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I
Reflections

Sweet sensations fill my mind

On what is by all accounts a calm, peaceful day

Lying on my back, watching the world go by

Face turned upwards towards the sky

Watching the cloud formations form and move

Upwards towards the horizon

And butterflies and moths

Going on their own leisurely way

Unaware that I'm watching intently, catching every movement

Every once in a while I see,

I glimpse a busy bumble bee, humming

As it goes about its eager industry

Now, if only that could be me

Lord! How simple life would be

Nothing to worry about or remain watchful for

A routine, a way of life that seems at ease with itself

And with me

Pity I don't like honey ---

II
Don’t Let Tiredness Wear You Down

Be careful not to let tiredness wear you down

For only with the cool logic of wakefulness

Can this fucking planet begin to make sense

And that's a fact…

III
Just Turn Around
No need to be afraid, baby, just turn round

And let me see your other side

That side... that which always faces the dark

The hidden face you are afraid to show

Why do I ask? You wonder

Well, appearances can be deceiving - you should know

Just let a little light show

In your other self

Just turn around honey

You know I love you, so

Please trust me in this one little thing

You know like I do

That life holds few surprises

Life is hardly worth living

For veterans like ourselves

War-hardened, embittered, worn yet barely touched

We've navigated the storms of time

And risen to every challenge --- yes, even that

Just turn around honey

And all your questions will find their answers

I know you'll find what you're looking for

Yes, perhaps even in me

And I know that I'll find what I'm looking for

No problem at all, I know that

It's surprising what problems can be solved

When you approach them from a different angle

When you look at them in a fresh light

Yes ---

When you just turn around

IV
Skin Deep

Beauty is only skin deep, they say

God knows how far ugliness can reach ---

V
Third World Crisis

What a pity we don't see eye to eye

We come from different worlds, you and I

But, you see, together you and I could create a third

A world where we'd have the final word

A world where pain and grief would be at an end

And unbroken, radiant summers would extend

Almost to the end of time

I know this is just a dream, but it's a well-known fact I'm afraid -

“Everything is possible with love”

The problem is, only together could we make it work

And since you think that I'm a jerk

That's never likely to happen

Is it?

The feeling's mutual, by the way ---

VI
Love without Respect
What is love without respect?

And what is respect without trust?

Absolutely nothing at all, that's the point

And therein lies a question

Without them, what hope is there for the future?

For every loving relationship

That forms on this world

Yesterday, today and tomorrow?

Even for the marriage state

One must love their mate - love them, respect them

Trust them ---

The problem is, most people realise this too late

On the wrong side of the altar...

But the right side of the prenuptial it seems

So they divorce, and everything is back to how it was before

Save that little piece of paper

(And they wonder why Britain's in a mess)

VII
Other People's Happiness

Never look to someone else for your happiness

If you really care for them

Since this will entail them leading lives of loneliness

And all in pursuit of your selfish desires

VIII
Julia
Should I go right? Should I go left?

Julia wondered to herself

So many choices - so little time to decide

(Strange thing really, as she was dead, so what should time matter?)

But it would always come to the same I'm afraid

Since whatever plans for her life she made

The path was never going to be the right one -

You see, Julia had become sick of life

Tired of all the heartache, pain and strife

That plagued her world

So, she decided to end it all

And take her life, lest she fall

Into a worse situation hereafter

The problem was, she was not alone

She had a husband, two young children and a rather large phone bill

For company

(And what about the life insurance policy?)

So, picture this, she made a call

And the next day she suffered a fall

Off a cliff

In central London

(Well - it could have happened like that ---)

Now Julia was happily dead

And, lying there, nothing could trouble her head

She was buried on the very next day

And no-one who saw her could truthfully say

That she had ever looked happier

Except for... nay, even her children were smiling

So she had completed her mission

But she had forgotten one important detail

What's that, you ask? Well, namely this -

To get God's permission

To enter the gates ahead of her

Of Heaven or Hell

(Not that she really cared which - Hell was warmer...)

So Julia, once again, was trapped in the maze

Not of life but of something

Much more important

And she still couldn't find her way

This is a pretty sad thing to say

Since Julia had gotten what she wanted ---

IX
Worst Kind of Betrayal

Well, she made it through

And no thanks to you, I'm sure

'Cause you could've helped a little more

If you'd really wanted to

But no, you just put on a face

Submitted to all with ill-judged grace

Did whatever she wanted you to

And pretended to really care

(For her...)

But everyone knows you don't give a shit

Don't care a jot, no, not one little bit

'Cause if you did you'd see the pain

The anger, the hurt you caused

Before you went away ---

But then, I'm sure she'll wish you well

'Cause she's like that, not that you deserve it

She's been to hell and back these past few weeks

And did it without you - now... I bet you're jealous

What a selfish, unfeeling tosser you are -

'Tis probably all you know how to do

And that's only 'cause it's programmed into you

Not through any education or knowledge you've gained

Or experience from which you've learned

Otherwise you'd have learned so much these past few weeks

From her, as she showed you how to be a man

How to truly be strong, how to cope as best one can

In such a cruel, harsh world as this

And still - she cares for you

Not that you deserve it ---

You knew what was wrong, even when she couldn't see it

Lived with it, could name it a mile off

But you couldn't be bothered to report it

And because of you she's suffered so much

But still you were the first she wanted to touch

When she came around ---

That made me physically sick, but what could I say?

She loved you, cherished you, the way

In which she cared for you, even in her darkest hours

Should have told you something inside

But no - then you had to go and betray her

In the cruelest way possible ---

As I said, I'm sure she'll wish you well

But even so you've damaged something inside

That something will never break the spell

Of who she is

But it will never quite mend, for all of that

That something will always remain fragile, brittle, yet

It remains whole - goes to show what a strong person she is

Unlike you...

Actually, I kind of feel sorry for you

It's impossible really not to - do you know why?

'Cause you decided to play the game and you lost

*Bad luck loser!*

But that's the way of the world you know

Consider this your first lesson learned

Pity it had to be this way, when she tried so hard to show --- you

It's time to go home now, boy, but ---

Who's going to be home when you get there?

Who's going to cry you to sleep?

Who's going to care if you never wake?

Easy answer - *she* will

Not in person, but she will in her dreams

'Cause she has, she does, and she always will love you

I confess I detest you, loath you with all my heart

You're a parasite, but still I have to admire her love for you

Since love will always overpower hate, it is the stronger of the two

She is the stronger ---

Consider yourself lucky ---
X
Slaying Dragons in My Life
What is it I'm looking for?

Some purpose to myself, it seems

For however ardently I try to make changes in my life

They remain firmly lodged in my dreams

When will I pull myself from this rut?

'Cause it feels like I'm gathering moss

Or some other shitty appendage...

If only I could be more

Like the heroes in my life

But I feel irretrievably lost, adrift, in strife

I know it's nothing that a compass couldn't correct

But mine seems to be misplaced

I would ask to borrow yours, but as everybody knows

Our own fate must be dealt with, brought to light, faced

Before anyone else's ---

You can't ask someone else to guide you

They're on their own voyage, must fight their own monsters

Slay their own dragons

Just so happens that my dragons are a lot bigger than most

But that's not something to be proud of

That's something of which one should never boast

But don't worry, all is not lost - I know

When I can look in a mirror, and see

Me, just me, and not what I wanted so much to be

In the beginning

Then I will be on my way at last

And, like old St. George, I will be up to the task of life

And friendship shall be my shield ---

 (Did I mention love?)
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