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Section One

Poems

1.

(20th January 1996, 10.05pm)

The Boredom eats away at the inner regions of your mind,

A feeling of mild nausea creeps around in your insides.

A stomach-wrenching churn of emotion turns inside your gut,

Depression sets in and starts where mere boredom left off.

Nothing to do to solve the problems but hope

That something, someone, will come along to help you cope

With life, everything in general that screws you up.

You're a mess, nothing goes right, the ball's never in your court.

You want to try, you feel you ought

To do something.

Liven up, get a job, to get you out, to keep you sane

And do something, anything.

But you can't. You can't cope.

You want to lock away life and throw away the key,

You want something to happen to make you see

That life's not all bad if you look at it right.

But it won't. And it is,

However hard you try to look at it right.

How can you find yourself inside a fog,

A cloud of pretence hiding your inner self?

Where are you?

Where are you?

2.  42

(6th February 1998, 10.56pm)

And now, I sit and write and think

'Bout life, the universe and everything.

My thoughts on life,

On death and love.

How long before I

Rise above the test of time

That tests my mind,

How long before I take a shine

To someone I can say is mine,

My heart belongs to them.

Along the winding road of life,

Who shall I take me for a wife?

Or shall I stay a single man,

With all around me close at hand

To say where I may make mistakes,

To cheer me up when my heart breaks,

To tell me to apply the brakes

Before I go too far.

Plenty of what my heart fancies-

Minor, small discrepancies.

But still I sit, deep in thought,

How long before I will be caught

By the hands of Death,

The shadow time,

The time of death this time is mine.

How will I leave this mortal coil?

Insane, in a state of mass turmoil?

Or old and withered,

A grand old age,

Are you

Interested in my story?

A sense of Deja Vu.

Shall I be shot down in my prime

In another pointless war?

Will aliens from another plain

Land upon this fair, uncharted shore?

Maybe destroy us all

With some supersonic ray,

Bestow us all with power?

Let us all give out, I pray.

The universe is out there,

That, with life and everything.

And it's all these things of interest

That make me sit and write and think.

3.  747

(April 1994)

You got no life,

We don't care.

Flyin' on a private 'plane,

Flyin' through the air.

747.

Mind those trees.

Too late,

Start again,

On your knees.

No second chances.

No turning back.

No excuses.

Go hit the sack,

Wake up early,

Go round the bend.

Nothing to keep you,

You got no friends.

In your mid-twenties

And still got no life.

Is it time to die yet?

Too much stress,

Too much strife.

Life's nothing,

Nothing special.

Don't go in for all the hype,

Take it or leave it.

I'm fucking leaving it.

Shit.

4.  AAARGHH!!

(12th November 1997, 8.27pm)

Do you know I'm going mad?

Do you know I'm going mad?

I'm going mad

And I just don't know

How much more I can stand.

I'm having a nervous breakdown,

I'm cracking up in my head.

My mind needs a mental shakedown,

And I need to go back to bed.

5.  Angel

(23rd July 1997, 6.42pm)

Someday I'll meet (hopefully soon)

The girl of my dreams, make me swoon.

A beauteous wonder,

An angel divine,

She'll say that she loves me

And she'll be all mine.

But until that day, sadly,

I'll sit here and sigh.

And think of her madly

Until she comes by.

6.  The Annual Hiding Away of Christmas Presents from the Prying Eyes of the Recipricants

(December 1998)

I've got bloody

Buzz and Woody

In my ruddy

Cubby

Hole.

Sporty, Scary,

How contrary!

In my cupboard,

Can't you see?

An Action Man is hiding

In the recess in my wall.

Presents for the others,

And for me, nothing at all.

So now I'm sat here, waiting

For Mr. Claus to get in,

And take these presents off my hands

'Cause they're doing my bloody head in!!
7.  Anyone for A Game of Love?

(3rd January 1998, 2.12pm)

A game of love-

Any takers?

Any movers, any shakers?

Chicago Bulls or L.A. Lakers?

Well, it's all the same to me.

And now I sit and try to think,

It's funny how the brain can shrink

When you're trying to find a link

To someone who could play.

You rack your brains the whole day through

For someone who'd play 'love' with you;

There's someone there, you don't know who,

Or how or where or when.

Eventually you'll work out a way,

And find someone who, you hope, will play.

They will! And so, on that fine day,

A happy man you'll be.

But until that day, you must be patient.

You'll get frustrated on most occasions,

But there's someone waiting in every nation

For a game of love.
8.  A Poem-By Me!

(April 1997)

I know I shouldn't grumble,

But in writing down my mumbles

I can get things down in a way that I can show:

'No-one loves me' and 'I'm smelly,'

And I've got this big fat belly,

Is it any wonder I'm so low?

My love life's non-existent,

In my quest I'm so persistent,

But nothing ever goes the way I planned:

To get a girl to like me!

Yes, I know that it's not likely,

But nonetheless, it is the task in hand.

And then I say I'll diet.

Hah! I'll never buy it-

I'll buy some crisps or pop or sweets instead.

No! I'll get out and move it-

Y'know, exercise! I'll prove it.

But then again, I think I'll stay in bed...

And so I end this tale

A somewhat sad young male,

But everything I've got to say is here.

For now it's time to change it-

I'm sure I can arrange it-

But if not, see you again, same time, next year.

9.  Argos Voucher

(October 1999)

Argos gift voucher, just what is the deal?

I've never understood gift voucher appeal.

Why swap hard-earned money you can spend anywhere

For an Argos gift voucher you can only spend there?

10.  A Thought for the Day

(July 1997)

'To fall in love is to be as one.'

Two souls entwined?

Or one big con?

11.  Back To Bed

(2nd April 1996)

Does your whole body

Ever go

Ever so

Red?

So you make up your mind

That you'd be

Better off

Dead.

Do your insides feel

Like they are

Made of

Lead?

You're not too well;

You'd better go right

Back to

Bed.

Back to bed.

Back to bed.

12.  Brainwave

(2nd May 1998, 11.57pm)

Sleeping through a landslide

Sweeping through your tiny mind,

A tidal wave of boredom is approaching.

Natural disasters of the brain cannot disturb

The earthquake that will shortly head your way.

The volcano in your head will be erupting someday soon,

Sending molten magma image lava cascading

Through your mind, your head, your brain

In a way that might disturb.

Claim on your insurance now,

Your head's about to cave in.

Heading for a brainwave, heading for a fall,

An act of God's about to happen,

An event to end them all.

13.  Change

(29th February 2000, 1.20am)

I detect a change in me;

In how I feel, in what I see.

Though what it is, as yet unclear,

My inner self is not yet here.

It struggles to reveal itself to me-

What am I, who is me?

My faith at odds with what I see

As clear but distant memory.

The change within me is but close,

Yet not so near as to inform it's host

It's physical form; welcome the ghost-

Come into me, I need the most

Clear idea as to what I be-

What is this, this change in me?

I need to change, to be as one

Within myself, as anyone

Who seeks themselves will truly find;

To be at peace in body and mind

And soul. What guidest me within?

What spirit moves me to do these things?

A long and tired journey, yes,

But a long, long way to go, I guess,

Before I reach my journey's end

And find out who I am, my friend.

But for me, I feel, I persevere,

I'm patient, waiting, waiting here

For my spirit to overcome uncertainty

And manifest it's change in me. 
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