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 Poems 1


INTO HELL

Ascending and turning to the right I
shield my eyes to the horrors before me.

I don’t want to look but I know what is
there – it is the unbegotten,

all swirling in flames, flesh falling
from their burning bones.

Writhing in eternal damnation. Am I to
become one, or am I to watch from the edge of hell as they burn? I
am being drawn into this vision, this nemesis of death.

I have no hope, only pity for my
victims and myself. Here is where I belong in Hades amongst the
nightmares and pain of forever; but I am privileged to watch and to
remember all of the pain, hatred and anger.

For I am a man, a mortal man who is
responsible for the suffering of his fellow humans because it is so
easy to cause them pain.


NUMB

I’ve got amnesia and I don’t know where
I am. It came down upon me

and I’ve become so confused – can’t you
help me to find my mind?

Am I alone in my own helpless world
with watery images blurring my

consciousness forever?

I feel a soggy mess, my limbs weighing
me down, unable to do anything.

I just sit here numb to the world
wondering when Ill be part of it and if

my mind will ever return?


DESPAIR

The day started off just like summer
with blue sky horizon to horizon and a steady sun rising – it’s
almost a joy to be at work as days like this are so
rare.

But it wasn’t to be, as the rain clouds
come to dirty the sky with their grey ominous presence –

they fill me with despair and the day
has gone to the dogs.

As the temperature drops I know it will
rain, a portent of the day to come as it rapidly goes downhill in
the hell that is Park cakes.

I wish the hours away and hope the day
will end, quickly and without pain or anger.


WOULD YOU FLY WITH ME?

Come and fly with me, girl under the
sun above the clouds and be one with me.

Hold tight as we go full speed, five
hundred and ninety miles an hour, we, a black blur

of streamlined beauty in the huge vista
of the sky, our sky, forever more.

You are with me as we loop the loop,
feel the g-force as I hold you as reassuringly as I would, our
horizon shifting sky becoming our new earth. Up the circle, I hear
you call my name, scream in excitement, upside down now as we curve
round –

my beautiful airplane is lost when
compared to you and your ethereal presence behind me…

Almost had you as my bride, lost you,
lost six months. Wanted to end my life,

fly into the ocean, be lost like Amelia
but my end would be my own, be no mystery – pain. How did you feel,
Amelie?

Call my name – did you really miss me?
You know I love you, as you once loved me.

Coming down the side now at full speed,
more g’s coming on –

c’mon Kahlia Akasha, bite me and my
girl! Loop completed, you like?

Want to show you my love, my
craziness.

Roll upside down, us hanging upside
down at six hundred miles an hour.

Are you my soulmate? One time it was
yes. A new start? Inverted stick to my balls,

hear you shout in confusion, this time
we are in this together, can we be adult, not like 16 year
olds?

We hurtle to earth, my religion,
supersonic in no time past Mach 1. My ***** we will do this
together in the sky of life. Show me your world…


5 Days in March

Why do I feel like this? Got no day job
though I wanna work, do a job of my normal trade of fork truck
driver. Yea I wanna write for a living but I know that aint right
now. Now I try my best to get a day job in crap Oldham but when? I
want cash to take my Goth gal out, more than a few dollars in each
3 month royalty cheque. How am I expected to pay my bills, afford a
car, take us on holiday and pay for broadband when I’m on the damn
dole? Tell me that? You say the recession is over but I see no new
jobs or factories recruiting. Only this poem saying it as it is.
Give me a job you lazy prime minister! Time moves on.

I’m 39 years old, still young. I grew
up in the dying years of the cold war, in the early 80s it was a
scary time. I thought it was just me; my mate remembers. It’s not a
case of get over it. That’s like saying “I know how you feel,” to a
rape victim. Unless you were there, you’ve no fuckin’ idea. I wanna
ask the leaders who was in power why that happened? I know the
answer, coz it had to happen... what bullshit.

I never asked to have my dark awful
moods, I never wanted to see that bad thing in 2009 and I never
wanted to be so different that some people hate me just for
existing. I never wanted to be lost in life for years with just
Goth music to save me. I never wanted to fail at having a real day
job or career. For years I was so unsure what I ever wanted. Still
I don’t know but one thing. One small fact. She knows who she
is...accepted me for me...till she left me and flew away. Was she
ever here? Just memories remain.

Only she mattered. Anyone else was not
welcome. I had to be awful to someone to protect what I had with
her. I hated being a cunt but I’m good at it. Conscience kicking
in, only me and my Goth gal mattered, I to break another gal's
heart who wanted to marry me, have her kids with me and be with me
forever, left me feeling sick. I had to do it. I was single from
July08-Feb10. Odd how she texts me now and wants me when I’m spoken
for; it’s like a war, does a soldier like his job? Should he fight
for the good guys or the bad? You tell me.


Protest

I live in my world torn apart by no job
and two and a half years on the dole, me a trained multi skilled
worker. Feels like I’m on the scrapheap in my murder town. Why is
it so bad? Who’s to blame?

The government?

Do I kick out viciously when I’m backed
into the corner and vote for the BNP, real protest vote against my
government who failed me by not getting me a job after I applied
for over 100 vacancies? I’m so annoyed, it shouldn’t be like
this.

When I read this poem next year what
will I think, what should have been?

On His Shoulders Rested a Ghost
1

While going to see a heavy metal band
he met a soulmate on the bus, he almost never went coz he had so
little cash that night but his friends’ in the band insisted. On
the bus he met an alternative lady who he desired so much, reasons
not known but one fact – he was drawn to her like a moth a
flame.

She was the flame, he was her moth;
inexorably intertwined by fate that night, events in time dwarfing
him, confusing and scaring him to the bone. He gave her his book
business card, she said she’s going to see her boyfriend; his heart
fell to the darkness, again. He was used to this but he went to his
gig, happy at having spotted a nice Goth lady but sad coz she
belonged to another.

He wanted to steal her, he was warned
not to try but he was reckless. Fate intervened and he never had
to; she texted him and said keep in touch. She called him and they
agreed a date. He doesn’t remember that week too much but he
remembers events of meeting her, of being with her for the next 3
months, unreal, passionate and so full of life.

She stood by him when he was a witness
at the awful murder trial, she didn’t have to do that; what did she
see in him? Did he see himself in her? It was her tattoos on her
hands that did it, he was hooked. Two mirror images with so many
problems in their young lives. Yet they built something that was
theirs alone, no one could take that from them or what they did
together, it was theirs eternally.

When she left him just over three
months later and almost a month after being engaged, he was crushed
and broken. He went crazy, wondering why? Even now he doesn’t know
what happened but he still carries a torch for his gothic gal,
eternally. On his shoulders rested a ghost...


Quiet Times

You are still in my head after six
years; tell me why are you there still tormenting me? Am I to be
forever mocked by you, even though you don’t care about me or my
well being? Don’t you see that you’re making me ill by your
presence inside me? An old memory of how you hurt me and pushed me
over the edge overshadowed my feelings for you for a few short
weeks. Replaced by years of regret, pain, loneliness and six other
dark things; none of them good.

Why on this quiet Easter Sunday why do
I think of you? It’s like when I worked on the A12 near Romford at
that crap store, you was in my head and heart for some fucked up
reason. Was it then you moved down that same A12 to sunny Southend,
less than an hour from me living in Essex? I told my mate and he
said leave it coz I was with someone else. What would have happened
if I and my Essex gal had bumped into you in that sunny southern
coastal town?

Total fuckin’ kaos. I wonder now if we
had still been together, how would we be, would we be a family, so
in love and happy? Why on these quiet days do you come to me, do
you still miss me? Why did you pick me from that pen pal site so
long ago and start this screwed up thing? I know you’re now married
and I hope you’re happy; would I ever dare split you up?
Unbelievably, I know what my answer is. Yes I would do that and
bring to you, a feeling that you brought to me. Would it be good or
bad, that feeling?

I did it before with a married couple,
yes I can do it but it doesn’t mean I will for I have somebody new
after my trip to hell, through hell. Maybe I should send you the
story I wrote about you, along with the songs and poems? Would you
tell your husband that Nick sent them and what would he say, would
he query the depths of your feelings towards me? I know you still
care, as do I, but we must forget about what we almost had once, at
what nearly could have been.

I still say we should have been
together from 2004 onwards. You taught me the meaning of true
unconditional love, just an academic exercise, never put into
practise. How would I feel now if you walked around the corner and
saw me? I still can’t figure you out or why we met in the first
place, was it to push me towards the edge of death and then teach
me compassion?

I don’t even think that you know the
answers, just than random acts in life, individual situations
leading up to one another. I know now I’m happy and wish you the
same. What could have been two Goths together, one English, the
other American...


My Little Cold War

My mate sent some song lyrics to me, by
some band. I read them after reading my story on my nuclear armed
stealth jet being used in anger. I’m trying to make sense of the
cold war I grew up in now, so many years later. It’s so crazy. The
younger kids have no idea but my mate does, he’s only 21 but he
tries to understand what it was like growing up under the shadow of
the bomb and east v west. My other mate who shares my views and
feelings on the cold war, tried to explain to his wife and oldest
kid what it was about and how we felt in the early/mid 80s. She is
32 but she had no grasp of the situation. I guess ignorance is
bliss.

For even now I’m stuck in the cold war,
in my head there’s this stunning unreal battle played out over and
over. What if? Who would win, what would it have been like? How
many would die? What would the small air battles with hundreds of
jet fighters have been like? In neighbouring neutral countries what
would it have been like to see distant flashes of nuclear
explosions and towering mushroom clouds soon to deposit fall out
upon you? Killing you though you never took part, neutrality be
damned! My own mother wasn’t scared of the nukes but I was and now
looking back, as a historian it all comes rushing back to
me.

I want a friend the same age as me in
the east, a guy so there are no complications, to tell me his side
of it. His own small cold war story, what he felt like, what he
did, what he remembers now. To tell me where the missiles were
based, near his town? Where was the Mig air base? Did his dad serve
in the Warpac armies facing off his NATO counterparts? Would my
eastern European friend have known of the sixty thousand plus
nuclear weapons waiting to blow our world up? What would my friend
think of my fascination of nuclear war and weapons? I try to make
sense of the madness and it overshadows me like I’m
nothing.

I grew up under the shadow of the bomb
and of east v west...


AWAY

I see the long summer shadows scrawl
across the ground just like you out of my life.

Can I ever forgive myself for hurting
you, the one who was dearest to me?

Why did my actions deceive me in my
darkest hour? I stared hell in the face and I paid the price – the
price was you not now being my wife. Maybe in time the pain will go
and your anger will fade but our marriage was wrecked by our
arguing and my stupid actions.


On His Shoulders Rested a Ghost
2

He had never felt so vulnerable, he
took on his lady and all that was her, completely. His mind
screamed, “NO!” his heart totally overwhelmed him and forced him
onwards, decreed by fate to be together. He saw this in action and
vowed never to screw it up, not ever. He bought her a ring April17
and she wore it, they are together; they met on a 425
bus.

Already they have history, gigging at
Manchester; she defended him from his ex mate who was a prick. He
dreams of her in his arms, making love and never stopping. Forever
more, he struggles with his own demons, she said, “Get over it.” Oh
he will, this is their time and he won’t fail. She became his Goth
gal and he’s so happy, her feelings come before his.

Will they really make it, can they do
this, become a family? How to live afterwards if they fail? He is
unable to think of that, in his view of his life, his lady is
always there, with him by his side.


On The Bus

I don’t believe you left me, how could
you do this to me? Were your earlier words and promises nothing but
empty words and gestures coz you had some other hidden agenda? I’m
not stupid, I know you love me even now though you’re not with me.
You ended our relationship with trivial reasons, for me it’s not
enough to bring me closure. Yes I still love you and will for a
long time, now I’m expected to move on like we never met. How can I
do that when I still feel you in my heart? How can I kill this love
I have for you, to allow me to move on and meet someone else? But I
don’t want another, I want you.

By fate we met again when I missed the
first bus, you were on the bus just like when we met. I was shocked
but said hi and sat next to you. I didn’t care people could hear
us; I asked you why you left me? You said coz of a two year old pic
of me and another gal on Myspace, a gal who I never fucked or
kissed. How can you be jealous or something so trivial? And then
you said I lied about my income, I never altered the number on
Myspace when I was laid off my job. Your trivial decision cost us
our relationship, I never did anything wrong but my best with you
and me.

Now I try to work out why you said it’s
over, I use my new tarot cards but I’m crap at reading them so none
the wiser. I could have gone to the pub where you were Friday night
to meet you and your mates; how would I react if I saw you in the
arms of another? Would I cry or fight or plead my love to you? I
told you, you know where I am, call me if you want me back. I
suspect your sister and her poison tongue helped in our downfall
but I don’t care for anyone’s petty views.

All I care about are your views and
feelings; if we can start again I’ll give things a go. We planned
forever; you became my Goth gal, wore my engagement ring and kept
all my gifts to you when we split. Now that’s not normal, my
influence forever with you. Maybe something will grow in your heart
when you see my pentagram I gave you around your neck. I’ll be here
waiting for you...



Time Will Tell…

I’m a prisoner in my own life, got a
deluge of violent images bombarding me. Oh god make it stop, it
brings me to my knees. I swear I’m not a violent man; my problems
from the past are years old, at times they come and get me at
night, for those hours I’m on my own and vulnerable in my bed, the
assault continues.

I try to use my common sense to
distance myself from myself but it’s so hard, I’ve seen a shrink,
councillors and had tablets. Girlfriends have advised me and mates
listened, it’s not their shit. My demons are my own and I must
defeat them or I’ve had it. I say I will but time will
tell…


How Come

We were together after I was alone for
so many long awful months; it seems I cope best when I’m happy with
a gal. My friend Karen sees this, anyhow you left me after three
months and looking back I see we’d of never worked. I saw you a
couple of times, one after I’d been on a date with another strange
gal in Manchester; I felt rather strange seeing you in town and you
looking away ignoring me. I wonder are you happy now getting on in
life?

Me, I’m ok, I think. I’m talking to
another girl who found me and seems to like me. She is nice and
creative like me but very different from you. I guess this is good
coz I’m moving on past you for life must go on, right? I’ve yet to
meet this new lady but I hope to in a week and see her aircraft art
and go a nice country walk, this will be good and right for us
both. No rushing like we did before let nature run her course in my
new romance.


Men and Machines and Girls

I want to die in a machine and get my
limbs crushed and my blood thrown upon burning metal and to die, to
die, TO DIE!! I don’t fit into this world, no day job moving shit
brown boxes from A2B in a warehouse, no long term girlfriend to
love me and be there for me when I feel down, few real mates to
back me up balls to the wall.

See on TV speeding bikes with riders on
the Isle of Man TT races, one is embraced by his crying lady after
his race; tears of joy not sadness. Imagine tears of a similar gal
seventy years ago when her sweetheart dies in a Hurricane fighter
by Nazi gunfire from Fink’s Dornier bombers. If I was to die in or
under a machine what lady other than my mother would mourn
passing?

There is no one for me since she left
me for reasons I don’t fully understand, I think I’m friends with a
lady who draws planes but she’ll be crazy as a jester to be
involved with me. Will she show up and walk with me? Me, a guy who
has his dole stopped for turning down a job that is three buses
away? No one cares for my writing but me and a few others who are
as mad and desperate as me. Will she pick me up Sunday in her new
Golf car?


Vista

Why do I feel lost in the huge vista
that is my mind? Huge landscapes of things I can’t begin to
explain, just feel like some crazy spaced out drug that I’m unable
to understand. Are you able to understand and tell me what goes on
in my own head? Not even my pagan witch ex wife was able to do
that, I feel powerless to do this; almost a prisoner to what is
inside my deeper than the deepest ocean.

Within this area of skyscapes and
landscapes are gals I loved, mates I fell out with, poignant gothic
songs that touch my heart and old broken warplanes doing their
death dive forever, an unending scene within my mind, soul and
heart. It’s me, how am I ever to understand it? Can you help me and
save me from me?


Groan

He worked in a job but was laid off;
gone was his posh life style relegating him to living in his car.
This was ok at first due to the air con, reclining seats and ciggy
lighter, along with stereo and roomy interior.

Outside it was spring so it was nice
and warm, not too much but enough to be pleasant; what would the
high heat of summer be like or the frigid cold of winter? Would he
still be living in his car by then?

Take the other night, two weeks after
starting this new life style, enforced upon me by my redundancy. I
picked up a hooker and took her to my car, with the passenger seat
back we had some average sex that lasted for around an hour. I paid
her and she went on her way, I went out again and bought some chips
from the chippy – the height of luxury.

This was my evening spent in my car,
catering for two of my needs. If I spend ten years living in my car
how can I monopolise upon it? I may write a book on it but there’s
many long lonely but interesting nights from now till then, of me
living in my car.


Cirrus

What will it take for you to give a
damn? To give instead of to take? Instead of taking and raping the,
our, world of her resources, you decide to do an about turn and
care for our precious planet. Not to turn the clouds black with
smog and car exhaust fumes, no more acid rain in her lakes and
rivers. No black seas and polluted beaches full of oil from a so
called accident that killed 11 men.

Stop what you’re doing and enjoy this
sacred day. Get in tune with nature and her world; she’s a kick
arse girl who made the world and all of us. No opt out box here
ladies! Journey out to a meadow, a forest clearing or go by the
river and enjoy the longest day of the year – Summer Solstice!
Leave your car at home, turn off your mobile, kick your Xbox into
touch and enjoy the blue skies with delicate Cirrus
clouds.

Spare a thought for Mother Nature, what
does she mean to you? Are you aware of her power? She’s the sun
that gives us life, the stars in the night sky when you woo your
lover. She’s everything and more, our protector and destroyer. For
me she is my pagan religion who connects me to her and her world.
She’s the 5 pointed star of the elements and more, the Goth girl in
the poignant song who looks at me from beyond the mirror, the lady
in the sky – Mother Nature, evenfall lady.

Read by myself at Hartshead Pike,
Summer Solstice June 21 2010.


Sunny VIII

I moved back from cool Essex to crap
Oldham after I was laid off. I needed new pussy so I went looking;
this is my tail, between my legs – hell no! I fucked a big fat bird
called Tee who weighed in at more than twenty stone; a real big
mamma! This was in the dying days of 08.

In 09 I was in contact with eight birds
in one way or another from all manner of places and situations. No1
I picked up in a camera shop after I went and developed an old
camera film from before I moved down south, this bint was called
Car. She was quite sexy but cold as ice, nothing happened
there.

No2, Vanya, was a nice catch from
online, we got on and met three times and I wanted this one for
romance; too many problems including a stupid ex ended that. She
was almost toast with me when my car engine started to seize up on
the motorway!

No3 was from the same site and called
Lise, quite a mid size bird and very sexy. I wanted to fuck her but
she thought long and hard and said no go, like the rest. I did
stroke her leg in the pub!

No4 was picked up in the local rock
boozer and we fucked like rabbits, March hair time. Her shaved
pussy got regular heavy use and we went for England, three weeks of
good fucking – I never had it so good. She was Sonya and she flew
to new men leaving me to find another one.

No5, Nameless, who was a real bi-polar
mad bitch. We met via another online site Facefuck and had one date
in Manny in the Print works; she was as cold as Norwegian ice. No
touches or kisses, a real hard case. I said goodbye and zoomed in
for the next one.

No6, named Jody, who I met in the music
pub again, she was a big mamma who dispensed babies like Argentina
scores goals! We went on two dates, kissed and shared a bed but
nothing happened. I wanted to put my dick between her huge tits and
fuck her though! Another bad ass bird.

When I re-did my fork truck test I
talked to a guy of a gal called Sozzle. I liked for fifteen years;
that same day I saw her in town, dressed all in green – a real
goddess! No7. We hooked up for a date and kissed once, she’s too
skittish but I captured her in a poem, forever. Over.

Larna was No8 was from the same pub, a
quite nice one very like me into my interests – I still think of
this one who likes younger guys. She went thru these like a dose of
salts, very erotic, sexy and skilful. I’m just too old!

Does my Kazzak, No9 count? In the dying
days of 09 I went and met my gothic friend in her historic
Yorkshire city, a real Yorkshire lass. We talked and drank and I
wanted her, I think if we met three more times I’d really fall for
her, one sided? But she was in love with another and I moved on to
2010, leaving the noughties behind!


Blacklist Boy

You’re on my blacklist due to your
actions that you gotta be responsible for. You took two of my gal
mates off me like you collect female pals’ coz you had none before.
What were you thinking? That you fill my boots? You’ll never be man
enough to be me pal or to be me. You were mates with the bitch; she
started this crap so I blame her and then you. She’s the reason I
dropped you all, never to be mates again. But you’re the worst due
to your actions. I hope you’re happy blacklist boy, I’m always in
the background coz both gals were my mates.


39

I’m 39 today, why do I feel like
something’s missing? Yank Goth girl wants to get to know me, I do
her, yet I wish another would say she wants me. East coast gal
never to be mine. Still, I’ve a new mate now. Had a good weekend,
got new X-20 space plane tattoo and went to a Goth club. Saw people
who know me, we never spoke. On way to get my writing assessed now,
will I do ok? Only it matters, no romance to trip me up.


Aliens

Aliens don’t care about our plight, if
you live or die, nah they don’t give a fuck. See a man shot dead,
UFO could have zapped the shooter and stopped it. Grey aliens
abducting drug dealers before they sell their evil drugs, not gonna
happen!

What to do next? Ask the US president
to do a protocol with aliens to stop crime on earth, would it
actually work? What do we do? Do aliens actually give a fuck, if
they exist, about crime on our world?


Now

With Siouxsie singing her heart out I
write my poems and think of passing thoughts that really don’t
matter; built up over my life time of living and doing what I do.
Of mates I fell out with and black listed 9 years ago, we don’t
talk and I feel a real bad ass but I don’t care. Why should I? I
wasn’t friends with Her and you became friends with Them, so no,
it’s a waste of my grey matter if I dwell on you.

I tell one of you about my new gothic
music CD though so he can tell you all, how’s that for promotion
without me being your friend? I’ll add Him who started a big part
of it to my block list coz I found him on a certain site and then
you’ll all be together as fate sez it’s meant to be.


Gothic Girl

Gothic girl dances in the club round
and around in a circle on the dance floor, people moving making way
for her watching her moving spiralling form. She’s quite something
to behold, see her and remember this dark night lady with both
looks and movement; a gift from her Great Pagan Goddess.

She shares her dancing and smiles with
everyone, bearing no one any hatred or malice. Such is her beauty
within, echoing what is on the outside. Her long black gypsy skirt
flares and rises up revealing her white thighs, every man’s delight
– and a few women’s too! Her size 6 army boots echo on the dance
floor, clack, clack clack!

She arcs past other moving dancers; no
high heels here! Her small breasts move under her cut down Lacuna
Coil t-shirt. Guys try to catch a peek when she shoots past; she
knows this and plays on it, catching a kiss with one who’s almost
innocent. I can corrupt him later! she cunningly thinks, moving
about the dance floor.

A heavy pounding record about burning
witches escapes the huge speaker stacks, driving the clientele wild
in heady waves of movement. Nothing here is still. A single tattoo
on each arm shows a witch and a black cat, is our gothic lady a
witch? One who has the sight and skills of the night? One thing is
certain; she would harm none and has a certain delicate dark beauty
but there is something tragic about her.

Where’s her companion who she was with
last time? Is that a tear on her cheek?


Unknowns

I know not what my fate is, nor why
everything is so temporary, events above me taking me where? So
many questions, so few answers. I’m used to putting my happiness,
too much into my interests to control my life. Unseen hidden hands
take me to death, real and symbolic. I give up, tick opt out. She’s
too far now, I did it before but look what happened?

Yet my friends think she could be good
for me. My faith fails now, I was asked for help before and I did
without question but who will help me now? Pagan faith isn’t
enough, tarot cards lie and demons rape my mind denying me inner
peace. If I was still in Essex with you and me, we could ask to be
innocent again and take a chance together.


Supplemented and Supplanted, Replenish
and Refurbish

Supplemented supplanted replenish
refurbish goes the call! Get on with it you fuckers!

Why do I feel like this in my life? I
feel a bit better knowing it’s my special day – Friday 13! Will
some good luck rub off on to me and bring me inner peace, a gothic
gal, a day job, more book sales, new travel, new friends, a Punto
Mk2 and more? Time will tell, till then I’m stuck in my own life
with crap in my head and wondering when the next party will be?
Tomorrow night at Satan’s Hollow mother fucker!

You feel so alone, you wanna die; you
think no one loves you; you live in a perpetual poignant Goth song.
You took this feeling and made it your own. Oh how Goth, oh how
Goth, oh how Goth...

Girls like that are dangerous, they
rape your mind...


Pagan Guidelines

No war, no drugs, no hitting women, no
hurting animals, no stealing, no murder, be nice and positive,
treat people as equals. Believe in karma and my Goddess, get
justice not vengeance if wronged. No emotional and mental cruelty.
Believe in SOPHIE (stamp out prejudice hatred intolerance
everywhere).


No Number

In our world what are we to do? Naked
to Mother Nature’s wrath. She burns Russia, floods Pakistan,
landslides China. On and on it goes, never mind terrorism and the
Afghan/Iraq wars made by man.

I look inside and see my own stress,
strife and problems mirrored to Nature’s world. Joined as one never
to be separated, apart only in the names of our strife and
torment.


Hold

I wanna step thru the door where I’ll
be happy. Tell me, where is the door? Will you show me if you’re
brave enough? Why put men’s hearts in cages? Break their will by
each and every way. Step on their toes to frustrate their path,
crush their dreams and steal their hopes. What’s left but flesh and
bone to be beaten and subdued by other men, equally misguided and
lost? Men unable to live in harmony, show love or be kind. My life
is a mismatch of things that shouldn’t have happened. Where were
you? Plastic gangsters burn slowly by £land lighters, with hearts
of silicon frozen by concrete.


Pay

Plastic gangsters waiting for a remedy
made of silicon burn slow with £land lighters. On a street corner,
told this’ll be your day, sleeping in concrete. Switchblade vision
eyeing up Asia, three horsemen of the apocalypse rampage over
Pakistan having a real soiree.

April time earthquake rockin’ and
rolling and rolling them like peas in a pan, 80,000 dead. Give them
some time to sort things out, kick arse no2! Taliban insurgency
running like wild fire through Swat Valley, no cunt gets out of
this alive! Motherfucker no3 is a real wet one, flooding one fifth
the failed Islamic state. Sixteen hundred dead, twenty million
affected, send them some more rain to teach them to swim. What will
no4 be? Nuclear war with India teaching you all a lesson of be nice
to one another or karma will get you.

The only gangster is Mother Nature with
her no-nonsense style and I’ll get my beer and kebab and watch the
bombs fall. Rock n roll party! Four horsemen gonna go down and get
it on, Satan will smile!


Dark Town

Let’s go into our dark town to see a
gig, latest Goth metal act is on. Slamming dead tunes, you want
some? Like fighting and want to die? Go to War of Roses street, get
boxer punch. Die die motherfucker! Go get a tat, be nice to me and
I’ll take you with me to my tatman. Be a twat with me, you go to
second rate studio, get fucked over.

Many bitches have fucked me over, not
before I fucked them though! No nice gals at Oldham, just broken
homes, single parents and chavs. Want fun? Get pissed, the only
thing to do here in my dark town, full of deprivation,
unemployment, broken people and no potential. Even the whores are
dogs.


My

My friends I ask why we fight, why we
row in the street saying bitter words that can’t be taken back. I
know you did things and this affected me very much, never mind your
dearest and your other friends. Your actions galvanised us into
shock and despair, I said the wrong words to her, not as you think
but as a friend and because I care.

Did I over step the mark? This I won’t
answer, we haven’t spoken since our row, we apologised through her,
is this enough? It’s not direct, is it and I still feel uneasy that
something is wrong.

You’re affected by my words, maybe more
than your own actions. I won’t guess your thoughts but I wonder
where your priorities are? Your relationship or my words? If I can
say one thing to you, it’s this: don’t ever end up like me.
Remember that advice.


Life Live

I’m living in the north of England in
my deprived town, trying to make it on my own. Feel like I’ve no
chance in hell. Don’t you know I love my country, it’s in my heart?
When I’ve not got a job to pay my way and no decent gal for nearly
two years, it gets me down. Yea it’s grim up north.

Let’s hope that changes with my new
tattooed rose called *****, we’re just mates now. It’s down to fate
who I invoke. Life, don’t take my chance away. She the artist, me
the writer. I had it all before but I was too young, fate brought
me things too early. Now over a decade later, how do I feel? Am I
happy in England? Yes in some ways, for I have a new
chance.


Ten Thousand Tears

Ten thousand tears are shed for ten
thousand souls lost, taken by the sea after an act of war which
took so many more, forever. In a world fraught by Man’s tyranny and
bloodlust, a world was torn apart and both innocent and guilty were
sent to heaven and hell. What does my generation think of it all,
especially of Baltic events and tens of thousands dead? Is it a
case of, “Give the bastards hell and kill the krauts?” No, for me
at least it’s a more human reaction and trying to understand how
and why. The more I look into the loss of the ships that now lie
under the Baltic Sea, the more I want to learn and write about
it.

I look into myself and need to
understand human nature, my own, along with that of humanity,
especially the wartime generation. My tears came when I was
paralytic drunk before sleep; haunting confused images in my head
showing the enormity of the task I set myself. To write poetry
about awful events in a distant war, now almost out of living
memory, not to ally myself with “the other side” or “the Soviets”
but to create something positive out of something dark and
awful.

I’ve been here before, after witnessing
a local murder of just one man; that was bad enough. How will I
feel after seeing the remains of ten thousand souls on the sea bed
and aboard a stricken vessel, never mind the others? How many tears
were shed for the millions who died? In war there are no victors,
only the vanquished.


End

You and I were mates from four years
old at school. We were bullied together; they liked it when we
turned on one another. We were always picked last for the team. We
lost touch, met in a pub. In time we chilled out together, saw
gigs, caught up on time.

I had a girlfriend, you both got on.
When we split, you both became best mates. I caught you kissing her
at the party we went to one time, years later you said no matter
what I say; you could have fucked her a few times. What type of
friend were you? One who watched and planned I think. You took my
Goth gal mate also; you who never could get gal mates now you’ve
two! You got on with the bitch, I didn’t. She was my Goth gal’s
mate.

Bickering started I gave you such a
bollocking for your actions and dropped you all, December 0*. I’m
happy without you all, blacklisted especially you along with the
rest of them, our 28year friendship down the drain, it meant what
exactly to you?


False Path, False Christ

I ask where my north star is. Where is
she? I’m not sure she exists. What if we’re a thousand years apart?
Or if we meet, will the shock kill me? Like the true voice of my
Goddess would, loud enough to shatter my bones. When I do my dark
project on death in the Baltic I’ll think of my north
star.

But I’m not ready to love again though
this is what I need, to be loved and to love in return. My mind is
raped by deep depression and wild mood swings, my love of drink
grows to fill the void within me, a false god like Christ. Only I
can save myself, question is, do I want to? How do I find my inner
peace? I try spoken spells and other esoterical ways.

I feel nothing works, my energy level
is low and my writing of erotica is a theoretical event with no
practical new experiences. How to break this circle to re-invent
myself? Banish depression and being pissed off to the dustbin. I
dreamt of a new gal the other day, her mother fucked things up
again, I vow this to never happen again. I’d rather be
alone.


Purgatory

When God created Purgatory, he fucked
up and replaced it with something else. A town called Oldham which
is a shithole and not very nice, consider us who live there. Go a
letter down to “O” not “P” and you’re on your way.

A place full of chavs, pakis, blacks,
bitches and more. No jobs so you can’t get an income, live on
benefits hand to mouth, be it Job Seekers Allowance, Disability
Living Allowance, Incapacity Benefit, Income Support and more. Take
your pick, myself it’s a decade on JSA, on the dole each year since
2001.

I’ve no day job, no girlfriend and no
Fiat Punto Mk2 and some unreliable mates, many ex partners and ex
mates I won’t ever trust again. An ex asked me back, I said no. Am
I desperate? No, learning how to live my life better trying to make
a go of it in my failed life. In only one area do I excel; my
writing where I’m published and getting sales.

A result from nothing, I’m sure you’d
agree. I want my success to move into romance and work.


Mile Wars

Went to see my mile bitch, she was a
real fucker no longer smooth that night. Did she wait till I was
half pissed to ambush be like a fox upon a snail? She went booyaka
and was a cunt with me, by her own admission! A rare
admittal.

I let it go for a few days and then
wanted the issues sorted; should I have talked it out when drunk?
Fifty percent motherfucker. We row by text and have a tense phone
chat, both admit wrong doing. Peace for now but for how long? In my
head mile sez, no this is real I counter, you started it. We all
have issues but who is issuer number one?


Where the Hell Was You?

You failed me before we even met; my
life was hard enough before you came along. How come you never
helped me out, were never there for me or cared? You say you’re not
like the others, how can I believe you when I felt like that, so
unloved, unwanted and alone?

My problems read like a fucked up
fuckin’ shopping list; anger at not being able to control my own
fate, despair when I can’t get a job for over two years due to the
government’s made recession, not being able to get to poetry
readings coz I can’t afford a car and a shaken belief in myself
that I’m on the right path with my writing when those who should
support me actually criticise me.

When everything is meant to be fine,
how did this happen? Do I say my own conclusion, failure due to my
own actions, other peoples’ and life? I know you don’t care, my
next girlfriend, coz you weren’t there to support me when I went
through all that crap. Were the hell were you when I needed you? In
the arms of another?


Past Life

I remember my past life, when I worked
in the motor trade as an apprentice when I fuckin’ hated it, being
told what to do and finding my aptitude aint for that crap job.
Next in the bakery, a decade there did my army time making cakes
and putting cherries on them. There were some numpties and numb
nuts there; I bet the fuckers think the same of me. How I got thru
that time, wash your hands, put your hairnet over your ears, do
this, do that! Had enough, quit my job and did things Nick’s way.
My writing filtering thru, slow success giving me a goal to aim
for. Yes, I know I can do it.

Now in the year 2011, I’m halfway there
with fifteen years of writing behind me and more to go. Building up
my writing career, from having single poems published in early
‘zines and anthologies up to having my own plane poem record out on
Jan28 2011. I hope it’s released with no trouble and I sell a lot,
weeks of promotion doing me proud. Coz they won’t give me a day job
for an unknown reason? Is this fate guiding me to my infinite
future? I guess so and wonder should I have joined the air force
back in 87? Can’t go back, so I don’t worry, I write instead and do
my thing.


In the Club

From the outside looking in. I see you
but you don’t see me. I see you but you don’t see me. From the
outside looking in. I am a ghost, am I a ghost? Why is it like
this, no one goes out of their way to catch my eye? They don’t chat
me up cos they don’t fancy me or ask me out on a date. Am I not
special to them? It seems not, I’m always alone except for my
bottles of beer. No solace where one hides, lost from those who
ignore him, hiding in a world of shadows. The nasty things in life
are always there, under the surface waiting to bite. My life is
like a nightmare film without an end, no heroine to save me. I
become a black shape darker than a shadow, not yet a spirit
inhabiting that world and leaving the physical behind. What am I?
Not quite a ghost but something in-between worlds, totally
unnoticed by female bitches in the club and on the street. So be
it.


Riddle

Rhyming poems are for kids and fuckin’
nonces. Fuck them! I’m going to do more dark poems. I like to, I’m
not a Christian pansy. If I was nailed to a cross, I wonder what
poems I’d recite at my end. What would my final epitaph be on my
unmarked gravestone? I know I’d want to party with the black guy,
Old Nick, he has the best bitches and the most weapons and
strongest booze. I’m a pagan Goth till the end of my days, a nice
guy with a good personality according to the latest rock chick who
blew me out.

My story is one of disappointment
balanced out by frantic creativity. Of loving my writing but being
unloved by anyone special. Knowing that there will never be anyone
else again to be there for me, this is clear over my time in my
crap town from late 08. Some things are certain, darkness and
loneliness are the badge I wear, me the Goth poet who is totally
unseen by 99% of society. Only the damaged and the lonely connect
with me and my amazing art. I accept my path and the price I have
to pay, equal balance.


Reality

No one cared for him, he was empty
inside. He knew what the solution was, to end his awful despair and
loneliness. No more life sentence alone suffering being unloved. A
compassionate woman, who showed her emotions to him, let him return
it full circle. But it’s all in his head, his mad unstable yet
brilliant mind.

He met a lady who teaches and asked her
out, she didn’t say no. Will she call? Been here before and look
what happened, scars still visible today. He wants to stop being
alone, he hates the dating game but fate and hope drive him on.
He’s not desperate, way past that. Rather be alone than with a
bitch. He wants her to call but past experience taints him, gotta
learn to live and love again. If only she’ll end his
isolation...


Experience

She always was a good soul, they both
got on like a blazing ammo dump; detonations careening along to
where? They went out before as friends, back in the late 90s when
he was married. Now, over a decade on with no marriage and years of
being a bloody bachelor he wants her. They bumped into one another
in the library, very convenient! Now he likes her just as much as
back then, when they shared drinks in trendy Manchester bars and
loud Oldham clubs.

Over time he forgot about her, after
all nothing really
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