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Written in its entirety 22nd January 2004
Dedicated to Maurice Gibb

Done in a day, 'cause I've a blessing to attend! (
I
Horses for Courses
Horses for courses

Spreadsheet choices

Canvassed throughout their lives;

Never the sweetest of hives

(Have you the nectar of youth? ---)

II
How Many Legs Has The Elephant Got?

"How many legs has the elephant got?"

I don't know 'bout you, but I don't care a jot

Psychometrically speaking, it's a whole load of rot;

Don't care anymore what my rival has got ---

III
Twistin' On Sudbury Park

'Twas a brother and sister

Playin' intermolar twister

On Sudbury Park;

Middlesex lovers, grindin' in the dark

And making babies –

No, not transmitting rabies

But they could've as well at the time

At least it'd have killed off this excommunicate crime ---

IV
Sing a Little Lullaby / The Same Beautiful Man

I sing a little lullaby

As I caress you, my friend

Though occasionally we don't see eye-to-eye

On our special union you can depend

When I say "I love you", please believe –

'Cause ultimately that is the truth

Even if I wanted to, I could never leave;

These eyes of mine betray the proof

As I sing a little lullaby

I think of all the times we've had;

'Tis true I've seen you laugh and cry

We've gone through weeks real bad

But on the whole, our lives together

Have combined to produce a third –

Though I'd rather not confront the "never",

When we married I meant every word

So I sing a little lullaby

And you slowly drift into sleep

I renew my vow that, till the day I die

These promises I'll faithfully keep:

That I'll love you, and respect you –

Care for you if need be;

'Cause, despite all the troubles we've been through

The same beautiful man is the only thing I see ---

V
Only Herbal

Put the kettle on and make a cuppa;

I will have some herbal tea

Having drank it all, you can then go and make another –

Those teabags were bought for me

I don't want to see you surreptitiously sneaking

In the cupboard, or ever using this mug

I will be on hand to hear that cupboard creaking –

Now do the washing-up;

I've bought a plug ---

VI
The Representative on Earth

Turning till she could no longer see the road

She then looked around, paused, then connected the node

Which gave her all the information she needed;

The data somehow being artificially seeded

So that only the inevitable elements would come true –

No random tangents, neither me nor you

Would be allowed to impede the success of her path;

Before, boring ol' analogue would have had the last laugh

As so many times before...

As computers store and more

So we can stash even greater amounts at will

No wonder the alien intruders had decided not to kill

The greatest memory bank in space;

No, they let her maintain her place in the race

So they could subjugate all from within –

Why not use the number-crunching abilities of her kin?

Merely adapting an invention made many years ago

They'd managed to enhance her mental capacities so

So that she could use both mechanic and organic –

Removing all emotion – all excitement, all senseless panic

And replacing with the cool sophistication of their kind;

Of course, people around her were neither deaf nor blind

So they knew just what was wrong;

Obviously, she had a menopause coming on

Working as she did, another high-flier from uptown

Her unusual actions excited no untoward frown;

No unreasonable motives were put toward for the switch –

For no reaction was garnered, no intuitive twitch

If there's one thing we lack, it's a sense for the wild;

But, no, as so often before the reports were just filed

Merely stored away in some other victimless brain;

'Till that too became a memory from which she could gain

Plan A...

Plan B...

Swiftly implementing Plan C

With the same restless drive as before –

Her feminine side, striving ever more and more

To complete the task laid before her;

Doesn't matter to what she has to answer

'Tis the mark of a woman that she'll carry out her task –

Without hesitation, with no awkward question to ask

Or sensitive comment to make;

Such things Eve's children will take

As a circumstance relatively common to their sex;

'Tis now being propagated throughout the entire alien complex ---

VII
It's Good To Talk...

It's good to talk

But I love to stalk –

Finding fresh prey on which to feast

Some say I'm mean;

Some say just over-keen –

But all agree that I'm a beast

It's now tonight –

Some'll attend the fight

While others get ready to eat

Myself, I have things to do;

(Though I don't know who to)

Getting my piece of youthful meat

Waiting in the bushes

My erect penis pushes

In its effort to get out

A pretty girl comes by;

No, she doesn't catch my eye –

No real chance for her to shout

While I'm doing my thing

These nettles rather sting

(But then I'm having everything else my way...)

Finished, I then scuttle off home

Yes, leaving her there all alone –

Hope she really enjoyed her play ---

VIII
Belinda and Her Circles

Making circles in the sand –

Yes, 'tis just what Belinda had planned

Stretching just as far as the eye could see;

And as long as someone doesn't buy her albums for me

I'll be happy ---

(Cocktail anyone?)

IX
Wish It'd Surround Me Too

Watching the magic envelope you

I kinda wish it'd surround me too

But that, I know, could never be –

Not while such mediocrities I see

And live, pretty much the whole year through;

Till then, I'll just take up my place in the queue

And perhaps later in life I'll get 'round to attempt

What normaldom's so far not been able to tempt ---

X
I Can Never Be What I'm Not

I know I'll never be a courageous knight of old

With plate armour of brass, and pure cloth of gold

I'll never have a charger, to lift me thus high –

Make me feel like I'll touch the sky

If I reach that much higher; so very close to my grasp;

I'll never present you with a silver clasp

But I hope that you'll love me, for as much as I am

Than for what false qualities I can belatedly cram

Into this normal exterior –

I don't feel so inferior

As not worthy of a love

Which you behold, right there in your glove

If you could just indicate the path of your hand -

The route that your heart has already planned

And if prophesies dictate you'll be comin' this way;

If they do, that'd round off a most advantageous day ---

XI
True Victims of a Shattered Love

"What about me?

What about you?

What about all of the shit

That we've been goin' through?

What about the amount of our lives

That we've had to sacrifice?

What about all those times when, for you

I put all of my dreams on ice?"

"What about him?

What about her?

Don't you think that, for once

They deserve an answer?

Deserve a reason for why, once again

Their happy home is breaking up?

Why, after all that we've told them

Just lovin' another wasn't somehow enough?

Why we'd willingly go and shatter their worlds

When, at the end of the day

They're the only things that really keep us alive –

Go on, just keep walkin' away

If that's what you want

'Cause I'd like it too...

But, perhaps, stop for once and think of all

Our children would have to go through

I think they've suffered enough –

Do you expect them to suffer more?

Remember – they're the true victims of this love...

Doesn't matter what existed before ---"

XII
Seasick

Considering all the options before reaching a conclusion

The head of department would hardly have welcomed an intrusion

Into what, after all, is wholly his sphere;

Perhaps you'd better do more research on the structure 'round here

Before you make any changes to upset the boat

Necessary modifications are usually put through by vote

Rather than by the pure force of character you believe to be required –

That could explain why your reputation's already mired ---

XIII
A Right Merry Dance

Seems you're leading on a merry dance

Your past endeavours still lost in France

And your present crop being left behind –

I, a conquest, was absurdly blind

And to tell you the truth, I'm rather clueless still

As to how I ever voluntarily offered up my will

For your delight;

Many a subsequent night

I've been played with like a ball, bounced around till I'm sick;

You slowly igniting the candle beneath my wick

And enjoying the pain that you inflict –

In many delicate areas I have been kicked

Not only once, but on different occasions

Earning myself rather tricky abrasions

In the process –

I've enjoyed some moments, I confess

But they all pale into significance when I realise the pain

Of humiliatingly having to offer up every single gain

To you –

I’d insist that we were through

If it wasn't for one simple fact;

Seems that advantage I've always lacked ---

(Don't know where to find you... ()
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