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HAIR FOR THE HEAD JAW AND BODY

Hair can be handled in two ways

Active or passive to taste

The passive is letting it grow out

And the other to shave or to cut.

The one thing that's true of either

You can't be permanently wrong

Either it'll grow back despite you

Or the scissors can come out again.

Hairless is smooth, sensual, sexy,

But long hair well-groomed can be too

And you may think you love one or the other

But decisions are subject to change.

A fringe or a beard or a pigtail

Here today, gone tomorrow, you choose

Shape it or grow it or dye it

Or like Warhol keep it the same.

Hair will recover from most things

Inflicted on it in fashion's name

It's for you to decide how you'll keep it;

For as long as it chooses to stay.

SUMMER TIME

We want an hour back

Let us have it or we’ll riot

We warn you what will happen

If you force summertime on us.

Our forefathers led the protests

Against the Gregorian fix

They never got their thirteen days back

But we won't make their mistakes.

We'll march and picket MacDonalds

We'll boycott buying the Sun

See if big business pressure

Forces decisions to change.

Give us an hour's sleep back

Don't dare to mess with our clocks

It's not called Greenwich Mean Time for nothing

And we mean business and we'll never quit.

Don't dare to tell us we're stupid

Regressive or Luddite or worse

Our circadian rhythms will conquer

Although that must mean we shouldn't fly.

So no more travel through time zones

No sunshine trips to the Med

No escaping our chilly wet climate

So we need that extra hour in bed.

ON A SUNDAY

Will you wait for me on Sunday

Until my best friend comes

Will you stay with me till Monday

So I don't have to spend the day alone.

I have never in my whole life liked Sundays

It's a lazy depressive slow day

God may want us to put both our feet up

But it bores me to have nothing to do.

So will you stay all night on Sunday

I'll love you forever if you do

The one thing that makes Sunday special

Is to share it with someone like you.

TWISTED LOGIC

Twists and turns

Are what she does

Perplexed

By all the options

In vain to say

You need to choose

Directions

You can follow.

TEQUILA AND ME

Tequila and me

Pretty good company

Even if sometimes

She turns my brain to mush.

Being far from cities

But close to the devil’s dance

There are nine forgetting numbers

To make my shoulders shrug.

She makes me think of rhythms

Of verse which seldom rhyme

Except in the raddled distances

Of an alcohol sodden mind.

A CHILD AND HIS VEGETABLES

I’m a human bean

Sure that’s what he said

I answered in the words of a hymn I love

Please God grant him thy peas.

THE KISS

A kiss

Should be

All there is

Or feel like it.

Time is in suspension;

No other mouth exists,

Nothing ever felt

The way this feels right now.

If it ever did,

Forget it;

A fact of insignificance,

Of no importance now.

Find the inner child in you,

Explore her lips, her tongue, her teeth,

Take into your own mouth

Her every exhaled breath.

See if this connexion

Causes her to moan;

Your pressing lips upon her

Or find the moan is yours.

Take her face

In your strong hands

Deepen this emotion

Know how real it is.

Pull her closer yet,

Find you’re both engaged

In the most exciting dance

Your world has ever seen.

Stroke her hair

And nuzzle her skin

Until the thing both of you lose

Is all capacity for thought.

And sometimes

When you kiss this way,

A gift, God-given, comes

She cries your name.

FOR SHE WHO KNOWS

For she who knows

Who she is and why

Is special beyond rubies

Priceless beyond wealth.
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Seduction?

It isn’t pressing someone

Into doing something

They wouldn’t want to do.

Seduction?

It’s freeing someone

So they can do the things

They secretly long to do.
GOD GIVEN

Our Gods they are wild,

In their ways they are free,

They don’t need a knee bent

Or a fool’s company,

To make them feel special,

Or wanted or vain.

They leave us alone,

To make our own ways;

They gave us free-will,

And a world to enjoy.

What more could you want,

From your Gods than just this;

That they leave us alone,

To make of life what we wish.

WANDERING

I plod on my way gravely,

By step-stone and by curse,

Over brooks which in poems

Would babble not roar.

But the waters are heavy,

Swollen with muck,

From the hills of the uplands

On its way to the shore.

I may never recover,

My love of this land,

Which takes and never gives,

And does not give a damn

For all the losses suffered,

The pain left in my heart,

As the woman once beside me,

Fades past all recall.

So I wander disjointed,

The rain upon my back,

Sodden, ever-twisted,

Until the sun comes out.

FATAL CONUNDRUM

Half a dozen children moving towards you

Wearing suicide vests

Could you shoot?

Would you?
IN THE NAME OF GOD OR ALLAH

If you kill in the name of any faith,

How can you claim to be a man of God?

The imams and priests who refuse to endorse and pray,

Over cold-blooded murderers, they’re  the only heroes.

Any religion of death is mere perversion;

We are all put here to celebrate and revel

In the reality of this Earth’s beauty,

Not to confiscate and end it.

JIHAD

Machetes for mayhem,

Knives and false boasts,

Guns for the 'soldier',

Suicide bombs for the lost,

‎Cars driven as weapons

To kill and destroy

Attacking society

With a terrorists ‘toys’

Loss of self has no worth

If it bludgeons and maims;

On our streets all it means,

Is more bloody pain,

For victims and families,

Who can never endorse,

The beliefs that are fuelling,

Your jihadic cause.

JIHADI LONG JOHN

My friend Kevin says

Jihadis go to war

Because their long johns itch

And cause their lives are such a bore.

My friend Kevin is

Astute but also thick

If he's right fine cotton underpants

Would really do the trick.

My friend Kevin's sure

There'd be no need for bombs and guns

If terrorists were brought up wearing

Frilly panties in which to run.

ABUSE

What is allowed,

Will always happen.

What we allow,

Will always come.

What you allow,

Will never stop;

Until you choose,

Not to allow it anymore.

LUCKY TOWN

I’m here and I’m happy,

Can’t say why right now,

But this must be,

My lucky town.

It’s not always,

Been this way,

But for all of us,

Now or by and by,

We’ll find something,
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