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This I say:

You burn

urban decay

Soulless replay

Of a life in front of the TV

Giving cerebral VD

TV is your teacher

Your preacher

Your prosthetic lecher

No sublimation

Just alienation

I’m an angel no one 

Wants the help of

I’m the angel of the truth

 nobody wants to hear

Nobody listens to my story

Of spiritual outlawry

Every time I tell it

I’m taken to a place of safety

Where my soul is ripped in sections

Stripped of my keys, I cannot sing like an angel

Stripped of my keys, I don’t have a home

Stripped of my keys, I am in a cell

They call me the bag lady

But I need the bags to carry my wings

The beautiful tyranny of my own inconsequence

The womb where I came from

Smoked a pack a day

Cried lonely in a bedsit

My father has finally forgiven

Me for my birth

We’re not gods or super humans

We are people in our own cells

And viscera

In a bag of skin

With a brainwashed brain

Being brainwashed

By other washed brains

I have the talent of turning

People dysfunctional in a minute

Soul death while U wait

Why not go mad, eh?

We’re happily living in

Mediocrity

Where dignity and integrity

Are abnormal,

Feared traits in a human being.

Give the rat race rat head

Your big mouth on the small dick

Of the 9-5 ogre

Prisms of dead colours

Shine

In a heart turned

Inside out

Pain in the trees

I see pain in the trees

The skies are blue about it

And the clouds go by without

Even looking down

Unable to carry the weight

Of its own tears

The indigo sunset

Turns its back

Giggles of small children

Grow up,

And die

I have to kill my father

To make him a better human being

An imploding star

In my celestial remorse

I’ve got the heart of a dog

Chasing its own tail

I rage at the stage

Where we all perform detestable

Dramas for the entertainment

Of blind gods

Which lead to happy slaves

And even happier graves

The closing down sale of my soul

Everything must go

All bankrupt stock

Now available in black and blue

I want to turn my pain

Into a morgue

It’s hard to see the ones you love die

It’s even harder to see the ones you hate live

“The only time I’ll be happy

to see you is when you’re six

feet under.”

Parents say the nicest things.

I smiled and loved and laughed

As a child

Growing



Growing





Growing

Gone

I found my place in the world

· the madhouse

An empty room

A ticking clock

Measuring your eternal absence

With the vanity of the second

Taking all the time in the world

Oblivion is not total

I am aware of it.

Everyone’s an angel

Your sanity calls that madness

Your sanity’s

Your vanity

There’s no room in the mirror for you

Your mirror is on backward

Earthquake

Heartbreak

Somewhere

Something

Breaks

The sweetest thing

Decays

Hardness

Burns your teeth

And swims in your bones

The filth and the folly

Of metronomic

Holy

Holy

Solely

‘Step into the light’

poltergeist

zeitgeist

I’ll make you rave to the grave

What is it your dancing to?

I’m waiting for Godot and the 59 bus

All couch potatoes

Are ghouls of nato

Your disgust into inaction

Helps their moral misconstruction

All winos on benches

Are philosophers

‘Locke, I Kant give a flying Spinoza!’

South London streets

Are not paved with gold

But with used condoms

Of angry, transient lusts

And paid cunts

That look more like scared

Young girls to me

Who’ve never had a hug.

Where’s the soul

On the dole?

Where’s the life

In the 9 to 5?

Life’s full of choices

But where is my voice

In all this?

Why doesn’t God pay my rent?

The skies are godless, thank fuck

They belong to the birds and sun

That’s holy enough for me.

Totalitarian eggcups

In Judas symmetries

The loneliness of the sun

That keeps us alive

Or Halparadol Babylon

The sea will always be

Bigger than its own aloneness

The aerosol seer

Gives a breath of fresh air

With consequence

And holes in the argument

In this world of mirrors

People turn their backs on you

To think the day after I die

The sun will rise again

Someone will fart

Someone will cry

Someone will pull a trigger at their own head

All this will go on

Life goes on

It doesn’t need me

It doesn’t need any of us

It just needs an inside-out flower

One light bulb on all night

Makes me a moth to a flame

Kerosene is my air

I want a higher education

That those in the know

Don’t know

Don’t bring me back down to earth

I know it’s the place of my birth

But it’s sad, mad and bad

And I can only make it worse

Cheap life opaque

Gives me empty days

Fuck! This is crazy

Ugly utopia promised me

Carnivals and carousels, turning, turning

Killing

Time. But it’s all a hoax

I

Still see

Life

I’m an inmate to the

Fall back down to 

Earth. I want the end.

Life is a language ill spoken

Sick of being said

Life ahead

Fate a noose

I’m in my skin

Of aloneness and sin

And full of nothing left

Life is a sick joke

And the punch line

Is death

Ha, ha, ha

But he draws me near

And tells me to taste

The sweet indigo night

With him

Who said suicide is spiritual masturbation?

I bet he was a wanker

The power of love

Has a short fuse

And there’s nothing for the meter

And there’s nothing for the mile

But his touch makes me lose my skin

Sex on a beach

The ocean our blanket

Our empty shrine

Of squalid nourishment

And sweet corruptions

Drowning into the night

I would be happy

To let the liquid blanket

Warm in perpetual slumber

And blind my vision azure

But as this deadland

Silence

Screams its

Lullaby

We make love

In a world of noise

Air, the thing that keeps us alive

Is nothing

It’s nothing

We look at each other

And know blindness can see

Tears decree

A mirror with reflections of you

· even though you’ve gone.

Close you eyes, baby

See what I’m feeling?

See what I mean?

Close your empty hand

And touch what I feel

Without you

Close your empty hand

And hold me

Close. Close

Yet so far.

 I’m ripped to pieces

Noiseless on the velvet decline

Panic. Pain

The adagio wander to the grave

Poisoned by the

Asylum of my dreams begging for

Reality, my mind –crowded inside

And out – tells me there are 

No strings attached to the

Opulent noose of existence, that

I am  just

A little paranoid

If orgasms are oceans

Then in my being, my body

All the oceans of the earth

Wash under my skin

When you kiss

When you touch

When you fuck

When you love

But why am I standing at the ocean alone now?

The ecstasy

Of you next to me

In a world that likes to

Keep its distance

Forfeit the piracy

Of my ocean

The inadequacy of celibacy

When you smile

Listen to that

It’s not silence

But the echoes

Of all the things I couldn’t say.

Poetic lesions

Watching incomprehensible seasons

Manic

I can cause global panic

Smile at me and feed my pain

Point a gun to your head 

so I can smile again

tell me lies – 

so the world has truth again

Do you believe in your ego’s

Advertising campaign?

You new and improved recipe

For soul death

It is the maenad’s duty

To undertake frenzied writes

To stop following the end point of sanity

Which is the mushroom cloud

I have a sunny disposition

Return me to my nightmares

If this is reality.

What makes a poetic tic tick?

The end point of the road

Leads you back to the beginning

The thing you ran away from

Is the only thing that welcomes you home

How do you like

My vampyric 

Soundbites?

Exposed to the sun

My frozen heart decays

Life put it in the freezer

Telling me I would not have any

Use for it

Consigned

science to

The self-reliance

Of it blindness

I prefer kindness

I’ve got evil all backwards

And my dog too

This is it

I’m in the snake pit

On the ward

With a 100 other gods

The spit

The shit

The piss

The lick

That takes your skin off

The smile

That burns your wings off

The pills

The soul kill

Jack and Jill

Fell down the multinational hill

The milk spills

I cry

I die

I lie

Just to swim out

Of the snake pit

Of burning fish

This is no place of safety

This is where the grave should be

I let Trotsky the pigmy

Sing about envy

I am the ventriloquist dummy

Of the stars.

The sin of skin

The skin of sin

The sin of the sun

And the son of the sin

I need an exorism

Every time I kiss him

Is it a prism

Or a prison?

I’m a hobo ‘ho

Ho ho

No no

Let’s go

Ride the rail

Impale the failure

Peace together

The mosaic of paranoia

To see the bigger picture

The laughter of the sun

The laughter of the sun

The laughter of the sun

In the desert of humanity

A puddle of thorazine is an oasis 

Metal shampoo

For the eye on me

For the iron me

For the irony

Getting drunk on Saturday to unwind

By Sunday morning there’s blood on the ground

Your Monday to Friday

Is nothing but let’s die day

The 9-5 is a blood sport

What is being hunted exactly?

The taxes of sin are death

Means I have a dodgy syntax

I like peacing together the ice cream

The carousel is making its own flavour

I am ice cream wheels on the sun

Turning inside the burning

Learning inside the yearning

I’m still here.

There is an art to life

Bob Ross

Sex god

Too many gods

And not enough Bods

Bod, what was your road?

I prefer the magic roundabout.

We are all gods

Watching tv

And old dramas

Nobody has any faces any more

Expanded consciousness

On a pin head

Is there a point?

You spin me right round

Baby right round

Like a record

Time

 To

 your 

own

 death

facelessness

in the eye scream

dreaming

of a dream

being a dream

that wasn’t a dream

life is narcissus anonymous

death can’t bear to look in the mirror

the clouds never

touch the streets

broken glass

bare feet

I’m pissing my life away

The urine

Sublime

Of time.

Timeless

Is rhymeless

This is where the crime is

I’m watching butterflies burn

It’s your turn

I’m the jester

From Leicester

No, actually I’m from London

I’m really a molester

Of the siesta

In polyester

Oh, the rhyming dictionary is so much fun

The oblivion is nothing but colours

The eyelids no closure

The open all hours

Flowers

I am the pacifist

In love with the gun

The killer 

In love with…

someone

the head

tripped

over something

This book is full of

Haiku 

Fuck yous

And I love yous

Reality is in the

I

Of the beholder

Which means the world

Is getting colder

And hell

Is a little bit

older

I accept the sun’s nepotism in

Allowing the night

To look over me

I see graves,

These bones 

That were once

Their parent’s

Flirting smile.

I look into eyes

And see they believe

Their parents’ lies

I see they’ve already written

On their graves

‘I didn’t bother to live’

It’s do or die

You could die today

Or are you already dead?

Come on and live

Or have you already made your bed.

Narcissism

Cynicism

Nihilism 

I’m an angel

An astral wastrel

My only message is: ‘LIVE!’

I shout this on the street

People think I’m crazy

There is no satisfaction in being

An angel

Nobody wants to be saved.

But rather enslaved

Why?

I cry

As pigs take me back

To the sty

I just don’t get it

Fed ex the shit

I asked Dali for the time

The mocha tick-tocker

The cellular degeneration

Of 

Eternity

I’ve thrown away the key

They are locking me up

For my own good

Goodness 

Is a crime?

The sun is the light

Of a billion minds

That’s why it’s giving me

Cancer

The special k

Skin

Is in

Death always wins

Yet it doesn’t want to

It just waits

To be hated

By everyone

What fun

Time to

Finger fuck

Lady luck

The holy hole

The lonely soul

Those that hold the power

Cannot hold the flower

Heaven is a subsidiary

Of a pharmaceutical company

So I’m on the road

Forever

Coming?

The only baggage I have

Is my wings

 Is life

A flight of fancy

The beauty of the breeze

Almost lifts me off my feet

The beauty of the sun

Shows the only number is one

The ocean

The only magic potion

For the pain that is

The rain

My home

My doorway Eden

No food on the tree of

Knowledge

I’m hungry

I’m really hungry

I beg for money

And people spit on me

I try to save their souls

And the police take me away

Have you ever tried LSD

On ECT

God cackles

And demons use your brain

As a comfortable chair

The meaning of life

Is not a sound bite

In case of fire

Break the looking glass

In case of liars

Kiss my arse

The dirty grace

And purity 

Of chaos

It’s the only thing

The world understands

I’m a trans

Dental

Nurse

So make yourself comfortable

And open wide

Your vacant soul

Needs a filling

It’s only going to hurt

A little bit

Forget calories

And salaries

And just live!

Madness and genius

Are bedfellows

It all depends on who

Is giving who

The head

The head on a platter

The mind over matter

The mad hatter

With the bright eyes

Caught in the headlights

Of a truck 

FUCK!

Wittgenstein said: ‘If you have a pre-recorded universe in which everything is pre-recorded, the only thing not pre-recorded is the pre-recordings themselves’.

But who recorded ‘Neighbours’

Over the ending?

All smiles have sadness

Because death will always 

Have the last laugh

Are you sure you’re not wearing a black triangle?

In Nazi Europe, prostitutes were interned in workcamps as punishment.

What’s the difference between them and the 9-5ers?

Stop being a cog in the sordid machinery of modern times

Be a particle of a higher planet

Or revert back to being a walking, talking human-skin lamp

with the light switched off by order of your beautiful, beautiful life

Work will make you free

Walk under a zyclone sunshine

One of the six million soul holocaust rush hour

Is my soul in the lost property dept of the universe?

staffed by the mundane bureaucracy of the ego?

Watching people rush the hour of their doom so they

can have yet more doom

The perks of the job of being a creature of banal grace – an

Afterlife?

Please no. We do not need uselessness to proliferate

Into celestial realms.

This is the shape of things to come

Black triangle.

This is the shape of things to come

Black triangle

This

Is 

The 

Shape

Of

Things

To

Come

In the hope of something better,

you are quite

happy

to do a job you

hate, quite 

contented to be a

cog in the machine

just so you can acquire

goods, pay taxes, and go

out every Saturday night,

while you slaver after your

unfulfillable dreams,

because there is nothing else

you can do. You

can look around you – at your

mortaged house, your furniture

bought on credit, at pictures

of your estranged spouse, at

photos of your children 

who resent you.

You can look at them

and say these things

are worth it. OR

you can put your hop

around your neck

and walk on air.
Knocking on the door of my own emptiness

Nobody’s home

Nobody’s left either

Nobody on the other side to open the door but me

I may have to burn down the house

To be let back in

I thought I was on a long journey

But I didn’t know it was to back here again

So here I am

Knock, knocking on my own emptiness

Waiting to be let into

Death

What is death but

Silent Laughter now

Fear of the dark is only the darkness now

Trophies glint in junkyards

Children playing

Children playing

 – where have they gone?

All the work you did just built a nicer grave

Your loneliness – even lonelier

And your home – the loneliness of all

People – People – Gone – Gone

Where have they gone?

Not here

Not here

Anymore
It’s time

To get on the road

To go ‘there’.

In my car

leaving everything behind

No more bills or TV

I am going to find myself

if I’m not already forever lost

I’m going somewhere…

anywhere that isn’t here

but here is always here

and there is always there.

I’ve been nowhere special;

the postcards I have sent to myself

have told me that much

But I’m happy, driving alone,

on this empty road.

That’s what freedom is…

isn’t it?
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