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Normalacyisation

Imagine a
normal person who was just that

All
things ordinary so as not to shock people

Doing the
boring things in life to be in the middle

Adult
Orientated Rock not to freak the thought cops out

And
reading simple Reader’s Digest books

It was
like this for the basic man called Stephen

 


He washed
his car every Sunday and took his wife shopping

His wife
was the same just like him very much the… same

To see
them together you’d look past them unnoticed

What
would happen if you put this normal guy

Far away
on another planet full of other people

These
other people would totally fear him

 



Immediately hate him for the unknown and obvious

His
boring look and boring dress style was subliminal

Sending
messages real or not to this alien populace


Threatening everything that they knew and held
dear

A crack
in their perfect horizon of their beautiful world

A world
which we would think wacky odd crazy and weird

 


Not the
same weirdness they think of Stephen who is normal

On this
alien world far from Earth he is the threat

A threat
to a population that lives within strict boundaries

Anything
outside them is hearsay witchcraft alien and the Devil

Now poor
normal man was very much noticed which he hated

He wanted
to be one of the grey people blending into the
background

Not a
threat to anyone or anything never mind feared and
misunderstood

 


This is
how is was for poor Stephen stranded on a foreign world

How he
wished he was washing his car and walking his dog

Would he
become dictator of this world or a victim of it?

 


 


 


In
Size

How long
ago is yesterday?

It might
as well be long

So long
that you forget

And
become the cliché of you

Younger
than forever

 


But older
than time

How long
is long enough?

You
forget what you ate

Yet
remember star birth

Why is
that?

 


Aren't
all important

The grand
scheme failed

Or did it
when it made you

What if
you made it?

 


 


 


I Loved
The Girl Who Died

In my
dream I met her thru her beautiful writing

I guess
you could say I loved her due to her extraordinary poems

I wanted
to do a book with her

Half
hers’ half my poems a work of art

But it’s
not possible for dear Claire is dead

 


She died
two years ago in a car crash

 


Nothing
could be done now except the book

This lady
will live on in her words

I met her
sister at the village

Much
happened that day enough for ten books and a film

 


I want to
tell you all of it

 


How I
went there to demolish the village

A new
runway was to be built

All had
to move after being paid off

Claire’s
house was the last one

She wrote
all her one off poems there

 


Her
sister gave me all of her poems

 


Nine
thousand of them

She gave
me the house and deeds

We had
our drink in the local pub

She
became my friend and wife

 


It
should’ve been Claire

 


I stopped
the runway from being built

Now
Claire’s sis is pregnant

I’ve no
‘job’ as I was immediately fired

I stood
up to my old boss in court

It was a
decade but we won the lawsuit

 


Claire’s
village was saved from being a runway

 


They
built it fifty miles away

I never
knew that this would be

I love
both Claire and her sister Rosa

Claire
once did a poem about a man

She
sounded so happy

I’m sad
that Claire died

 


But I
gained so much more…

 


 


 


One of
Those Girls

How many times have we been here Nick?

Wondering about the gals that got away

The lovely 18 year old when I WAS 16

Who wanted me but I said a Mother joke

Right thru to HMH now Luna who said No!

You only think of that yet how we conversed

And a host of others where we flew away

And many many more superb ladies

Mixed in with a host of mongers hahaha

Did I
do ok or great or in the middle?

So easy to say in the middle MOR

How easy is it to say America 04 with HMH

Or a great English what if July 26 1987 with who?

I was oh so shhh quiet back then

I think of the gal age 14 who had

3 16 year olds not me or my mate!

And what of the 14 year old lad and his gal

I caught them party fucking on my dad’s bed

In time I caught up and surpassed them all

There were ones before and after

I once kept a list of the females

Who I
fucked or made love to

Full fucking orgasmic penetration!

I destroyed it and cast it out out out

Now they live on in my art

Were you one of those girls hehe?

 


 


 


Painter

When it comes to art

There is no sacrifice

Not worth it.

You see,

It's mesmerizing.

The beauty and cost...

 


 


 



IR

Those
five years of 1987 and 1991

When
there was nobody and no one for me

Except
myself kingdom of me

Things
happened all the wrong ways

Dealt
with it myself and it showed

I did
survive and now look back

If only I
had known how it would be...

 


 


 


ol’ tom

there was a 20 year old
man

who married a 75 year old
woman

he said he loved
her

but we thought he was
mad

totally fucking
crazy

fruit loop
style

we could
understand

if she was a rich
heiress

or an ex play boy
model

but she was just a
pensioner

with nothing but her
memories

of a past life now
gone

while he was a young buck
stood

maybe it was
love

mixed with
madness…

 


 


 



Photos

The
memorials showed the photos of each soldier killed

Cut down
by enemy fire be it bullets or rockets

Two
hundred dead in Poltava

Five
hundred and fifty from Dnipro

 


Adding to
the ten thousand plus dead

Made up
of military and civilian lives

Each one
forever a life taken

Each a
unique story

 


A unique
death

Big
brother Russia turned on Ukraine

Putin
took his time plotting and planning

His
choice was an almost easy kill…

…or was it?

 


 


 


Dancing with Joan Jett

Dancing close with Joan Jett is so wild, it’s 1988 and we go
head to head. I’m the teen kid by the juke box and she is my wet
dream in black leather, one foot in front of me. Pure bloody
ecstasy. Garage music blares out of the speakers and we spin
around, my arm catching her waist. Closer we draw; a kiss. First of
many.

Joan and Nick. Who would have thought it? Rock n roll music
heroine meets a Lancashire lad in an intimate spit and sawdust gig
venue in a nameless town. It happened, was happening now. 25 July
1989. A day before I was eighteen.

By chance I got her gig ticket, last minute rush. Left my
crap job and mental northern town and took the train to see Her,
Joan Jett. My teen rock goddess singing live. How many guys wanted
a piece of her? And a few gals too. Black leather, boots and an
awfully short skirt...

 


 


Age 16…

U for Underwear. I dreamt of you in
your underwear. You looked very alluring and I wanted you. You
tickled my fancy and the rest is history. Full of clichés just like
you. So sexy in your underwear. I imagine how you'll look out of
it. I'll peel it off you so you're naked. Then I'll kiss you all
over especially between your legs. Oh what joy when you cum over my
face! Then we'll make love and cum together. My seed in you. Us
doing unbelievable things. But then I woke up alone with a huge
hard on! And where were you my underwear girl? It was just a
reverie.

 


 


 


Two Millimetres (dedicated to the
world's chefs and associated staff)

It takes a special person to work in a
restaurant's kitchen.

A narcissist.

Not just being able to cook or having a
passion for food.

Some learn it, the best are born with
it.

Head Chef, is it lonely at the
top?

Join your team and drink
wine.

 


Even the dishwasher is
important.

You make culinary cuisine a
science.

Forks spaced two millimetres apart,
measured by ruler.

Your white restaurant is so
minimalist.

Like a rocket design
laboratory.

What do you go through to get that top
award?

Used, abused, make the fucking
food!

 


If it's not perfect you must throw it
away.

Fish scallops exactly two millimetres
thick.

Yet so many people starve on London's
streets.

The art you create s gone in thirty
years

unless caught in a picture
book.

 


Why must you be such a bad
arse,

always swearing and being
bossy?

Who bosses you about?

Your rival hates you but needs
you.

As you do him.

 


He says you are the best.

The Head Chef is like God.

Is that a role you want?

Chef, you exist in a world where you
have to trust.

They're your family.

You can't do it alone.


 


 


Happily
Down

Alba Girl
swam with her mermaid friend

They were
fifty metres down on the soft sand

The sea
bed sloped gently downwards

Little
sunlight came this far down

But it
was fine for Alba Girl had good eyes

Other
senses helped her navigate

She could
dive down miles but was fine here

Alba Girl
arced round and chased her pal

The
mermaid was a good fast swimmer

Giving
the dead lady a real competition

It was no
contest for Alba Girl drew level

And
easily went past her friend

Who
responded with a grin and roll

Playfully
making bubbles with her tail

And
kicking up fine sand off the bottom

Alba Girl
found a nice red sea shell

And gave
it to her friend as a gift

The
mermaid replied with a long kiss

They were
more than dear friends

 


 


 


dear
regret

hahaha
hollow laff/does anyone have more/more regrets than me?/mine is a
long list/so many of life's regrets/its fine regrets are cool/what
could've been/do you want to add?/be my next sweet or savage
regret/like the darling yankee gal/or those illigit kids/or failed
jobs/or golden air force career/i'm just a regret collector/now
memoried in words/like you my dear regret

 


 


 


More
Wanted

How many
people have it all and want more?

Just one
more toffee from the box

Or one
more lady to make love to

Or a car
10 miles per hour faster

Is the
grass always greener?

Step over
the fence to see

There’s
no way back over tho

Make a
choice and away you go

Cross
your fingers it’s better

Are all
people like this?

May I
look inside their heads?

Then I’ll
know all the answers

I’ll stay
here at least for now

I’ll
observe the winners and losers

 


 


 



Strangers, we fuck/hot strong sweet milky coffee/we fuck
strangers

 


 


 



Grab

Bored
within I see what tomorrow will bring,

today I
need more. To replace the bad bits

and have
it okay we shall see what life brings,

now to
this place that’s mine.

A new
flat, a job, maybe a girl, no more trauma

for me
anymore. These are my needs—

can I
attain them in this money-grabbing world?

 


 


 


Clipped

Night crawler is gonna get
you.

Do unsaid unholy things to
you.

Steal your crucifix and then
some.

Ask your God for help.

He'll send down the Devil.

Or send up?

 


Then the party begins.

Two degenerate demons fighting over
you.

Aren't you popular?

Life and soul of the party.

Both soon to be stolen.

Will you try to plead for
your

life or take it like a man?

Depending on what they do to
you.

 


Maybe they'll take away your good
looks.

Snip off your balls.

Stitch up your mouth.

Turn you into a tree.

All at fucking once.

 


Night crawler you become.

Deviant of the forgotten
time.

Loved by none, feared by all, known to
two.

God and the Devil.

Enjoy the ride.

 


 


 


Big Rig Driver

The truck driver loved his wife more
than he loved his truck

His big rig was his pride and joy just
like his wife

He also loved fucking hookers that were
at truck stops

In his career he'd fucked thousands of
diverse ones

And driven dozens of different big
rigs

Carrying all types of loads from oil to
lumber

But the only love of his life was his
wife

No matter how powerful or cool his
truck

Nor how good the drunken
climax

Or how many times he endured
both

It was always for her, his wife of
thirty six years

This was why he drove coast to
coast

And north to south earning his
pay

To feel his one
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