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THE COMPROMISED YOU

Once you compromise you

You are no longer

You become a stranger

Once you choose to surrender and become another

Another existence, new friends

As what you once thought inviolable falls away

Falls away

Falls away

As what you thought permanent is temporary

Seemingly caught between differing identities

Once you compromise you

You can no longer

Pretend that you are anything but a stranger

To those who remained steadfast and now find themselves

Alienated, from you

Even your mother

Once you choose to surrender and become another

Another personality

Another identity

As what you once thought unalterable moves away

Moves away

Passionately denying every aspect of you

Until you are no longer you

Once you compromise you

You are no longer

You become a stranger

Technicolor replaced grey

And many were caught in a strangely familiar new world

Employing, but uncomfortable with the new technologies

Since many find it difficult to deal with change

STICKS AND STONES

Sticks and stones

Break bones

Names are just names

Words, words

Sticks and stones shatter the cartilage in your knee

If applied thoroughly enough

And if they rupture an artery can let loose a TORRENT of blood

Sticks and stones

Break bones

Names are just names

Words, words

Being called a motherf**king faggot can never hurt me

But wait till they get me down a dark alley

I'll be lucky to make it out alive

With any but a few of my permanent teeth

That's if I make it out alive at all

Battered and bleeding in shadow

And all because you opened your big mouth

Your big mouth

One too many times

Sticks and stones

Break bones

Names are just names

While fists can do a shitload of damage

I might be homosexual but I'd hurt like any other

Skin blossoming

In to a bouquet of violet bruises

Sticks and stones

Break bones

Names are just names

Words, words

Sticks and stones shatter the cartilage in your knee

Snap the tendons in your ankles

And break your ribs, dislocating shoulders

If applied thoroughly enough

If applied thoroughly enough

If applied thoroughly enough

Sticks and stones can kill

GARDEN UNTOUCHED (A MULTITUDE OF PROBLEMS)

A multitude of gardening problems

Watch the weeds grow

Roses bloom as the spring moves in

A plethora of particular issues

Complicates the relationship between flora and humans

Honeysuckle, overpowering

Covers every fence and every wall

It is practically ivy in its covetousness

Nondescript flowering bush in the spaces

Thorns and thistles in the grass

A catalogue of horticultural disasters

Garden, untouched

The lawnmower has not been around in an age

A maelstrom of matters to be attended to

As the garden reawakens

As the garden reawakens

Ice melts in the cracks between the seasons

As the sun shines and everything sighs

No more snow, no more surviving

The moment is for CELEBRATING

The gardener, commiserating

With a beer or two

In the garden

Garden, untouched

A plenitude of gardening problems

Weeds grow in spite of little rainfall

A haven for bugs and mosquitoes

TWO FOR TEA

Two for tea

You

Me

I know that you would much prefer coffee

But it is not civilised to partake of the bean

So early in the morning

6.30am

Gee

Two for tea

You

Me

I know that you are not looking forward to work

But we have 45 mins before we have to leave

So in… out, BREATHE

In… out, breathe

Seemingly addicted to coffee

But it is not wise to be so reliant on caffeine

So early in the morning

6.30am

Gee

We have been up for 15 mins already

Typical Brits

Putting the kettle on before we are dressed

Tea is a natural hydrant

Sets you up for the torment of the 700

Pissing around changing at Littlehampton

BOYFRIEND #111 (CRYIN’)

I’m cryin’

But I’ll pretend that I’m fine

Just nip to the loo and put a little lipstick on

Dust this ravaged face

I’m cryin’

But I’ll pretend I’m OK

Just head to the bar for a double-G&T

Quintessentially me

Always the girl who doesn’t give a damn

The last one bitchin’

When the Sun is coming up Monday

I’ll just carry on as I’ve always been carryin’

I’m cryin’

But I’ll pretend that I’m fine

Will pretend that you don’t get to me all of the time

Apply a little camouflage-rouge

To bring a bit of colour back to cheeks

Recently blotched and tear-stained

Always the one who don’t give a fuck

Always been outspoken and vitriolic

Volatile... in all the right ways

I am frankly now a little dazed

Cannot believe that you have done what you’ve done

Boyfriend #one hundred-and-eleven

I’m cryin’

Thank god for No 7

I would die before I let you see

What you have done to me
ANDY WARHOL’S FAME GAME
Andy Warhol said it best

That everyone shall be famous for 15 minutes

15 minutes of fame

And then nobody’ll be able to remember your name

Fame is a funny thing

It can be everything but nothing

A quarter of an hour and that’s your time

“Brother, Can You Spare A Dime?”

Rags to riches

Millionaire to destitution row

Andy Warhol said it best

That everyone shall be famous for 15 minutes

15 minutes to share

Before you have to get out of there

Get out, for your sanity

Separated from your family

Fame is a boon for your self-esteem

And then not even “friends”’ll remember your name

Rags to riches

Celebrity to J Sainsbury

It is not what you know, but who’ll be there

To pick you up and dust you off

When reality intercedes

When the dream vanishes

And you are busy washing dishes at The Ritz

Putting it on, each and every day

Andy Warhol said it best

That everyone shall be famous for 15 minutes

All of the stars twinkling in the sky

And one of those stars is you

SHOTGUN MARRIAGE

When you have gone out on a limb

And chosen

But you have chosen the wrong one

Supernova

Supernova

There is nothing for it, but to go

Through with it

Make the best of whatever you have

Since you cannot change course in life

Cannot divorce

Circumstance

Possibilities point to a shotgun marriage

Once you have taken a chance

And NOT come up trumps

Supernova

Supernova

There is no point being morose, being "down in the dumps"

Positivity the order of the day

Since you cannot just give your bride away

Though you have thrown your life away

You made your bed

Now go lie in it

Lie

Lie

Manufacturing a makeshift smile

To be wheeled out on ceremonial occasions

When you have gone out on a limb

And chosen

But you have chosen the wrong one

Discovered by the end of the "first dance"

When you realise that they have no rhythm

Supernova

Supernova

Though you are an Olympic competitor

THE PULL OF THE FORCE (ANDY WARHOL'S SEQUEL)

When the pull of the force is just too powerful

Celebrity

Fame

Remembrance

Remember the fates of all those who came before

Before

Forgotten and condemned

When the lure of happy circumstance

Tempts

To take a chance

Because everybody wants to be famous

Remember the consequence of having too much

Money

Power

Influence

Remember the fates of such fleeting individuals

Forgotten like Cinderella after the clock strikes twelve

Living the high life

Drinking Cristal champagne

Diamonds are indeed a girl's best friend

But the girl who is wearing them is abandoned and alone

Forced to sell jewellery in order to keep her home

When the pull of the force is just too powerful

Celebrity

Fame

Remembrance

Remember the fates of all those who accepted

Without knowing the terms and conditions

You are required to surrender your mortal soul

And practically guaranteed to spend several years more, in purgatory

Such is the result of glory

When such an accolade is (un)deserved

When such an accolade is (un)deserved

WHEN DREAMS INTRUDE

When dreams intrude into reality

Brutality

Dreams can be positively vicious in their treatment of you

Throwing fresh perspectives on people you thought you knew

Sending your world into a tizz

With each fresh diagnosis

Each fresh diagnosis

Every new scenario, set of circumstances

Whether the dreams are good

Or they're bad

On occasion I have been known to hoover a carpet for hours and hours

The distance to be covered ever-growing

All during school assembly

Being made redundant in the dream I had yesterday

When dreams intrude into the everyday, in the worst possible way

When they come true

Dreams can be positively disarming in their approach to you

"We have come to show what COULD be"

Taking you upon their knee

Before your mum materialises into Satan and all props are taken away

Falling you to fall down, down uncontrollably

Sending your world into a tizz

With each fresh diagnosis

Each fresh diagnosis

Every new scenario, fresh cast of characters

Inhabiting familiar roles

The nurturer, passive-aggressor and the antichrist

When dreams intrude into reality

Brutality

On occasion I have somewhat less than nice

To people I know and love, see every day

The problem is that I can feel it spilling over

I sense the dream-world blurred into waking in the morning

And deciding to stay

MULTISYLLABIC TSUNAMI

Your words

Hit the mark

Hit the mark

Hit the mark, every time

Send an arrow aflame all the way through my heart

I look at your face and it does not seem that you know

You are ignorant

You are ignorant

Your words

Hit the spot

Hit the spot

Hit the spot, where they'll cause most damage

Shattered my confidence and my pride

Smashed into a thousand pieces

I look at your face and see you're distressed

Because you know you've wrought pain but do not know how

Ignorant

Ignorant

That you have torn my entire world apart

Copernicus was wrong because I orbit you

Alongside everything else which matters in this universe

A look, a word, a laugh, a frown

All have the ability to bring me down

Your words

Hit the mark

Hit the mark

Hit the mark, every time

Send an arrow aflame all the way through my heart

I look at your smile and there you are, full of love

Not knowing what you have done

Ignorant

Your words

Hit the spot

Hit the spot

Hit the spot, where they'll cause most damage

Channelled into a single passage of grief

Having disproved every single thing I ever believed

You think you can brush a single tear away

And still the tsunami

Which'll crash on your shore

Which'll crash on your shore

Which'll crash on your shore

Which'll crash on your shore
DOUBT
When you doubt the world

You doubt yourself

When you let a little cynicism into the world

Disbelieving that any sky could ever be THAT blue

Any ocean, still

Remarking in a snide aside that people will always disappoint you

Always the grey, in any day

When you doubt the world

You doubt your voice

Could ever be probably heard in such a hostile environment

Never mind that the skies are clear, and the birds are singing

All you can hear are birds of prey, circling

Making that unmistakable cry as they swoop in for the kill

Always grey, always grey

Oceans might be still

But all you can remember is the tsunami

Which killed many, many thousands where you are standing now

On a resplendent tropical beach

Lush and calmly reassuring

Never mind that even in paradise terrible things are always happening

The trick is to accept and let in the beauty which confronts

Confronts

Confronts

When you doubt the world

You doubt yourself

When you let a little cynicism into the world

You pollute

Disbelieving that something could be THIS perfect

So you introduce elements that'll mar the perfect effect

Bringing the grey, to EVERY day
POSITIVITY

I am in the market for positivity

Will take whatever

You give me

I am in the running for "eternal optimist of the year"

LOL

HAHA

Stepping around the puddles before I splash my way straight through them

With childish abandon

Who gives a shit that it is even raining???

Not me

Not me

I am in the market for positivity

Will take whatever the day affords

Whatever

You give me

I am in the running for cunning linguist of 2014

When I go down and suck your cock clean out

You'd think that even YOU should have a smile on your face

By the time my mouth is full of sperm

Obviously not

I am in the market for positivity

Will take whatever

You give me

I am in the running for "eternal optimist of the year"

LOL

HAHA

Running to the playground for a surreptitious play on the swing

I appreciate this is something a grown man should not be doing

Who gives a shit that it is even raining???

Not me

Not me

I have on my wellies and my best waterproofs

And I'll go on marching militant with the best of them

Carry on regardless of any dark, stormy clouds

Stepping around the puddles before I splash my way straight through them

Laughing, uncontrollably

Who gives a shit that it is even raining???

Not me

Not me

Not me

AUDITORIUM

Enter the demon from the dark

Screams

In the auditorium

Enter the monster from the blue lagoon

To come and get you

Enter the summation of all you ever most dreamt of

In nightmare

In nightmare

All your most potent dangers

They are on your tail and they are getting closer and closer

Closer and closer

Shadows already thrown against the wall

As they meet and then overwhelm you

Enter the demon from the dark

Shrieks

From the auditorium

Sound reverberating down the long, dark corridors

Approaching the old projection room

Everything of course is Dolby Digital now

5.1 surround

As echoes from past movies merge and then impede

You are trapped

Trapped

In some director's cut of a scene

As the summation of all you ever dreamt of

In nightmare

Moves in

