moist nymph called "Save me from this generation - I weep

Love is death, and I have loved deep"

His receptive disclaim "Sire no scoundrels from hence shall you ?"

"Profit the devil with my souls ?....I shall no more. Recompense, 

I have been mandated, I have been plagues."

"Saucy gentle nuisance seek his name.

Communicate with the greatest healer himself

and be reformed in grace.

Exuberance simmers lightly before it burns

and now you espouse the bandage industry, oh sweet azalea.

Frantic is your mind most collectively

Come with me now and be saved,

Amnesia shall he give you

Flummox you and then renew you."

We will conspire now quietly

We will amend you pain

We will sit and interrupt the devil's games

You and I, we shall sing for our souls and our demise

I shall sing for my soul and demise now in unison

Together we will fleck the emptiness

Root ourselves in our fissures of pain and loneliness.

  Let us pray.........

40. Hanging Onto A Cloud                                                           

      (6.12.91)

I'm clutching to the sky

Though it dwells in hell

Freddie Kruggers hand is in my head

and dragging my brain across shredded glass

I'm at the bottom of a well

Where I can't see the light

I'm clinging to the sides trying to climb

Agony of pain rising just to keep my place

But someone's lined the sides with porcelain 

and I slide

Clinging with agony

Pained with hopelessness, it's all hopeless

I only want to see the light

Just once and then I'd be happy to go

but I just want to see it once, but when

how long must I claw

For how long

How long

all the time I spiral down

into a basement, the fall out bunker of the devil

to the darkest recesses,

amongst the slime and sludge, 

the waste produced by the parasites that feed off excrement

Suffocating in my own decaying breath

Laid on the devil's dinning table

The beasts and demons feed on me

Devouring my intestines and flesh and laughing

Laughing and drooling ripping out chunks slobbering

Ripping off a rib and smoking it with hot breath

While hell burns through shards of ice hate

The devil gets up and dances on me

Stamping my head while they all scream with the hysterical laugh

God above looks down and laughs

The angels observe disinterested, and return to their jabber

God turns away to something important

And I am forsaken

The beasts and disciples spew out all they chewed

Everything that is laid down solidify's

and I am fleshed again

In spluttered mutant disarray

The laughs rise and the feasting starts again

But I'm not there

This is not my body, my soul, my place

I am not here, I do not feel

I hope to see the light

I hope to see the sun

But when

How long

for how long must I wait

They make me think

Spreading my mind with images

Scene after scene as they debaucher

Maiming, rape, murder, torture

Walking psychic voids

Devouring pain as their choice

They make me think and fear their taunts

let me go, let me be free

let me rise to the sun

But I'll never see it from here

I can't climb any higher

I walk with pins and needles inside and outside my body

I walk watched by eyes unseen

Something's grabbed my brain

and makes me walk miles, forever forward

While my brain stretches thinner with each passing step

Why can't you leave me alone

There's no hope

All I can do is look down and cry

Weep silently and hope nobody minds

It's all hopeless

All so hopeless

I shall dwell in emptiness

I shall dwell where there is no life, 

without hope.

41. Reasons                                                                                

      (30.3.92)

Reasons, give me reasons

Speak, enunciate, address me please

Interpret for me

Being so superior in bits and pieces

Searched, I have searched

I have removed all debris

There is a partition now unearthed

Standing speechless between fantasy and reality

Apprehension surprises me

I need to understand

so silken are the twists

I cannot ask in case I am caught

The drought has lingered long

I have been hostage itinerant

Amongst the snarling dogs

I have questioned my breath

There is a horizontal dream

That comes upon me

A foundation tabooed

With reasons undue

Someone somewhere is guilty ?

Delirious they collide to unify

Lonely and forsaken they hide

Indifferent to the perplexities of man

It grieves me to admire

Sprawling vapours form the mire

Satiating pale slabs

Marking warships of the dead

Oppressed I shall flee

I may stutter now but one day I shall speak

A violin beyond the grave

I will give reasons to those days

42. Cheese Man                                                                            

       (4.4.92)

Heavy heavy baby weather

Ground frost bites my altitude

The danse is tripping over it's own tune

I think it's time we didn't bother

No one empties the ash tray now

Are you trying to make some radical point

You also keep taking my joints

But that's alright I'm turning vegan any how

Contact vibes itching man

They tell me you're worse than lassie

They say you think bitch bitch and classy

GTI'S and diamonds are your mantra ma'am

Oh no I've turned you into a gender bender

You've warped my mind I can't see straight

You're just sending out a blinding aura of hate

I'm a walking, I surrender

Heavy heavy baby weather

Cheese looks sexy to me

I'm in love with the fridge while you bring me misery

When cheese looks sexier, I think it's time we weren't together

Oh heavy heavy baby weather, zen zen till we meet again

                                               (hopefully in another incarnation)

43. Don't Forget                                                                      

      (30.4.92)

There was something in the air that night

A silent buzz that seemed to bite

a coolness synging through the skin and through the soul

a static sparking leaving a longing low

Strange stillness and expectancy

hovering in the air that night

Something that wasn't yet was perfectly right

And there was me and then there was you

There was the glow of youth

feeding upon our moods

Ever changing swings from what is and is yet to be

Between that we have learnt and yet what is still to see

The moment of solitude which breeds growing dreams

I was willing to sacrifice

the falling dice

You could have been a deuce or a seven

The gods themselves up in heaven

Only knew the truth

But they play with the feelings of youth

So I choose to crown you.

44. Transience                                                                              

      (6.8.92)

Summer rapture

in summer transience

with transient days

and transient ways

and transient relations

in scented oneness

and merging goneness

in a dissipated haze

No more

what is this, to grow old

to be entombed within an idea

that this flesh cannot hear

that this flesh cannot feel

the hand of summer clawing away

and the longing for transience to stay

That I am old

and that I am not

a body in elastic state

that snaps quickly to original 

but longs to linger

and then recoil

from the wind swept hands of summer toil

That my urgent transient youthful days

are stretched out in transient haze

and need to plough the summer seed

though my mind is aged with weary needs

What is this to be old

and to be told

by the knowingless

that I don't need

now to sow my deeds

upon transient summer

45. Statue of a Subject                                                            

      (18.8.92)

Standing here do you see

when you look at me

Here I am a statue

posed in structured animation

cold stone

that goes straight through

What appears on the outside

Is all that there is

Cold flesh

And no heart, lungs, guts - no soul

In form, in action

I reflect yourself

But here in the quiet

I am my statue

nothing moves, nothing stirs

the past the future time is static

There is nothing

But the solid marble

I look past to the back

To the raw

a block, ragged natural

my elemental state

Beautiful to geological eyes

Then bit  by bit

chip chip chip

as they moulded, evolved me

Carving out to the present

the form that aesthetically pleased them

Great wastes, all the chipped bits

now debris

Blown to the wind, drowned in the rain

To this day, only half of what was my essence

Only half they deemed admirable, enslaved

Here now, in the statue

Looking ahead in front

still the smooth sanitized statue

but bits eroded with time

pocked marks and missing

moss and mould knorring

Crumbling at the touch

As they reach out for the cold marble

'How lovely it is

but how cold'

Arching between ahead and the past

I look down at now

down at the gap.

46. The Scavenger                                                                                  

              ( 93)

        The wild ragged scavenger

        Along the bank he crawled

        Then stalked onto the balcony

        Towards the waterfall

        By the gleaming fountain

        Under mottled italian gaze

        The sun green ripples underneath

        Became jagged and torrid as we seethed

        The hungered thrashed and unleashed

        Diamond sprays down into the dark

        Peacock green and yellow shimmers

        Reflected waves of shadow

        The summer has come and summer burns

        And the hungry scavenger forever yearns

        Digging in further and biting deep

        Under the waterfall to the lady who sleeps

        Wet with longing, wet with sun

        Damp black hair caging the eyes of young

        The cool fresh water washes over us

        Our quieting breath stills the noises

        Till only the blazing sunshine is left

        And our heartbeat are our voices

47.Rustic Day                                                                                    

        (93)

        Let me feel the tingle of your flesh

        Run your fingers over my soul

        In reach, very close

        To exposing my desires

        In twisting snakes

        Of crimson and peach

        Red fire and yellow summer

        We taste the mingling fragrances

        Running, passion comes running

        And hiding and fighting

        Feasting on our wretched desires

        Longing for an ordered world

        But we are mad, and it is unseen

        We spread our tendrils

        And see them spark

        We will watch them burn

        And the ashes float on the summer breeze

        Stretch and let me caress

        The aching summer light

        Backwards the goddess arches

        And I can see the night

        All is hot and all is cold

        Summer rage, exposed

        Violently ripping the night

        and I am dissatisfied

        Thunder and storm

        Lightning rains have all come

        Restless confusion

        Caged in and beating down

        Pacing reckless towards oblivion

        We are thunder

        We are the lightning

        Synging the air with bare force

        Cutting the arid drought, destructive

        We are, Summer Storms.

48. Secretly                                                                                           

         (93)

        Come secretly through the grass

        Creeping while the world is black and white

        In the summer night

        We'll quietly fight

        singing and laughing in hushed whispers

        Black and white drifters

        On a sea of silver

        While the moon shines down

        Let's swim around

        I'm tired of being nice

        Holding hands and acting wise

        I want to grind you in the dirt

        And watch the moon lift your shirt

        Like sails risen in the wind

        In the summer night

        Let us sin

        While the pollen is sweet on our lips

        Why do we resist

        Tumble, tumble, fall into the depths

        Let the darkness gently rest

        Come while we are forever young

        In summer's dirt and

        let us run.

49. 2001 - A Space Odyssey Of A Graveyard Freak                

      (30.01.93)

Ha Ha

drip drip

Slip slip

as I jump amongst the crypts

snuffing up to hit my brain

The mists that rise up from the maimed

Who's bones shall I embrace tonight

Who's bones will give no fight

As I leech upon their dreams

flipping back to unseen scenes

Ha Ha 

Run run

jump jump

Stones are hurdles in the swamp

Crazy clawed and wishing fast

dredging up names as my cast

Where shall the wicked breed their fumes

Where shall the wicked danse it's tune

Cracking in Hades being fun

flip side of the coin being one

Ha Ha

quick quick

click click

rattling bones of the sick

thrown high to sing and fly

Proclaiming exultance with a cry

Be free be free let us be

Be free be free away from these

Ragged shattered half dead souls

Fly with me awakened bones

Ha Ha

drip slip

run jump

quick click

Oh free bones talk to me

By means others will never see
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1. 

What a dream I had, cloaked in daggered fiends

Kissed by sinister lies swimming in eyeball screams

I dreamt they wrote me on a page and spilt coffee on my skin

Then turned me to ashes and scattered me to the winds.

Rejected by the spirits I wondered all alone,

While howling screeching laughter followed in haunted run.

The pursuit was final, never ending, and yet not begun

I was a feint image, that was fading at their fun.

I couldn't escape but I wasn't trapped as they grew.

The shadows engulfing me I couldn't die, if only you knew.

Agony, for eternity, fear beating breathless, 

To walk a slave forever in a land that is depthless

2.

           High rise dreams

           fall through the beams

           smash on the ground

           without any sound

           People pass by

           don't listen to my cries

           Nobody stops to help

           me reshape my realms

           Broken I sit

           gathering all the bits

           shattered inside

           behind the pieces I hide

          A fragmented collage grows

          An oddball crazy show

          No-one stops or stares

          No one cares

3.

   Time fell

   and smeared my carpet

   It made a mess

   but I couldn't stop it

4.

I roamed in Zanzibar where incense tours

and clean cut shadows walked the streets and walls unflawed

The sun hung high so clear and bright

Such intensity of colours and intensity of light

Blinding gold slid off roofs and in waves again arose

Amongst multi mingled identities on floating shimmering clothes

Wearing sandals that groaned

On sandy coloured stones

Amongst them all I saw not one happy face

But then, I'd been searching for someone from my race

Someone who was lost and in pain

Mortally scared faded and drained

I looked on jaded, olive, tangerine, rouge

bronze, onyx and jaguar hues.

And in every single one of them I found something I knew

A wave of hair, a curve of brow, a nose slightly askew

The love I'd lost walked in everyone I saw

And knowing I couldn't touch them, hurt even more.

5.

The stars in their spaces know their places

The stars in their places know their spaces

I, the dimmest know my space, place most of all

When I try my hardest to shine no-one sees me

and no-one will notice when I fall.

6.

                                                         Dobbins drearily walked on by

                                                         He couldn't sing, he could only cry

                                                         "Woe, woe woe is me

                                                         Woe, woe why can't I see

                                                         The world is in the shade of a thundercloud,

                                                         And I have to wear it like a shroud

                                                         But I like to be blanketed by the disease

                                                         I like to be blanketed tight from reality."

                                                         Dobbins sadly walked on by

                                                         He couldn't feel,

                                                         he could only sigh.

7.

             I had it but a moment's breath

            And now it's left

            Gone so soon

            barely scratched upon it's egg

            The shell that tenderly encased

            It's lovely tune

            What am I to do

            Where has it flown

            This sweet scented perfume that I croon

            Oh where is love

            Flung far unto the unknown

            Out of reach now

            Like a distant unseen moon

8.

As I stand here washing my hands I think of you

As the suds sink in and cleanse, I think of you

As I wipe off the droplets, I think of you

As I sit in my lonely room, I think of you

As silence crashes against my brain, I think of you

As memories wrench my stomach, I think of you

As I place the bottle to my lips and drink, I think of you

As I swallow the bleach and taste its burning, I think of you

As it rips and shreds my body to dissolvtion, I think of you

As I stumble to the wall mirror for one last saddened look, I think of you

As I trip and start scrambling and crawling along the disappearing floor,

 I think of you

As I grab the shelf and knock glass bottles over my head, I think of you

As I taste my death almost upon me, I think of you

As I look in the mirror and I'm shocked to see my ghostly face, I think of you 

But in a moment's blink, the face that looks back is fresh and youthful

as when I was innocent and hungry

And suddenly, and suddenly I think of me.......

9.

The dreams of longings,

I see your face,

So clear as in a mist,

Fragmented in grey space,

Not yet solidified,

Just a drained monet

The dreams of longings.

10.           

        Slowly does time move in your presence

        Carried away by the breeze forever

        But I don't mind losing it

        When the next moment brings greater happiness

        Be careful my precious you could crumble

        Your blue eyes speak soothing silence

        One touch of your skin wipes away my anguish

        Your essence burns upon my lips

        You're dancing upon the soul you've stolen

        Be careful my precious you could crumble

        Eager inspiration gives you restless flight

        Rapid in motion you unfurl hidden depths

        You step too quickly on egg shell stones

        Life explodes with your every breath

        Be careful my precious you could crumble

        My hazy thoughts I now find misted

        Transformed, gain into lucid dreams

        The sweat on my brow betrays my longings

        How can I hold the notes

        Be careful my precious you could crumble

        Sleep, I am afraid to close my lids

        If it rains you could be washed away with the night

        And the wetness drenching through to my skin

        Couldn't cleanse your memory from my mind

        Be careful my precious you could crumble

        Security is a fragile dimension

        Screams change so quickly on my side

        Life is a delicate web barely stable

        And you could easily destroy it without having tried

        Be careful my precious you could crumble

        Yet in your arms I'm bathed in platinum

        We're encased in a strength that excludes the world

        But fear stabs me when we're separated

        For although you're mighty, you're still only one soul.

        Be careful my precious, you could crumble.

11. Song of the Cortical Degenerate

They're saying behind me 'is that a Mr or a Miss

Good God it's ugly whatever is it"

So they tap me on the shoulder and I just cannot resist

Winking my eye and replying "I'm in a state of Androgynous Metamorphosis"

Tutting and gasping they proclaim I was very rude

I take it by that they don't like my attitude

They tell me what they think by using 'F' words and being crude

I just turn around and say "I'm sorry. I suffer from accelerated decrepitude"

Asking what I think I am, I reply "I believe I'm a prism"

Being unimpressed they do something that will land them in prison

"Wait wait" I cry "and let me explain to you my sacred mission

I'm a prototype Economy 7, solar powered organism"

"If you're trying to tell us you're a robot, you'll get a kick up you're behind

And we'll do things your granny told you would make you blind"

"Ooops my mistake, the truth I think you'll find

I've got four transcendental aliens hyberdosed with my mind".

They're chasing me, how did I get this nemesis

I manage to lose them by ducking into a pharmacist's

The assistant peers down at me and in disbelief screams "What is this!"

In prophetic revelation I say

"Good God man, I am Genesis....."

12. ' 89'

           Right Guards and left guards

           Good Gods and Bad gods

           All look over me watching me carefully

           Sin bin demon leachers

           All tearing me to get a piece

           For what is but a worthless soul.

13. '89'

I'm dying for the day of death

Angels up above close your eyes or you'll despise

The beauty that was my love

His sweet breath was like the breeze

That gently soothed and gently eased

The burning desires of the sin

14

        I dove into you and when I emerged I was clean

        Your scent clung onto me like a heaven sent breeze

        And the smell of that ecstasy washed away my mind

        To be replaced by a cool fire poured slowly, stopping time

        Your breath like an icy wave flowed over me

        And your touch like a ghost went through freely

        My presence on the edge in desperate echoes drowned

        In the final reality that you were the total engulfing sound

        So I died and lived in your crisp sharp torrents

        And I was grateful to be dragged deeper into harsh slashing currents

        You tore off my skin and released my soul

        I arose from the dark sea at last 

         From and to the unknown.

15.

            Hello,

            Calling anybody, Hello

            I'm just a microbe floating in the air

            Looking for a home where I can stay

            I'm tired of being shoved away

            Calling,

            Any comrade microbes,

            Contact me

             I'm sure that we could swap a smile

             Talk awhile

             Build a file, on mutual possibilities

             I've travelled so very far

             Been kicked from pillar to post and back

             My soul's so sore and very raw

             And the future looks just as black

             Hello

             Calling anybody, Hello

             I'm just a microbe floating in the air

             Looking for a place where I can stay

             And rest, be it but a day

             Just somewhere

             where I won't be shoved away

16.

Looking upon the thickest smog

I looked upon yonder

I thought I saw what was a dog

but it was actually a great big Honda

How could I tell what make it was

If I couldn't actually see

the main reason I think was because

it ran me over in close proximity

Having been scraped off the muckiest street

I laid on the hospital bed

Policemen took down details in three's

From the insignia burned out on my head

'ADONH' it said in blazing red

A policeman laughed out loud

"Turn H into A and stick kebab at the end,

At an arsenal game you'll be one of the crowd"

(Uhhhh)

"Right men I deduce form the information at hand

The culprit is probably a dyslexic driver

With a taste in slightly obscure machines

....- Oh - the poor sod's dead......

He's also gonna be fined a fiver !

17.

Crispy crinkle hearts for sale

Shallow half baked straight from males

Ready salted to save you time

Have a packet while you drown in wine

Grow fat and sad on the wasted lies

Till it clogs your arteries veins and sty's

And choke on the tears that just won't flow

And gives you an indigestion that just won't go

18.

Wave the rippling green

it's tears

Let me be unseen

in fears

Drown without soul

in pain

Let me be untold

follyed wane

I shall be gone dissolved

Into soil

Be reborn again into another

Structured organism

Out of worthless I

Shall create

From this empty light

Another state

My body shall be recycled

And my soul lost

In death I shall breathe

As purposeful dust

I shall feed the green, land

And ocean

Part of a universe in

Perpetual motion

But now time is still

In the present

I only wallow in the hollow

Of nights black essence

Why ?

I don't know

It's just missing

Be still oh blooded notes

Be still bubbles, why flee

From the safe shades of green and greys                           

Above is only the song of futility                                    

Then go if you are restless with wanderlust                  

Go, I shall breathe in the sweet cool                          

I shall be entombed by my sanctuary

I welcome this engulfing wet rushing noise

From the swamp I was born and I return

Dark dark it is                                                                                             

growing dark                                                 

Farewell green abyss                                      

growing dark                                                 

No song for this

fallen lark

Finally I shall kiss

deep dark.

19.

                                 Like a leaf in the wind, my heart flutters,

                                 Like a leaf in the wind, my heart bends

                                 And when the rainbow of my heart is aglow

                                 The colours of life meet and blend

20.

I strolled in a field of wheat

I cried

"My friends, lend me you ears."

Acres and acres of yellow wheat

All alone in the golden sands

The sun beats down and alone I stand

In the ripe year unreaped

21.

Red bubble and boil

Explosions of the soil

I journey with the dead

All tear my head

I dance upon the grave

I dance upon the pyre

I dance upon the living

I dance upon the dyer

I weave betwixt differing states

Sliding on their fates

Shedding my skin on fire

So they can taste the poison

Red hot no stop

Stamp my brand on spot

Keeps you guessing 'What's my name'

In this insane game

A shrill laugh - coughs- fails

A victors triumph never hailed

They curse me, the damn lot

I curse them from inside my rot

You're not safe not one

Someone soon will hear my song

Distorted, disjointed unrhymed

A haunting melody of my mind

Again released I'll danse

Upon my partner chant

Let's feast upon the night

When the world is out of sight

Tonight I'm wrapped in foil

I'll baste in midnight oil

The juices I have found

Once made sound

22. Sid Rat's Inside out + Blue

I am the Tardis inside out

I need a doctor to sort  my doubts

My nodes need tweaking but I'm not sure

Who will bring about my cure

I am a lonely amongst this mass

I am a bonnie well fed lass

I have lust, love and joy to sing

But no one to whom to give or bring

I could sculpt away and chip off bits

And end up like all those little sized 6

But why don't they reverse instead to my stature

And have a taste of my side of rapture

I am the Tardis inside out

I need a doctor to soothe my doubts

in my belief 'Unto thyself be true'

It's hard to be 'thyself' when your size makes you blue

23.

I watched your warmth drain away

I saw your emotions leave

I saw a tear fall

I watched as it crawled

Wounded, along the ground

Without making any sound

Away from the light and into the shadows

Into the dark bleak ground hallowed

Where it buried itself and grew

Higher and taller it flourished

There it stood a reflection of you

Greater than any monster and weeping all alone

An insulated entity unable to escape

Unable to give and unable to take

In the darkness it reached out

And silently called

And all I did was stand

Just watching it all

24.

             Who did I love

             Was I loved

             Did I love anyone

             Was I wanted

             Was I needed

             Was I desired

             In anyone's mind

             When I was young

             As I grew old

             Did anyone think of me

             From a distance

             From up close

             From anyone

             Did I exist

25.

You schemed

and I wept

You left

and I washed

we smoked

In hairspray

Reality was an ad

that no one bought

and we were caught

in the falsehood

of romance

we took a chance

But there was none

Only a one way trip

to clinging

or drinking

and dying in both

26.

                                 Grimace laughing at his friend

                                 Cried "Why don't we let the devil in

                                 Let's wallow in his sin

                                 Let's find out where he's been

                                 Let loose the chance

                                And let bounce the glance

                                At the strangeness within

                                And then leave the room with a grin

27

It was Damocles who first said to me

My dear you've got terrible dandruff

My eyes hit the ground

And I found

That the dunes I'd been kicking

Were cast offs

Oh dear said I looking up to the sky

I've been heavied with an untasty curse

I groom myself well

And that's easy to tell

How I got this I don't know

For every day I wash my hair with Head+Shoulders

The air has rusted my sword and crusted

I'm feeling bored

at being ignored

I've been ages seeing your dandruff around

And watching you wade through it on the ground

I'm fed up with this job up here

Watching you tread with fear

I think it's time I gave you the chop

But you don't need to worry with this, this prop

Oooh my bottom is twitching and my legs are itching

To be away and surging with the throng

Well goodbye, but before you get high

Can you tell me what to do about my problem

Anti dandruff shampoo's

Have been bad news

Well my dear you've been using sham's, so in conclusion

Either use the real stuff

And if that's not enough

Your curly twirlys, I guess you'll just have to lose them

28.

Killing time

to make you mine

Killing mine

to take up time

Talking in chinese whispers

Whispering in chinese pros.

Just to make me grin

Just to give you woe

29.

I want to be the queen of Sheba

I want to be queen of Scots

I want to be Cleopatra

I guess I want what I have not

I want to be a queen of queens of sorts

I want to wear my socks in bed

and not be uncool

I guess I want to be a fool

I don't want to care if I'm dead

I don't want to shed

This feeling of being 

Out of my head

When the world is unwound

I want to wear the crown

I want to be a clown

As we all drown

30.

Slip the ankle chain

Make it rain

Just to ease the pressure

And fade it whole

Be the angel of sorrow

As you go tomorrow

Spray the freshness

Of disinfected daytime sleaze

Seek me no more

Don't shake my door

Don't revel in disease

From here where we are

The stones grow smooth

and you should sooth

The ravaged hours

In the curdled sour age

Be in hope

Be in sane

After the maim

Be reborn

Leave 

leave

leave 

and breathe

31.

I called around

But I found

You were away

I couldn't stay

But I smelt fragrance

Like a May dance

Roses + Violets and shake+vac

I thought it strange the house should lack

The stagnant stale odours of absence

The dust and must of cleaning lackness

The violet + rose of perfume in air

The violet + rose, a person's fragrance in hair

As I watched through the letterbox and wondered

Through the silence and smells and pondered

You were there?

But I was not

32.

          In yearning spring

          It will you bring

          In the embrace of summer

          In my heart you'll grow warmer

          While the chaos of autumn

          Will sort the needs we're caught in

          And tell in the cold dead winter

          If our love had grown or become bitter

33.

Tiger above looks down

Clutching the artist's scarf in his glove

Surrounded by red streaks and blue blobs

He closes his eyes and sobs

Let me down, let me down please

The peach coloured sky isn't all it seems

34.

I'm the bones that rattled the stones

Got out the ground

to groove at the sounds

And I'm a sittin' here

feeling kinda weird

But I got no no woes

Because everything goes

From my muscles to my blood

I'm a skeleton without guts

Yes I got no woes

cause everything goes

I'll never go insane

For I ain't got no brain

I'm out of my head

I'm just having fun living  in the land of the dead

Just clacking away

at these swinging flinging days

From the skeletal shimmy

To the rattling bone rock and roll

It's true what they say 

these days

anything goes

35.

        How can I explore

        Those many distant calls

        That wail with desire

        and the many dreams they inspire

        How can I alone

        Come to know all the bones

        Red with blooded fire

        that makes passion perspire

        How can I kiss

        All those tongues that hiss

        Darkening my soul

        Yet lighting a surreal world

        So many lips to touch

        All those fantasy's to clutch

        External spirited undress

        searching spiritual tenderness

        Tell me how I can 

        If I do or don't I'm damned

        Sins will condemn me

        Piety will wither me

        I create memories I'll end in hell

        If only fantasies I'll live in hell

        In heaven I will weep

        In hell I'll never sleep

        How can I explore

        Love without internal wars.

36.

I dreamt the butterfly within

expanded wings and away flew

Touching the blue sky and cried

at what the elements slew

Water and sun, clouds and wind

predators large and small

A delicate death in a hostile world

A delicate world in hostile death

and nothing cared to mourn

37.

He was a regimented soldier

And they said he was colder

But he was just a man

who had learnt to stand

In line up and gain

his share of pain

Just another of us clones

Sharing time alone

Drill master left turn

Drop do twenty,

at ease right about,

do seventy,

brainwash, do plenty,

faces change, into rain,

so many, in the years,

into daze, into rain,

left right left right

grip that barrel tight,

so many, into rain,

all gain, and all drained

like drill master

Under bed a bottle hides

As the drill master lies:-

as he sleeps,

the bottle weeps

crying to share

with someone not scared

longing for someone to soothe

for someone to move

a stagnant spirit

Reveille, and time moves on

38.

This is a dream

from which we will sleep

and wake in the light

of all hopeless thoughts

For this is the hour

Our hearts have beat

now is the tower

From which we view

As shining as the death

to Valhalla, now quiet

We hide in our lies

Afraid to awake

Motionless emotion still

Festers and crys

Dreams are here now

and we awake to hopeless thoughts

39.

                Strange person in front of a mirror

                 trying to comb their hair

                Strange person in front of the mirror

                 trying to back comb their hair

                Strange person in front of the mirror

                 scalding their roving hair

                Strange person in front of the mirror

                  trying to create an image 

40.

There - I saw it

It was an evil huge and an evil small

It was the evilest of them all

There I saw it, in yonder horizon

Careering in madness for our frozen large stern

There he blew - the quick

There he blows - Mobile Dick

Flash as a rapier in the light

Our chastity belts we quickly tighted

Go go flee to the shore

We'll be sea dogs never more

Throw high the masts get us away fear quick

For no-one lives to tell the tale of  - Mobile Dick 

41.

     When the wind blows North

  We shall love with force

     When the wind blows East

  We shall love with ease

     When the wind blows West

  Our love will be at test

     When the wind blows South

  The truth will be out

42.

Ode to a cottage in the misty lands

That was verily built on golden sands

It reluctantly sank when the sea came in

Which was sad 'cause the occupants couldn't swim

Ode to a pixie at rainbows end

Who dansed and wailed for a little friend

He waited for someone to follow that beam

Which was sad for no-one now believed in dreams

An ode to youth and young lovers entwined

Gently slipping kisses in raptured rhyme

Pledging to each other forever in love

Which is sad for there is no heaven above

Ode to an ideal that stands alone

Wanting the masses to take it home

Waiting to light up their darkened paths

Which is sad for all they'll do is laugh

Ode to an ode that odes not what

It odes now to what is lost

In the dark and stillness it now lies

Which is sad for there'll be no dawning for Odes to cry.

43.

I hate science, I hate the arts

I hated school, it was one big fart

I hate intelligence and I hate the stupid

I hate hate and I also hate cupid

I hate children and I hate adults

I hate plants and also animals

I hate god and I hate the devil

I hate everything that they shovel

Life's nothing but one big smog

and after life it's one big bog

I don't care if it all sounds backward

The planet around me seems an inverted forward

and gods is a dogs life and the devil has lived

Everything's backwards and I hate to be putrid

44.

In the hollows of my bone

Wriggled the wiggled ache

Banging on the sides it's chimes

Reverberating it's vibration

to cause my heart to shake

Out it seeped and echoed

Into muscles now left limp

And still it crawled to skin

that beckoned

leaving it red and me all limp

I stood there and stuttered

My body now gone

Not even my brain muttered

As she walked in and shone

45.

It was a figment of the laws of nature

He was the captain of the caper

A tyrant of punctiliousness

And a therm of great gargantuaness

Yet I couldn't but sigh

For he was an arena of light

Propensing tempest gaiety

He was the symbol of darkening inanity

46

          Rub a dub dub three men in a tub

          Me, you and a guy with vapour rub

          Hope the banana tree grows again up front

          But mangoes will have to do before we get guzumped

          Let's fly fly fly real high

          Hay babe let's really speed

          Cause man I'm potty trained

          and  my Wookie friend's eating glass beads

          I'm goin' out with a wookie rides a motorbike

          goin out with a wookie rides a motor bike

          and my wookie friend really likes

          turtles that do the hokey cokey

47.

I hope one day

My soul comes my way

And I won't be home 

or found

I'll wander alone

Like a speck of dust in a storm

and like a mist in a dream

and be drowned

I'll fly in the burn

of a long dying sun

flee into the night

and be stung

To the fog engulfed

I will lose the self

and never again

Shall I leave

To walk the dying sea

of quietening apathy

On the dry air deep

I will breathe

Aimless and defaced

I desire to be waste

I long to be hopeless

and lost

I hope on the day

My soul comes my way

I won't be home

or found

48.

Prozac is the drug of the sane

Love in the drug of the mad

Heroin is the drug of the hopeless

Love is the drug of the sane

Heroin is the drug of the mad

Prozac is the drug of the hopeless

Heroin is the drug of the sane

Prozac is the drug of the mad

Love is the drug of the hopeless

Prozac, love, heroin

Sane, mad or hopeless ?

49.

The sea

   The gentle sea

The rocking sea

   The emotional sea

Blood of the earth

   Poison to fire

 I am the fire

    Poison to me

Rage in the deep

    The winner weeps

 The sea of sleep

50.

Under the night

Under the mango tree

Honey perfumed was the air

and like a mist seething growed

As our lips closed

So quiet, quiet is the night

The deathly silence cold

Yet voices throb through our veins

And wail inside our heads

So shrill, to thrill

In crimson and lilac she came

Nirvana descended

O shine spirit bright

Burn my soul

Who touches like a ghost

In heavy incense and musk

She descended

Intoxicating in swirling smoke

Gathering me in whispy veils

Till her music spoke

Pervading heavy mist

Floating and descending

She arose

Bright light burning

That has taken my soul

Transcends now

beyond all hopes

51.

The perfume and spice that is the fragrance of life

Becomes the sword of your making

To pierce your soul

The poison of the flesh

It is heaven's hell

And the mind is ready for the taking

The curse of love

Has a dark dark ending

To undo the spell

Something must die

The truth of love  however,

Is in the lies and the pretending

to ourselves

Before, during and after 

To survive

52.

Run in the dark of the night

Run fast, you must hide

Run don't let them see

Run, you must flee

Shadows chase so run to escape

If you slide on your perspiration and fall

Then you must crawl

Don't let them catch you

Run, run, run, for they stalk

Run, run, don't think,

don't stop and don't think

Don't ask why, what for

If you start to reason, run even more

Run so your heart pounds in your brain

Run till only heaving remains

You don't want to be caught, so don't ask why ?

Just keep on running and run into the night

Run fast in the dark of the night

Run fast and always stay out of sight

They'll shoot you dead and kick you like shit

So run faster than a bullet if you don't want to be hit

Switch onto automatic if you want to survive

and run run run, 

run for your life

53.

It was here and I lost it

But, Here it is again

But, The day is lost

But, I am and so are you

But, We are gone

But, We are again

Here lost

54.

               What is the matter with me

               Everything is quiet, so quiet

               A string unwound and suspended in the universe

               Against the blackness, of no use

               Wanting something, needing nothing

               Desiring the undesired

               Obsolete and cold. I am the whole

               and I am null

               I am the quiet

55.

It felt like madness

The deepest sadness

A waste of emotions

On a being of emptiness

Just a guest

Now let me rest

56.

My cat is fat, yet still not a fat cat

or is it ?

57.

Delgado these electrodes are hurting my brain

Why are you doing this I'm not insane

Get your hands off, leave my frontal lobes alone

Good god, where are you going to thrust those huge probes

What's that, a lightning, in the corner, right there

Wait a minute, this thing isn't my hair

It's a long thread of metal crawling into the machine

Jesus, look at those naked sparks dance lewdly and obscene

Hay don't forget I'm Piaget's assistant too

I'd like to keep a diary if that's not too revolutionary for you

Or you could interpret my thoughts like your old friend Freud

Ok I won't mention that man's name again, please don't get so annoyed

I'm not hysterical, just a little worried

I don't like the idea of my brains being curried

Science, who cares, keep the frontiers shut

I'd prefer to walk around with a nice healthy butt

Leave my hemispheres, they're not important to you

Telencephalon, diencephalon, ummm leave my neurocortex too

As a prime specimen, I tell you I'm not very rich

No No No Oh NO Don't Pull that SWIT -

                                                                     AGGGGGG

58.  

Surf girls of Saunton

Three mermaids sing on the sand,

The soothing dolphins of sea and land

Hesitate on the conquests roar 

to face the unseen a moment and mourn

The weathered and aging tasting brine

The sea bury's the old and blankets time

The deep ebbs with a dark sad story

But this is not your hour to worry

So go tame the wave and the shimmering sun

For they all fall to the immortal young

59

No love, no hate, needs nor despair

I find that I do no care

It is true, though I wish it weren’t

My mind and body are distant

My body is only here to keep

My brain alive and the memories I’ve learnt.

My logic betrayed emotion

Emotion has been felled

Logic has conquered

And dissolved emotion into the earth

Logic is behind all my deeds

What I think they may want I provide

But in all there is no emotional seed

If they knew, I think they would cry

All those who feed and clothe me, shelter me and love me

They do it believing I have affection

But I find it hard to tell you,

There is nothing here,

Not even for the day of resurrection

I do things out of duty or for what I think is right.

I do things with joy and yet out of sight

They are mere appearances nothing tinges the soul

I am an automaton playing out a role

I find it hard to tell you, even slowly

I do things for you without affection.

Yet, there is a pang within

A sorrow, I feel a lonely sadness.

I want to love you but there is nothing there

Just this strange madness.

I am not bad and I’m not cruel

For if I had emotion I would give them to you

I would love you if I could

If I could I should (in abundance)

Their interpretation of my actions is love

If this is love, then I love them

But if they took away what is seen

All that is left

Is the unseen, an emotion of nothing

60.

A shade ?

A shade too light,         a shade too dark

a shade too fat,             a shade too thin

a shade too tall,            a shade too small

a shade too old,            a shade too young

a shade too feminine,    a shade too male

a shade too little,          a shade too much

a shade too national,     a shade too global

a shade too polite,         a shade too rude

a shade too quiet,          a shade too loud

a shade too fast,            a shade too slow

a shade too violent,       a shade too timid

a shade too passionate,  a shade too dull

a shade too active,         a shade too passive

a shade too precise,       a shade too indifferent

a shade too bright,         a shade too sombre

a shade too clever,         a shade too stupid

a shade too refined,       a shade too coarse

a shade too focused,      a shade too diverse

a shade too intense,       a shade too inconsequential

a shade too directed,      a shade too lost

a shade too repetitive,    a shade to brief

a shade too benign,        a shade too strange

I have been told I am this

I am different to everyone

If I am only a shade

Then I am also by my nature

A shade of sanctuary

a shade of rest

a shade of calm

a shade to hide

a shade  to the weary

a shade to shield

But this is not what they see

I am a shade too wrong

For a shade too many

If I listen to them and they are right

Then I am splintered and mad

or

I am everything and therefore god

All I know is I am

a shade of many shades

still only

a shade
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The picture above is meant to be turned upside down and viewed to show the same face looking sad.

Unfortunatly, this will be a little hard with a desktop. Never mind, just write it onto paper and turn it

upside down, shouldn’t take more than a few minutes.

X-mass

Mere     x-mass!                                                                                                                                            

                     (hic.AA meeting new year)                                     

 mere     x-mass!                                                                                      

                     (weight watchers resolution)                                    

 mere     x-mass!                                                                               

                      (religion Vs. Festivities                                           

                                           Decree nisi)                                       

  mere    x-mass!                                                                                

                       (credit heaven)                                                            

  mere   x mass!                                                                                 

                      (Hallowed be consumerism.  Prayer of the Capitalist)    

          I                                                                             I

      me                                                                       am
          see                                                                       ego

     time                                                                     real
        learn                                                                      frail

   create                                                                   insane
      hopeful                                                                  thought

 universe                                                                soothing
    enlighten                                                                 essential

harmonious                                                             indescreet
    represses                                                                 repressed

 tortured                                                                  hopeless
     destroy                                                                     hopeful

   infest                                                                      insane
       exist                                                                         think

   mind                                                                        over
        had                                                                           now

     go                                                                             id

        I                                                                                 I

House Wife

Wed dew

wonder nuptial, lait pun red now,

partner rent rap.

Timid I, I dim it

Snip paws, swap pins

buns tin, nit snub

Tarlatan, natal rat

I trad, dart I

loops tog got spool

dab dab, bad bad

Cavatina, 'anita vac'

snap pans

top drawer - reward pot

neep two, peen owt

no top turnips, spin rut, pot on

snub buns, stand up, pud nats nab tins

I snit pans.   Snap tins I,

Pans stop pots snap

Nit pin, stop, pots  nip tin,

Drawer snub, buns reward.

I sit, tis I

erosion,  no is ore

pan.........nap

sway bard drab yaws

sleep peels

I Deb, bed I,

Damon Avon, Nova Nomad

wed dew

new dew

wed wen

stop wen

new pots (sigh)

Tarot to rat,

raps, spar,

drager on, no regard

Dum pets step mud

taps stop, pots spat,

new wels, slew ten

parsnips spin rap

no no, on on

pots on, no spots

loot dum mud tool

pom pom mop mop

pooh hoop

putrid dirt up

put upon, no put up.

Gums sore, eros mug

No top tup, put pot on

may...yam, onion

no, I no

I Deb, bed I

revolution !...(Sigh)

No it u lover,

Avon Damon, nomad nova

star mad, dam rats

pets step,

snap pans,

dum mud

pom pom mop mop

straw, warts

mug, gums

sag, gas

parados sela rap

tarlatan, natal rat

  + wed u.

Party

Martini, in it ram

lager,

regal,

spiv V.I.P's

lager, regal

Martini, in it ram

Nuts Stun

No tops - spot on.

Mega tarts stratagem:

Leer, reel, peek, keep

meet slag, 

gal's teem

 + piss up.

(Splutter) Pus sip,

Marsala !....Alas, ram

Slag yaws, sway gal's

Rats (Splutter) star

Anal Lana.

Testis, sit set

meet "Straw, Lana Straw"

Warts, anal warts teem.

Smug gums, tips spit

Denim tug, gut mined

Reward.....drawer

lap pal.

"Kata atak" slap

repel,

Leper pal's.

Martini, in it ram

rum rum, murmur

gulp, plug

""Smut,  Eros on?""

"No, sore tums (gargle)

 Taramasalata ?"

""A tala - sam a rat (burp)

"GORGON, NO GROG"

Niggard, drag gin.

Gulp, plug

Ah turps irc.."Crisp rut ha !"

""Turn on,  non rut?

Devil lived. Pot top""

"Top Pot" 

hah,

Martini, in it ram, lager regal

"gelation"

""No it a leg""

gulp + plug

murmur murmur

rum rum rum rum

Lana loots stool, anal.

mummur rum rum

""Peek top- keep pot ?"

"Pun rut turn up"

""Pal lap (snide)""

"lap sit set, testis pal"(smiles)

""Bang up, pug nab/Masturbation?""

"No it a brut sam...

Nuts- retool,  Looter stun"

murmur rum rum

Piss up, pus sip.

Drawer reward -

  Torpid ! (Dip rot)

Sway yaws

Strap parts torpid

Dip rot trap

part lived

Devil passion

 no is sap

(burp) leer reel,

"Uh huh, huh uh" (falls)

"Tin god - dog nit"

Kata atak "Top pot, tar rat...."(smiles)

3.

                              War niks                           skin raw                      

                           gas warder                           red raw sag

                              red now                            wonder

                                    timer                           remit

                                    sloot                            tools

                                 dirt up                            putrid

                                 slip up                            pupils

                                 no sob                            boson

                                      bro                            orb

                                     sten                            nets

                         no it a lever                            revelation

                                    lever                            revel

                                 sward                            draws

                                     trap                            part

                                    strap                            parts

                           swob mud                            dum bows

                                 dip rot                            torpid

                               rot corp                            proctor

                                   moor                            room

                                  doom                            mood

                                      evil                            live

                                       pit                            tip

                                   guns                             snug

                                      leer                            reel

                                     emit                            time

                                    teem                            meet

                        'Won' - peels                            sleep now.


May you forever shower

In happy flowers
Unless you get hot

on Bott rot.

May you be blessed

With a disturbing zest

To want to buy

My next try

I hope you liked some

And maybe had fun

I’d hate you to spend a penny

and not like any

But which ever way it goes

I want you to know

I wish you the best forever (!)


Glossary





Cumulus – cloud


   Formation


Fuscous – dark 


    brown grey


Sangfroid –under    


    Strain


Tala - music


MI5 –uk secret 


     service


Pummel -strike


Penates –Roman 


god of household Landau -carriage


Semiology–study   


    of signs


Limpid  - 


    transparent


Rankle -irritation


Quetzakoatl –


    Aztec god 


 wind/air, plumed  


    serpent


Noetic -intellect


Mephistopheles – 


    devil








Glossary





Lait  -  milk  Snip - cut  


Tarlatan –


   cotton fabric


Trad -tradition


Neep - turnip


Peen - flatten


Owt -anything


Pud -pudding


Nab -grab


Snit –bad 


    mood


Tis –it’s


Bard –poet 


  /strip of pork


Yaws –disease 


   of ulcerating 


   sores


Wen -cyst


























Wels -catfish



































Tup -lamb



































Parados–


   trench  


   embankment


Sela rap –


   cellophane 


   wrap








For the


Mooy & Moo Moo’s


of the world


and the Mooi


    that is yet to come








