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HOLE

A hole is nowt,

So what's about,

And then a shout,

"Oy mate, look out!

Too late John,

Poor bleeders gone."

 


- a comment on building sites
-
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LOVE

 Touch
me lightly

For the pain I feel now

Is the pain of love

 


- those first few seconds of
falling in love -
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LIFELESS HAIR


She split her eyes at ten am,

Shrugged her body out of
bed,

Scuffed across the cold, cold
floor,

Stood at the sink and nailed her
head.

The coils hung down - limp and
dank,

She knew it needed washing
now,

She popped her tongue and told
herself,

She wouldn't do it anyhow.

The coils slid round her dirty
throat,

And as she choked upon the
floor,

She wished she hadn't left it
now,

Should have washed it long
before.

 


- sylvia’s hair -
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LITTLE LACEY


Little Lacey Tickle tumbles,

Falling down gives a laugh,

Scooping suds upon her head,

Smiles at mum while in the
bath.

 


- a friend’s first child -
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THIRTY ONE


There was a house, cor what a dive,

And a neighbour shouted, "Man
alive!

What is this noise, this deep,
deep beat,

That roars out over Dodson
Street?"

His friend shouts back, "Don't
worry son,

It's all those bums in
thirty-one."

 


- my flat in waterloo, london
-
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DISTORTED ECHOES

Last week I bought a pig called
Peter,

a present for my wife, but she
didn't want it.

Last week Peter bought a pig for
a present

but my wife, she didn't want
it.

Peter bought she, a present for
my pig

but last week I didn't want my
wife.

Peter bought the wife a she
pig

and last week it was a
present.

Then the pig ate my wife.

Now there's a fucking
present!

 


- drunk & disorderly -
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TIGER - TIGER

 The
tiger's coming darling,

Cast your hearing over
there,

See the sights - the black-gold
stripes,

The eyes that seem to stare and
stare.

See the way it smells you
darling,

Look, the grass is moving
there,

Smell the musk - the cat like
odour,

See the claws that tear and
tear.

Feel the way it wants you
darling,

As it pulls you limb from
limb,

You'll not wander anymore,

Now that you are inside him.

 


- that’ll stop her fooling
around -
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A PECULIAR MAN

 I
like to walk in the woods at night

And sit by myself in the
dark

I like to argue all the time

And stand on my head in the
park

I like to dress in clothes so
gay

And laugh and sing when I
can

I like to do these things and
more

'Cos I'm a peculiar man

 


- well that’s what all my mates
say -
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