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WE DANCE THE DANCE

We dance the dance

The dance, of want

Of knowing you must have something while realising

You cannot

We dance the dance

The dance, of greed

Of constantly coveting more than you could ever possibly need

We dance the dance

The dance, of need

Being comfortable materialistically but not in things that matter

Love, or understanding

It is always the ones who have least who are the least demanding

Those with shitloads of everything always want for SOMETHING

They should receive diplomas in ballroom dancing

We dance the dance

The dance, of want

Of knowing you will have something while realising

You should not

We dance the dance

The dance, of greed

Accruing more and feeling the need to constantly broadcast it

We dance the dance

The dance, of need

Being comfortable materialistically but not in things that matter

Concern, and compassion

Seems like being dissatisfied is the new fashion

People going around every minute of the day, moaning

Drowning out the voices of those who do have nothing

ESCAPEES

Now that the gate is open

The pigs have escaped

Stone wall is compromised and goats have jumped the fence

It is a feat comparable

To putting a genie back in his bottle

Once the stable door's propped open and the horses have bolted

Nothing can be doing

Returning things to how they once were is a massive undertaking

And since the farm is next to a busy motorway

The animals are probably dead, anyway

Goats and pigs and horses are not able to outpace 70mph cars

And they will be disoriented in strange environs

Best just surrender what has been

Buy new livestock

And look to the future

Repair the walls and barns and shut stable doors

So that they cannot escape those ways, any longer

Sheep only ever wander after their leader

Chickens in search of food

Animals are dumb and oblivious to danger

A good sheepdog investment will surely keep all together

Prevent any losses in future

Now that the unthinkable's happened

Circumstance in freefall

There is no point in recriminations at all

Sometimes things happen, and not always for the best

So do what you can, letting fate do the rest

LOVE UNIVERSAL

No matter what language you say it in

Swahili, or Catalan

No matter which civilisation may currently reign

Love

Love

Is universal

Lovers communicate unbeknownst to us all

Since some things in life are beyond the most

Cunning linguists

Some things (as 007 would say) are beyond words

No matter which language you currently speak

Chinese, Estonian, Urdu or Greek

No matter under what government you live

Love

Love

Is everything

It is as vital to life as eating or drinking

As omnipresent to existence as breathing

Naive politicians attempt to legislate

But love is the most natural "natural" state

Death penalties imposed on homosexuals

Other unfortunate individuals

LGBT activists imprisoned for campaigning

For their "deviant" behaviour to be given greater understanding

No matter whom you love, or your mother tongue

Serbo-Croat, Welsh, Albanian

No matter what others might think, or feel

Love

Love

Is universal

SOLIDARITY

In for a penny, in for a pound

Solidarity

United in action against another group's aggression

Whether it be schoolchildren or a sovereign nation

A problem shared is a problem halved

When something is troubling us

Solidarity

When something (or someone) is threatening us

Whether it be foreign or domestic foe

All for one, and one for all

When someone is trying to put one over on us

Or otherwise shame or injure us

We close our ranks, draw ourselves in

And prepare to fight for what we believe in

In for a penny, in for a pound

Solidarity

United in numbers when we so desperately need it

Human courage buttressed by a collective spirit

Awareness is the best defence

Against belligerence

When people are pointing their guns directly at us

Fate can campaign like 1812

The mighty Napoleon

Once you awake and find the whole of Moscow aflame

Succeeding in your endeavour

To send the louse to Saint Helena

Solidarity

Solidarity

A core of individuals whom you always trust

Through thick and thin, surviving all together

And would trust even if it meant endangering your own life 

BEAUTIFUL MAN

It hurts too much

To touch

It pains too much, to gaze

That beautiful man

That face

In a world such as ours sadly misplaced

Now that he is dead and his soul is lost to space

Threw everything away

By committing suicide

It hurts too much

To feel

It pains too much, to think

Everything that has been lost to our society

By his not being here now, today

So many pages of history that will not now be written

Another of modernity's prestigious victims

Depression

Misunderstood

Everyone realises that the past is so important

Preserving historic buildings

We need to discover the where, what, why of the present

If humanity is to have a future

How a man could lose himself

And be found

Dead

Dead

With several days' decomposition

I marvel that nobody has been looking for him

It hurts too much

To touch

It pains too much, to gaze

That beautiful man

That face

In a world such as ours disassociate

From everything and everyone left living in it

Threw everything away

By committing suicide

AN ENGLISHMAN'S CASTLE...

When we build a tower

We assume

A position of power

From an elevated position, we force submission

Becoming the new Lord of the manor

When we build a tower

For both

Strength, and defence

We declare that we are a family to be reckoned with

You attempt to subjugate at your own peril

Several thousand gallons of boiling oil

For several generations now

Our family has been feared, and respected

For several generations now

We have been lords, magnates, nobles... magistrates

A virtual principality

With virtual autonomy over our "territory"

First building in mud, then in wood

And then stone

Our motte-and-bailey miscellany, now a formidable citadel

An appropriately impressive complex

When we build a tower

And castle

To stand alongside it

From behind sturdy, steadfast walls of stone

An Englishman's castle is his home

PENICILLIN

Allergic to penicillin

Though

That was on the prescription

My god

My god

Are they trying to kill him?

He is already seriously... desperately, ill

Prescribed now doxycycline

Though they will not give it to him

The doctor has said it is just a viral infection

While, all the while, his temperature is rising

My god

My god

What are we going to do

The day

His illness finally takes him away?

As if I won't have enough on my hands

I shall have an incredibly emotionally disturbed man

Allergic to penicillin

Though

That was on the prescription

(Do they NEVER check their records?)

Seems as if they have finally tired of him

And are

Trying to kill him

WAR AND PEACE, EXTENDED

Everyone has a story

I have "War and Peace"

Divided into several meaningless chapters

1,000+ pages

Everyone has a book in them

I have a library

Fully endorsed by the Dame Barbara Cartland society

Book after book, all frivolous dribble

As I suffer without getting to the root of my troubles

I walk and breathe and keep going

Problems mounting

The problem with me is that I do not express how I am

Feeling

Not an especially auspicious start for a budding author

Everyone has a song

I have an iPod

80GB's-worth, highly-compressed

But none ever likely to become Top 75 hits

STRANGERS

When we converse

We are as

Strangers

What a pathetic way to start the day

Moving progressively farther away

When we talk

Whether at breakfast or dinner

We really have very little to say to one another

No children to talk about, no achievements or woes

No debts, money worries so we're content I suppose

The only thing is

Relationships

Need more than two people

They need stimulus, need connection at a far deeper level

When we chat

We are as

Strangers

Pathetic drivel that really means very little

To think we once

Sparked

Off each other, fuelled a sensuous fire

Now we eat toast and marmalade and discuss the weather

CARICATURES
It takes us all our lives to discover

That we really know very little, about one another

What we think we know is often

Wrong

Obscured in a dust cloud of confusion and doubt

As if we ever know all there is to know, about ourselves

It takes us all our lives to realise

That there is more hidden underneath, than on the surface

Often what we portray is how

We wish others to remember us

Like reclusive Hollywood stars, manufacturing our

Own realities

Our own stories

Designed more often than not to impress

We become caricatures

It takes us all our lives to discover

That we really know very little, about one another

About our own selves, even less

We never know our own true worth till it is put to the test

Positive reinforcers, whether good or bad

Discovering a little more with each experience


