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Mystery

 My 80s Days

When Jimmy was a kid in the early 80s,
he used to take the piss out of glue sniffers. Hey you, you
bastard! They used to chase him and his mate. Running in zig zags,
never catching us.

Back further, the old stone house
opposite Locking Gate Rise at Waterhead. We smashed the stones out
of the walls. On the day it collapsed, I wasn't there. Wasn't me! I
was watching Grizzly Adams. We heard the roar as it fell. My mum
saw the dust cloud go past our window.

Soon after, new houses were built. I
used chalk to write on the wall: Glen is gay! This lad wanted to
beat me up but never caught me. He threw a big white pebble at me.
It missed.

Years later, I remember the alternative
girls. One had a house with Siouxsie posters on the walls. She
looked the same. Stunning. Another gal ran barefoot. With blond
hair, she played New Model Army over the CB. What did she do with
the rest of her life?

The 80s. I remember.


Clay Men

The clay man died. He's a member of the
dead. He's in the van on the passenger seat, made of concrete.
Morphs onto the driver's face. Hey, you're dead! What? He's talking
normal. Put him in the concrete mixer. Mix him up. Moving like
liquid mercury man. Barry from Brookside, crap actor. Now dead,
clay man. Van driver to wear? False clothes.


Eating Shrimps

I eat choc sponge cake.

They watch me eat it.

See the TV advert.

I see the map.

I'm in the Taiwan.


Mystery Unsolved

She disappeared aged 3.
Everyone looked for her. People went from shop to shop asking have
you seen this girl? No was the reply. Others searched woodland,
fields, by the river. Soon people all over the country joined the
hunt for the missing child. No luck. It was like she never existed.
Her parents never gave up hope nor stopped looking. 3 dates are the
worst: the anniversary of her disappearance, her birthday and Xmas.
14 years later she's still missing. No one has spotted her. She'd
be 17 now. Almost an adult. But she's a statistic. A 3 year old
girl missing 14 years. Her picture on milk cartons. Mystery
unsolved.


Varied Statistics

Casualties in a war that isn't
ours.

What happens under Nebraska
skies?

Is that where you are?

The bitter old woman with only death to
look forward to.


Crystalline Topaz.

Oh how pretty.

You wear the Russia Cap.


Dry Dry Dry

There's a beer river up at San Miguel.
We went up there to the brown river. A little wooden boat carried
our souls. Not to safety. We all fell into the beer river! I was
floundering so bad. The three others couldn't save me; nor me them.
Beer engulfed us. It was each to their own. Save your skin. Not
before drinking your fill. The others preferred San Mig Lite. I had
Red Horse. I was called Lucky as I spied a bottle of Happy Horse. I
swear the horse was smiling. We drank the San Miguel river fucking
dry dry dry. I burped when I was done. Drank my fill. As had the
rest. I staggered shoreward. Leaving our upturned boat on river
bed. If you read this, tell them we drank the San Mig river dry dry
dry. And it don't exist no more. Except in myth and legend. So I'll
spare you the Antipolo Jeepney ride there. Don't go looking for it.
We drank the San Mig river dry dry dry.


All For Cash

I see you old American guy with your
trophy wife.

A third of your age.

Her face is blank as you
talk.

No interaction.

What does she see in you?

Or are you after her cash?

Yes the man whispered...


Pecking Snail

The pecking snail will kill
you. He's a rare creature. Prone to acts of war and violence. This
includes eating people he doesn't like. If you smell badly, you'll
be his next meal. Sweat drives the pecking snail mad. Like blood
drives a psychopath mental. Unlike the psycho, the pecking snail
needs no weapons. Even if he wanted to, he can't hold a mini-gun,
he's got no hands. His weapons are his pecking snail teeth. A
million pecks a second reducing you to mush. He laps this up and
basks in the sun, full. If you see the pecking snail, run like
fuck. He will eat you if he catches you.


Cock Pit Cheque

Today confirmed my suspicions from the
other day:

that all bureaucrats are totally
fucking incompetent.

Not worth the fresh air you waste upon
them.

Nor your time of day.

Why oh why did it end up like
this?

Pay for this, sign this, you need this,
no not that, this document, go to window 21.

AAAARGH!

If I do your job, would I be useless
like you?

Are you trained to be that
way?

A blithering stupid idiot.


Sneeze Me Alone

Sneezing fuck off! Say it
with me: sneezing fuck off! I don't wanna be a snot monster, oh no.
I wanna be sneeze free. So sneezes fuck off. Fuck off back to where
you belong. On the grouchy alien at Planet Zanussi. Sneezing fuck
off! Do as you're told and I won't get mad at you. Given the choice
I prefer piles or diarrhoea
to sneezing. You make my head bounce. I'm not a
rubber ball. You twat! So do one and fuck off to Planet Zanussi.
Snot monster be gone.


Seventeen Again

You'll never be seventeen again. Nor
will I.

You'll never argue with me over music.
I'll never face the trauma of her saying, "I'm
pregnant."

You'll never drive your wreck of a
white Ford Escort Mk3. I'll never work in the MG car
garage.

You'll never try to make me fight in
the pub. I'll never see Status Quo live.

You'll never pretend to be my friend.
I'll never own and drive a rally prepped red Fiat 127.

None of us will ever be seventeen
again.


De-icer

Idolise the salt. Idolise
the salt. Idolise the salt. Cold water pipe hot under the sun. Burn
your hands. Pretend you're rich and live like Lord Lucan. Eat the
salt. Lick it all up like a gun dog lapping blood. Salt lick, salt
lick. Bit by bit you become a pillar of salt. Not for blasphemy.
No. For being the salt idoliser. All the crap boy bands and freaky
singers. You did me a favour and turned them to salt. And shipped
it off to Walmart. Selling 25 kilo bags cheap. Boy band salt to
de-ice your drive. Idolise the salt as you wheel spin thru it.
Slush puppy hot water pipe frozen solid. Sun drenched cold water
pipe now a heat sink. Mix the water with idolised boy band salt.
Run them down the drain fast. For they're all fucking shit. All
fucking salt now. Salty penis up salty pussy. Even the bent ones.
Onwards goes the salt conversion. Roll up roll up, bring your shit
boy bands. Then we'll go to Sodom and Gomorrah to party our salt
business profits away. If we're lucky we can endure the nuclear
attacks. And kiss nuclear ash like idolised salty boy bands. Now
de-icing your drive way. Best use for them.


You Alone

I came here for you.

I flew eight thousand miles for
you.

I married you.

I gave my heart to you.

This is for you.

You alone.

I love only you.


Happy Moment

Oh girl you're gonna carry that. Carry
you to the bed. Throw you down on top. No covers needed. Got your
birthday suit on. See all of you. And I know you aint shy. Oh no
baby. Think of the fun we'll do. No adult descriptions or swear
words needed. We know the score. What we'll do. Our minds will
record it. Erotic video camera in our heads. For this is a one off
event to be played back later. Before then let us enjoy now. I'm
here for you baby. Party time my lady. My dear sister. This is our
secret. And your smile signifies the start.


Swaddle

You row with your mum. Baby in
swaddling clothes.

You fall off your bike. Baby in
swaddling clothes.

You don't wash your plate. Baby in
swaddling clothes.

You spill water everywhere. Baby in
swaddling clothes.

You fight your brother. Baby in
swaddling clothes.

You jump up and down like a girl. Baby
in swaddling clothes.

You lose your money. Baby in swaddling
clothes.

You damage the drain pipe. Baby in
swaddling clothes.


Lakes

Living in a world of memories. I
remember our holidays in the Lake District in my auntie's cottage.
Going to mountain warplane crashes, visiting the lakes, climbing
real mountains and seeing quaint villages and towns.

Driving there in my dad's Avenger and
later on, his Lada. Seeing RAF jets fly low in the valleys. For a
while, thinking I'd do that one day. Eating Kendal Mint Cake, hard
on the teeth, great on the gut! Give me some more.

Collecting all manner of stones;
pebbles off St Bee's beach, minerals from Goldscope mines, slate
from Whinlatter quarry and a dozen other things from the Mother
Earth. Was this where my love of the natural world
started?

Those meaningful 70s and 80s
holidays faded into my youth. My 20s, 30s and early 40s passed.
Decades stealing my memories, eroding their sharpness. But not
taking the feeling in my heart. One day I will day
return.


Metal

And in certain places four guys
continue their rock n roll band. Allah says No! Rule of the gun
Saddam style - Accrasicauda. You must do our songs. In Iran - be
careful. You're allowed to be creative under our rules. Like in
Kashmir. Four girls formed a guitar band and gigged. Muslim leaders
stopped them. It's unjust. Threat of unsaid things. It's never just
music or rock n roll.


Pathways To Now

From one object can we discern all
others? From one person can we discern all others? For every action
there's a reaction. No, there's not. For every action there's a
question.

It's like Vegas here. They know every
trick in the book. Even the whores will give one less suck to save
a Euro.

Imagine a planet one billion miles in
diameter. On what bit would you live? Would one square mile of land
be enough for you?

You say you like weapons yet you don't
wanna see a million turned to ash. What about 500k? You could feel
each death personally. Enjoy the pain. Suffer like God and his
Jesus.

I take a bite of my rosy red apple. And
all of the communists fall one by one: Red China, Vietnam, North
Korea, Cuba.


Backfire 4 Burn

She was quite a bird. Why did they
update her so? Twin 55k engines in full 'burner. Don't they know
that airframe limits would be reached in dry thrust? That bird
would fly like a fighter. Did she? Rolling, turning, climbing,
diving. What of her airframe strength? Enough? To fly fly fly.
Those Blackjack engines were more than enough for her to kill
Yankee carriers. As were her original engines. Backfire could have
been the biggest air combat fighter. Was she close? Soviet
dreams.


Concept

When people were invented by Mother
Nature,

she came up with an added
twist.

She thought it was funny.

It wasn't.

It was this:

she made people argue, row, fall out
and disagree.

The killer was brilliant;

it was over small things.

For example: a man scratches his
brother's bike.

Result, a big row;

another is a girl smiling at her
sister's partner for a second too long.

Result, a big cat fight.

Big things like people losing their
houses, jobs or lives resulted in less arguments.

Mother Nature was a bitch when she
programmed this into us.

Now who's got my fucking
pen?

When I find out who, there's going to
be hell to pay.


Empiricals 1

We must never be apart. Learn the
lessons from before. Never go to a party alone. One too many beers
and so much can happen. I always get the girl. The sex can feel
great. How can it not? The realisation of 'What the fuck have I
done?' That feeling when everything collapses. Like the collapse of
an empire. Learn the lessons of the past. For we still live in the
real world.


Empiricals 2

I've not worn these jeans in fifteen
years. I wonder if they still fit me? Do you still fit me? I
remember our first kiss on our first date. I wore these jeans then.
They hugged my figure like paint. I knew you liked them. You liked
taking them off me so you saw me naked. Never mind what came next.
That was a decade and a half ago. The jeans still hang in my
wardrobe. They were here a lot longer than you.


Focke-Wulf Fw 44 Stieglitz

She was a very pretty biplane. Nothing
more nothing less. With the usual biplane looks. Double wings, two
open cockpits, fixed wheels. A tail dragger of course. You're wrong
in thinking she's American. Don't think she's innocent. She's a
real bitch, a Nazi! And she looked as smart as any evil SS officer
in his uniform. Kurt Tank designed her well. She was easy to fly,
ideal for new pilots. Today she would be called a weapon system.
Giving future bomber, reconnaissance and fighter pilots their first
taste of powered flight. This pretty little biplane was responsible
for something. The start of Luftwaffe pilot's careers. On the road
to killing tens of thousands of people, not all enemies. All this
in a pretty little biplane with a quirky name - Stieglitz. Most
remarkable of all, some still fly to this day. Looping, rolling,
turning and diving. A German Tigermoth equivalent. Her place in
history is guaranteed.


Happy Worker

We are the ultimate machine. They make
us do all the factory jobs at double speed. Produce
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