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Introduction

Strange how you can arrive at a place you have never been
before and instantly feel a sense of familiarity, a sense of
belonging; a sense of being home.

 


I had
finally set off for the depthless, mystifying sub-continent,
beginning with Sri Lanka and then going wherever my journey might
take me. It felt so good to be back on the road and living by my
wits again. With no plan, nothing definitive I wanted to do and no
particular destination in mind, I set off with nothing but a great
sense of adventure, to see what I would see.

 


It was not all plain sailing of course, but it
was an unbelievable
experience. To feel your life to be full again, filled and enriched
every day by new and magical experiences rather than simply
existing in a colourless routine of work and home, TV and bed... It
makes you soar as a person, makes you realise just what a wonderful
place the world is, what an amazing thing your life is.
Fantastic.

 


This is
not a collection about India, Sri Lanka and Nepal – it is about my
own journey and emotions as I travelled through them, a poetic
insight into my own personal experiences.

 


Enjoy
xx

***

 


 


LANKA

 Introduction

In Sri
Lanka I was immediately taken by the friendliness of the people,
and also my friendliness towards them. My Niji persona cracked his
way out of the egg I’d built up around him and came stumbling out
into the sun once more.

 


Lanka
was a good beginning. Hard at first, as it usually is, but
good.

***
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FIRST WEEK BLUES

So I’m
sitting again/ It’s what I do best/ Not at a desk/ But at a table
for two/ I wish I knew/ Just what I was doing/ Some kind of test/
Self-imposed/ But it’s no longer the same/ This is not a game/ It’s
real/ What do I feel?

 


A spent
ashtray from an early riser/ A stark reminder/ Of other people/ Not
here with me/ My own company/ Used to be all I needed/ But I can’t
claim that any more/ I’m desperate/ Hell that’s for sure/ For
someone else/ To have someone close/ ‘Cos all I’ve got right now is
ghosts/ And man they’re haunting me

 


Maybe
it’s just the first week blues/ But my news so far is troubled/
What’s bubbling under/ Needs to burst on out/ Needs to rage like
thunder/ Scream and shout/ Booming and crashing/ To clear the air/
To see what’s lying hidden there/ Beneath the many masks I
wear

 


I find
it strange how I have fallen/ Sunk below/ All the things I know and
have learned are dragging me down/ All I’ve earned/ Are the
shackles of knowledge/ And the more I think/ Well, the more I sink
and splutter/ Gasp for air/ With the thought of death/ Constantly
behind me now

 


Unusual/
To feel this way/ But it’s happening more/ I have to say/ Each day/
My fear grows stronger/ And I wonder how much longer/ Can I hang
on/ Before the bomb explodes/ And what will that reveal? Just how
much have I concealed...?


***

 


 


BUDDHISM IS NOT THE UNIVERSAL PANACEA

The
night time sounds get lost in the fan

It’s easy to forget where I am, where I am

As I lie awake listening to all that I can

As I lie wide awake in Dambulla

 


There’s
ruins, rock temples, statues and shrines

The Boddhisattva, human and divine

All those gleaming white dagobas looking so fine

But I find there is something just missing

 


All the
monks in their saffron, scholars and priests

Sit in isolation ignoring the beasts

And the beggars and peddlars who are walking the streets

Or at least that’s how it appears

 


So
modern day Buddhism, is just as fraught

With failures and frailties, it’s not what he taught

When you live in a monastery you don’t do as you ought

Which is surely to care for the needy

 


So alas!
It’s not a Universal panacea

Disappointing for me, as I’d leant half an ear

To some of its tenets, over the years

But for now I’ll just have to keep looking


***

 


 


SIMON SAYS

Green
yellow red

Yellow yellow blue

Whatever it is that Simon says

That’s what you’ve got to do

 


What a strange idea

Blue yellow green

Just who the hell is this Simon?

What the hell d’you mean?

 


No one
tells me what to do!

Blue yellow red

I couldn’t give a Tinker’s cuss

Whatever Simon said!

 


So green green green green!

Yellow yellow red!

Simon can get knotted

I’ll do what I want instead!

Stupid game...


***

 


 


A CHANCE ENCOUNTER

I saw a
girl/ Earlier today/ I was blown away/ Such beautiful eyes/ I was
mesmerised/ I was hypnotised/ Paralysed by her captivating stare/
It was only for a second/ She held me there/ But in that second I
knew/ And she did too/ She’d completely drawn me in

 


Truth be
told/ And modesty aside/ It’s not just pride that’s talking here/
Let me make it clear/ I think I had the same effect on her/ She
kept moving round/ And looking back/ We shared a glance/ Or three
or four/ If I had a chance/ For a little romance/ My Heart would
dance and my mind would soar/ Oh la-la cherie amour/ Je
t’adore...

 


What a pity I was leaving/ As she arrived/ No way a lasting
meeting/ Could be contrived/ So all I’ve got to remember/ Are those
lustrous eyes/ Such depth and feeling/ Such a magical stare/
Not quite revealing/ What was hidden in there/ But enough to make me
wonder...


***

 


 


IDLING

Filling
up a space that’s left with words

It’s a race

And I know that sounds absurd

But I’ve images

Constantly

Spinning in my brain

And there’s no way of knowing how long they’ll remain

So I struggle and I force myself

To get them all down

‘Cos I’m a thoughtful clown

With purple hair

How long will I indulge in remembering her stare?

And when I look inside my soul

What do I find there?
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A PURPLE PATCH

Botanical Gardens

Coco de Mer

Only nine rupees

Will take you there

Everyone looks at my hair

They stop and they stare

Mutter and giggle
But do I care?

Well actually

I’ve become self-conscious

A terrible thing

The anxiety it brings

Unbalanced and

Unsettled feelings

Hmm...

How revealing

When did that all start?

But more importantly, how long will it last?


***

 


 


HELGA’S FOLLY

An
eccentric house with dripping wax

On acid it’d cause heart attacks

The walls adorned with many things

Photos, heads and old paintings

Seductive ladies, Sigiriya

A thousand influences here

Polonnaruwa and Dambulla

Leap out at you in swirls of colour

Masks and mirrors everywhere

It’s such a place, so who would dare

Give birth to it and let it grow?

More people than you’d ever know...


***

 


 


KANDY BREAKFAST

G’day
g’day/ A new day’s come/ And I’ve begun it/ With a different eye/
Could be now the rain has gone/ We’re back to big/ And bright blue
Sky

 


I woke
up lazy/ Showered/ Ate/ With all the day to procrastinate/ And do
the things that I do best/ Just sit around/ And joke and jest/ And
write and draw/ And read and think – just why my hair has turned
out pink?

 


Bloody
hell! It should be purple/ And I only put it in
yesterday!


***

 


 


THE VALLEY

I’ve
only just nine days to go

And then I must be on my way

My sadness sinks into the valley

Because I never took the chance to say

 


CHORUS

To say,
to say, to tell you the things

That lie deep in my soul

That make my heart sing

All those things that I wish

That I’d stood up and said

But I turned and I left you instead

 


The
magic was there

A real chemistry

Much more than a spark

You electrified me

With your eyes and your hair

Your just being there

Oh, my lover, whatever went wrong?

 


CHORUS

 


It’s not
often in Life

In these fast, fleeting years

There’s someone you can trust

With your frailties and fears

Did we have what it takes?

Did I make a mistake?

Are these feelings I’m feeling now

Real or fake

 


CHORUS

 


It’s too
late for regrets

I should let the Past go

What may or may not have been

We’ll never know

Because whether I was wrong

Or if I am right

The ghost of you’s haunting me

Still every night

 


CHORUS x2


***

 


 


GOLDEN FLEECE

Back on
the coast/ So here’s a toast/ To Ella/ And all that I’ve left
behind/ And more than just photos/ I’ve plenty memories/ Plenty of
things that will help to remind me/ Of hills that I climbed/ Of
animals fed/ Of the sights that I’ve seen and the things that were
said/ Of all the ruins and hills/ The thrills and the spills/ And
watching the tourists/ Popping their pills/ Malaria...

 


But
that’s all behind me/ The future’s to come/ Where is it leading/
This trip I’ve begun? Will I find inner peace? Some sense of
release? Or something more tangible/ My golden fleece?

This
journey’s got to help me/ In some sort of way/ And I guess that I’m
learning/ With every day/ And I know in my own way that I’ll be
alright/ Just a pity all my lessons/ Only come with
hindsight...


***

 


 


ANATHEMA

Take the
cross from round your neck

I’ll take the chip from off my shoulder

Life’s already way too short

And we’re all getting older

 


So take
the Star of David

And throw it down onto the ground

Drop the Crescent in the mud

Let’s burn Jerusalem down

 


Because
one religion’s like the rest

Inside ourselves we all know best

In trying to chain Spirituality

We lose our common decency

Lose our sense of Humanity

It is anathema to me

 


Yes one
religion’s like the rest

Putting your faith to the test

Rabbis, bishops, clergymen

Priests and mullahs – who needs them?

They’re power mongers

Plain to see

They are anathema to me

 


You don’t need someone noon and night

To say what’s wrong

To say what’s right

And if you can’t live ethically

You are anathema to me


***

 


 


THE BEAST

CHORUS
I was flying so high

But then you caught my eye

And I came back to the ground

I came down, down, down

To the level of the beast

 


It was
fine for a while

With your affection and your smile

But then something turned

And inside of me I yearned

For more, More, MORE!

And it’s driving me cra-zy!

Ahh!

 


CHORUS

 


With all
of this constant attraction

Looking out each night for action

I can’t get no satisfaction

No I can’t get no relief

And it’s bringing me grief

 


CHORUS

And I
want to break free

 


So when will this damn madness end?

Because I’m going round the bend
These
days I’m feeling low and small
Living in this free-for-all
How can I get this ride to stop
And make my way back to the top?
Instead of going on the pull
I need to get more Spiritual
You had the strength to drag me down
And then you left me here to drown
But saying that
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