
My Town

My town was born in nineteen forty eight.
In a crumbling state that couldn't wait...
To forget the horrors of two world wars.

This newborn town was meticulously planned by his loving parents.
With communal areas where kids could play.
Social housing, not scrounging, but a right for all.
Indoor toilets and public pools.
Art and churches and fields and schools.
This other Eden, this demi-paradise.

The horrors and the glory of the twentieth century mostly passed me 
   by.

So when I was a kid, the town itself was already forty five.

A middle aged man who still retained some of his youthful good 
           looks.

Festivals in summer, pensioners clubs and libraries filled with books.
But He'd recently seen his GP.
The diagnosis was grim.
Early onset privatisation disease.
He ignored the advice and grinned. 

My town is now 66 years young, and his son has now lived to see.
His rapid old age and terminal stage disease ravage poor he.
Whose libraries now close, and green fields are plundered.
Whose schools are set up to fail, by governments that blundered.
And smashed apart it's great hospital, once the envy of all now in the 

   papers it's scorned.
The pensioner clubs don't profit, so surely they go.
No more festivals or public paid shows.
Come enjoy the pool rebuilt out of Olympic pride.
If in the small print you can find the allocated time.

When it's not bought out by private functions or clubs ...who come 
first you see.

Cos it's all about cash and I'm afraid they can afford to pay more than 
  me.

The towns on his last legs, in a hospital bed.
And his drip keeps feeding him death.
His chest rises slowly and slowly it falls.
As if saving every last breath.
I stare at him now and I try to recall an image his once youthful face.
But as hard as I try, it's distorted by the new one left in its place.
I say my goodbyes, I squeeze his old hand and leave him to his fate.
And by his bedside I leave a small note...
'Here lies Basildon: do not resuscitate.'

O.L.



My Eyes

My eyes don't open wide and let in light like they used to.
These two shutters above my nose once cast upon the night 

  perceived star light.
Fantastical, mystical and unknown.
In my state of prepubescent ecstasy I sought answers to questions I 

 couldn't ask.
And given half a chance I'd speculate.
I’d formulate theories and hypothesis.
I'd reckon I'd ponder and why? 
‘Cos this was all I could do. 
In the same way that ancient man looked up to the heavens and 

 swore he saw constellations. 
Pantheons, of Gods and beasts.
And he perceived this to be true.
Ignorance bred beauty, imagination flourished in the absence of fact.

Where now is my childlike gaze? 
It seems a haze of nine to five and modern life.
And bills and taxes have comprised my ability.

Cynicism is etched on my heart.
And doubts and woes are all that flows through my once young 

           veins.
I look now to the ancient skies, where pyramids once aligned and all 

      I see is darkness.
The flicker of alien suns send light rays my way but my eyes are 

         closed. 

Why look at the cosmos?
When in my youth swing sets were titans.
A play park down my road was the Colossus there in Rhodes.
It rose above our heads.
But now it's rust and spit and reeks of piss.
Disused and small.

And the boss already hates me you can see it in his eyes,
He's thinking, “Why did we interview this, kid.”
Another swing and a miss.
They're asking me things I didn't even know I didn't know.
Let me go home.
I'm in the stocks, they're throwing cinder blocks,
But I can take it.
I wasn't born with broad shoulders they were pushed out by the 

        weight of great expectations,
I held up your heavens.

And later on they'll say, “Well done,
You were the only one that asked the kids what they think.”
So at least I know the guy that got the job,
Doesn't even give a toss.
But tonight he'll be all smiles and dreaming about tomorrow while I 

       hang up my suit,
Refresh the jobsites,
And wait for Groundhog Day to start again.

S.R.



Interview

Got a haircut.
Short back and sides, nice and tidy,
New suit, blue,
Unusual but, whatever mate,
It's your funeral.
Pulling out all the stops coz I really want this job.
Been spending my days day dreaming about moving out and 

                   settling down.
Now I'm just hours away, today's the day the wait was worthwhile I 

            can stand up straight.

Arrive early and look serious.
A firm handshake, none of that limp wristed business,
Look em in the eye.
“My name's Sioni Richards, the pleasure's all mine.”
They take me to the waiting room and I'm horrified to find,
I'm the last to arrive.
But the letter said ten, it's only half past 9.

Sycophants.

And while we wait the candidates talk, I start feeling awkward.
They're talking about school policy and previous experience.
Turns out they all do the same job elsewhere they just fancied a 

              change.
Well ain't that great.
What job are you leaving?
If you get this one maybe I can apply.

And in this interview line there's a woman I used to know,
I give a friendly, “Hello,” and hope that she's not qualified.

By the time my name's called I've gone from six foot tall to four foot 
five.

And those I idolized I put on plinths.
I found to be flawed and disappointingly human.
The wonder and the magic is gone.

So now I've got the hump. 
And it's gone to Bactrian from Dromedary.
‘Cos a sedentary brains a cage.
And how can I expect my retinas to receive starlight.
When inside I know I know that I'm right.
No beasts or deities straddle the sky.
We're on our own. 
And our home is a spit of sand in the deepest ocean.
I, the shipwrecked survivor, look up and pray.
And hope some day.
That stars will come, take me away.
And teach my eyes to be children once more.

O.L.



Once Upon a Time

Once upon a time I spent nine months as snug as a bug in a rug my 
         head ducked tucked in,

I was a pie in the oven waiting listening in, while up above,
My future was woven from the hopes and dreams of what I could be,
What I could achieve.
But after twenty three years I'm stood here and I'm just me,
I've got a moment of your time, a handful of rhymes, and I've got to 

    make a mark, leave an impression.
So I'll carve your time into a bible,
Create fables to rival commandments and false idols,
I'll take the world in my hands,
You can keep your lamb of God coz I'm the children of man,
And you say God save the King.
But I say it's better me than him, coz I was born to a policeman, and 

                  a teacher.
I was taught, morality, how to be the pillar of my community,
I was created, for the future.
But when they was giving out the birth rights your pockets were 

   tight, so now, my pockets are light,
And now I'm all shit out of luck.
I've gone from a pair of ducks to twenty three and I'm thinking fuck.
Coz now I'm all shit no paddle and starting to creak.
Creak like I peaked too early but this was all molehills and no 

   mountains,
And there might not be any crystal fountains coz this shit's radical.
It's not factual it's just a prose composed of a million lies.
And your eyes were blind trying to find a prize that was prophesied 

         in a different time, but this is a new era,
And we see clearer so I'll take these words, I'll carve 'em in stone, I'll 

      carry 'em home, so I can,
Split seas with this prophecy, bask in its divinity and pray,
That it may have the ability to set me free.           

             S.R.

So I apologise if I look at your chest instead of your eyes, coz it 
   makes it hard to hypnotize.

My three minutes begin, I breathe in, I've got hearts and minds to 
     win, I breathe out.

Deliver my words like a clout round the ear.
Coz you raise your voices in violence but mine is a sign of defiance,
So let your words hang in their own silence.

But now I'm panicking.
They raised the stage too high and the air's thin.
I'm jumping from syllable, to syllable, like Takeshi's Castle and I'm 

    wondering which is gonna be the first to give way.
I'm stumbling.
And I'm quickly approaching that line that no matter how many 

            times I repeat it,
I can never quite, I can never quite, I can never quite get it right.

But in the haze of the audience I see the faces that I know and 
                    they're grinning.

They don't know that I'm struggling,
They're smiling coz they know every story that I'm telling they're in 

    'em and they know what's coming.
And before I can realise what's happening, I'm being driven to 

          crescendos by the faces that I know.
So I look at the spotlight.
I declare, “What's yours is mine.” I look the crowd in the eyes, I see 

 a hundred faces hypnotized,
I deliver the punchline.
But I haven't got time to let the ripple of applause linger in the air,
I've got to get back to my chair where my mates are waiting shake 

      my hand.
They pass me a drink, and my night is complete when they give me a 

                        look that louder than any crowd, says,
“Tonight, you made us proud.”

S.R.



Driven to Crescendos

I'm still dreaming.
Head high coz I'm believing,
Everything happens for a reason, I'm more than just a heathen.
Treason is a matter of opinion.
I've been taught so many lessons I'm second guessing every question 

           so I stop for a second.
I ask, “Fellas what do you reckon, can we make it happen?”
They say, “You're so hell bent and stubborn you'll do it without our 

     blessing,”
Coz family can be fickle but your best mates always know the truth.
And I know they can act like prats but they've always got my back, I 

  know that as a fact.
Moral support's a given.
So when I say, “Gentlemen I've been writing and I'd like to go to an 

       open mic night,”
They say, “Alright.”
No moment of hesitation, just,
“Nice one, can we come?”
See people aren't nasty, but they measure what you do financially 

   and find it hard to disguise.
It's hard to provide so it's all about the money.
Despite the things they say like, “It's whatever makes you happy.”
But my brothers speak with endless generosity.
Even if I'm shit they'll be convinced that I'm the bollocks,
They're always your biggest fans,
Fucking sycophants.
So of course if I perform they'll be in the crowd.
My name's called and I step out.
I approach the stage.
Trying to remember it's just floor that's been raised to raise you to 

          raise the roof to bring down the house.
I approach the mic.
Thinking I might win the fight with stage fright but the spotlight's 

        too bright I can't see who I'm talking to.

P For Pratt

Summers past, first one to pass was I.
That shiny pink license took six attempts and blood and sweat.
And three point turns to earn. 
Futile rows with DVLA’s finest.

“Please wear the green plates.”
Nervous mother urged.
But Dan Riches’ smirk was enough for me to hastily remove.
The magnetic “P” for “Pratt”.
We sat.
Behind the wheel at BP.
Masters of our destiny.
The open road …well the A13.
Was open now.
And we were free.

O.L.



Plugged Ears and Empty Beers

Sometimes when I write I lack direction.
Like I'm confused in the very message that I'm sending, like,
This is just a musing and some of it's amusing, but I can't break this 

   silence, like, watching a mute sing.
  
So now I'm staring at blank pages and empty wages.
Promising changes, not knowing what change is,
Feeling hopeless teach your kids what faith is.
Decide what do want from me?
Is it love, or money?
Coz if it's money then I'm skint,
And if it's love then I'm skint.
I can only give what I've been given if I ain't got it then I can't give 

  'em, and I ain't got anything to plug.
Just plugged ears, empty beers, cheers and jeers, crocodile tears and 

    the ears that you leant me.
I ain't got any books or CDs but for 50p,
I'll leave a poem on your answering machine.
I'll give you a pause for thought and a round of applause,
I'll do you a swap,
All the shit that I've got for all the shit that you want.
I'll prop you up, so you can stay on top,
Take my bent knees, good for proposals and apologies but they ain't 

       great at begging,
And all time is borrowed so yeah, I can spare a second, let me turn 

        out my pockets.
No gold dust just coal dust, a couple of dreams with specks of rust,
The scratches will buff out.
I've got a voice box that whispers when it tries to shout.
Two legs that always run in the wrong direction.
A fear of the spotlight but a craving for attention.
And I've got crate loads of clichés and alter-egos so aloof,
They're borderline Autistic.

You see…

One day this body will be worm food.
And soon the worms will be worm food too.
Then the sun will balloon, to tune of a billion hot days.
Factor five sun block won't stop the clock , or electromagnetic 

          waves.
Because monuments will crumble, man will cease to be.
It'll melt down our your mountains and boil all your seas.
History books will burn, and money disintegrate.
Nothing more will matter, when all matter evaporates.

So when my pockets are empty I'll wave my Hoover flag.
We take nothing and leave nothing beyond the grave.
These memories are all we have.

O.L.



The last sun rays shine.
And street lamps flicker on one by one.

The day had to die, it always it's fate.
As luck would have it this planet rotates.
And I find myself on a brand new page.

I put my hand in my pocket, if I'm lucky now.
I'll sometimes find a few quid.
I landed a job, and a roof overhead.
I made good since I was a kid.

But when I go to the bank it coldly explains that overdraft charges 
           apply.

I've been spending my youth, I've got far less health and  I’m 
          overdrawing on all of my time.

You've got plenty of love, Mr Lazarus, and you’re not completely 
         insane.

We could loan you some youth if you wish, or you could invest some 
of that time?

I need the little time that I've got, I explain to the man who sits at the 
            desk.

And If your sitting comfortably sunshine, there's something I'll get of 
     my chest.

 
I spent all my time on time wasting.
I gambled my health on late nights.
I invested my love very wisely.
On kisses under street lights.
And my youth is running out quickly.
I spend quicker than I could ever earn.
But I'll share with you, I've found to be true.
These lessons I have learned.

When my pockets are all empty, I'll wave my Hoover flag.
I'll stand up proud and scream aloud, “I'm broke but I'm so glad!"
Not for what I've got, but for all that I have had.

I've got the, lungs of a smoker, liver of a drinker, eyes fixed with 
            blinkers, and the mind of an over-thinker, but,

Don't worry about that box at the back.
That's just filled with all the shit I can't sell like, dignity, and 

   self-worth.
See I ain't tragic just boracic so don't worry about me.
If you see me walking down the street I ain't talking to myself, I'm 

          writing poetry.
Coz I am greater than the sum of my parts,
My pockets might be empty but I'm filled with works of Art. 

S.R.



Prepost Apocalypse

Hello?
Do you read me? 

I'm sending this message via prepaid post to your pre-post 
apocalypse.
I hope that you're getting this.
I hope that this transmission is.
A reflection of my acts and deeds, and unmet needs. 
That have brought me to this mic, 
And brought me to my knees.

MAD DOGS HAVE CHASED THIS ENGLISHMAN OUT INTO 
            THE MIDDAY SUN.

My sins and fears and unshed tears are all that I’ve become.
And as the end draws near, the sun draws in.
And angels take my hand.
So I've  compiled here a small recount of life in this dying land.

I don't have any real memories.
More like a vague recollection of existing before now.
I know an earlier me must have fundamentally evolved to be me 

     somehow. 
I was born in the very last days of a very cold war.
In the kingdom of a milk snatcher,  rapture of the poor.
I was raised… on the shoulders of titans.
Twentieth century writings.
And the memories of other screaming back across the silence.

There's no school like the old school.  
So I made myself a prefect.
A pretence that prevented perceptions of no achievement.
No silver spoon in this mouth .
But my silver tongue was polished over beats and fumbled verses.
My diction was carved out of slang and simple curses.

Do You Remember?

Do you remember days as long as months? 
When the sun stayed up, and refused to fall.
Skate-parks, concrete by the old swimming pool.
We'd listen to tinny music on age old phones.
And enjoy the prose.
Of Strummer, Marley and Tim Armstrong.
We'd sing along.
Sun was shining.
We were rainbows, two.
We were piss poor in monetary terms, but my bank account held a 

       different wealth.
Cos We were rich in time, we were rich in love, we were rich in 

            youth, we were rich in health.

Do you remember awaking with no certain plans?
And holding hands.
And laughing loud aloud as if no on one was around.
In the busy shopping centre.
Chocolate milk, energy drinks, pick 'n' mix and bags of crisps.
We retired to the rooftop car park for a sit down meal.

Do you remember how it feels?
To be truly free.
That fleeting moment in life when old enough to decide.
Where to go and what to be.
Without a sense or urgency.
Or responsibility.
Just wrapping ourselves up in life's rich tapestry. 
And drinking deep from the fountain of youth.

Do you remember Wat Tyler park?
Disposable barbecues, and gnat bites in dusk.
And walking back past Pitsea dump. 
Watching a month long day decline.



So go back and ask again what do I wanna be?
If I knew then what I know now, what would I say, would I still say, 
“I don't know,” or would my answer change?
Would I look my teachers in the eyes and declare with pride, “I 

            wanna paint, sculpt, draw and write.”
I wanna give The Stranglers a new hero, I wanna be Rousseau.
Spark a revolution, free men from their shackles,
I wanna be Marx or Engels, just gimme the footnotes.
I wanna paint the Sistine Chapel red, and be remembered long after 

    your dead,
So put my face on the ten pound note, I'll blow kisses to the Queen.
I'll go toe to toe with Kings, coz I'd rather give it all and have 

    nothing than be born to have it all,
And one day, I will achieve my dreams,
As god is my witness I'll make him my referee,
Coz I am Sioni Richards,
And bollocks to CV's. 

S.R.

My skin was hardened by the harsh treatment of my critic.
He still stares at me through mirror glass and casts his glance.
I feel it.

Out of the ashes of my corpse rose this phoenix discourse.
Which now haunts and taunts the peripherals of my psyche.
Hungry for a cause with anger as a source.
It evolves into an outlet that I now use to define me.

Alas. 
A generation late? 
A lifetime short?
No way to apply life lessons self taught. 
With Art in recession.
Never mind the economy.
A spiraling depression unfurls itself in front of me.
See, artists speak but no one ever listens.
Too many mouths no ears.
Set on transmission not reception.
And I've seen poets that wont listen to poetry.
IF POETS DON’T LISTEN TO POETRY.
Then there's no hope for us,
there's no hope for me.

This message is dying.
Static fills the air.
My bar charts and graphs I monitor screens freeze.
So please beware. 
This tale of which I’m foretelling to you is in no way set in stone.
So open your ears, your mouths and minds.
And open-mic for evermore.

            O.L.



Streetlights and Spotlights

These streetlights are spot lights.
Under which they perform.
Young Montagues and Capulets.
Pirouette in scenes of idleness.
And in times of stress.
They’ll turn the best written tragedy on its head.

Happiness is a state of mind.
And on our streets you’ll find.
Kids can pull apart misery.
Inject some love and energy.
A “fuck the world” philosophy.
And repackage it as comedy.

You want to see real bravery?

Then see a sixteen year old “latch key kid”.
The streetwise professor who ran and hid.
Because today her living room is no man's land.
He raised his voice.
He raised his hand.
At mum again…

Well she crept through mine fields in her kitchen.
Through her hall she crawled to sounds of war.
To the sanctuary of anonymity.
To the sanctuary of the neutrality of the streets.

Now under phone boxes and orange lights she recites her best 
routines.
She keeps her mates in stitches ‘cos out here she’s a queen.
Out here she’s…herself.
 She can’t talk about what goes on indoors.
But their applause is the closest she got to being noticed today.

And a quick side note to anyone that runs a gallery please stop   
          advertising for secretaries on the Arts Council website,

It doesn't count and the title Exhibitions Assistant is misleading.
And I don't mean to imply that those jobs are beneath me,
I know that there are those that thrive in that environment and others
             that just suffer in silence to pay the rent and I do respect that.
It's just I've got a few autistic tendencies and dealing with people can
         lead to anxiety so I don't think those jobs are quite right for me.
See I'm more practical,
Hands on and creative, I wanna make things that's why I became an 

           Artist,
But funding is like hen's teeth.
Always gotta prove your eligibility by answering a million questions 

                         like, “How will you benefit the community?”
But I am a part of my community and it rarely benefits me,
And too many assume that because I love Art,
I'll do it for free.
I live in a country where culture is not a valid currency, not enough 
measurability, you can't set targets to reach and it doesn't like 
bureaucracy, so if I wanna boost this economy I'll just get a job at 

      Sainsbury's and write poetry in my sleep.

Or I could always teach.
Tell a load more kids to make their dreams into constellations,
Reach out and take em, if they work hard and get good marks, 
Then one day they can be just like me.
Coz those that can, do, what exactly?
Don't ask me.

And I feel I've paid my dues,
I've done the minimum wage, the 17 hour day, the 70 hour week,
I've done the mundane, the boring and the bleak.
And I ain't motivated by money, this isn't an act of greed,
I even registered as self-employed, instead of unemployed to make 

         sure I always pay my own way.
I just wanted a small house and a job that makes me happy, 
In this day and age I didn't think that was impossible to achieve but I 

       guess that I was wrong, like I'm still being naïve.



My CV

I'm not here to talk about love.
This trip is not for pleasure I'm here on business coz I'd like to take 

this moment to make a genuine plea.
My name is Sioni Richards and this is my CV.

And not the usual attempt to make the most of every cliché that I can 
boast as though anyone would actually believe that I'm the perfect 

    employee.
I've been there I've tried it I couldn't polish a turd so I rolled it in 

          glitter.
They said this smells like bullshit please try harder, but I just grew 

            tired.
Tired of trying to actually utilize the first class degree that I achieved 

at university.
And some may think oh woe is he, who had the opportunity, 
Embraced social mobility and was allowed thousands of pounds of 

    debt to pursue my dreams.
So to those that didn't have that chance, please accept my sincere 

    apologies.
It's just I'm angry at the system that taught me to believe in higher 

    education,
Coz since my graduation, it seems more a hindrance than a security.
They never told us that paper only counts if it's in accountancy.
See, my CV's all about honesty an act somewhere in between 

 frustration, and desperation.

And I know. I'm a white, British male with no obvious disabilities, 
I'm the very picture of employability, there are those with such 

           greater needs, how dare he?
I could walk into a job.
But unfortunately I guess I'm naive,
See I grew up being asked “What do you want to be?”
And even though most of the time I could only reply, “I don't know.”
I never once came even close to saying, recruitment consultant.

Well I hope a Victoria Cross is on its way.
To these silent soldiers who soldier on.
In our estates across the night.
‘Cos that’s our closest fight.
There is a civil war that’s waged between brickwork walls.
And where it seems so many more young kids fall.
Than in any foreign fields I’m sure .

O.L.



Moon on The Square

It's not the size of the man in the fight.
Its not the size the fight in the man.
Sometimes it's the size of man you finds yourself fighting.
Sometimes it’s the size of the fight you find yourself in.
And the latter was the case many moons ago in the “Moon on the 

         Square” after a flying chair that hung in the air. 
Came CRASHING down to Earth.
Followed by the supporting fire of pint glasses. 
Like a warning shot against the bow.
To test his nerve.
His resolve.

How the laughter dies, and silence reigns after the first shot is fired. 
I know this sound well. 
Its like…
A doodlebugs engines coughing its last beginning a decent and 
falling so fast as onlookers stare in silence they gasp, the inevitable 

       incredible artillery blast.
Of 'Fuck you playing at?'

And so begins the war of words as tiny propaganda mills spring up in 
heads of lager louts. 

Who carefully plot each word and shout.
And send to press without delay the next rude word he picks to say.
The racial slurs through vision blurred some calculated some absurd, 

     so many shouting none are heard.

Battle lines drawn on the floral carpet dividing the nation into two 
           distinct clans. 

AKA Those blokes throwing stuff in the corner and those blokes 
  sitting by the fruit machine. 

Each steeped in a history that spans an afternoon.
In a feud that lasted a moment.

One by one the tower blocks fell until... 
Collapsing banks miles away prevented collapsing buildings.
Here to stay.
In limbo.
Like poppies on fields in Flanders young buds sprang up reaching for 

       sunlight.
For they can reduce an estate to rubble.
They can reduce a mother to tears.
But flowers still grow.
And children grow up with their roots buried deep within the 

    wreckage.

I am sure that they will endure.
And that these optimists will outlive us all.

O.L.



She was born into the post war war-zone that is the estate.
She dragged herself up.
With bloodied hands on the cliff face.
With her mother's addictions.
Her father's empty promises.
And society's presumptions weighing her down like a great anchor.

She's nine.

She knows her own mind.  

The only girl in a class of thirty who could, or would articulate her  
 dislike for make up.

Described it as a mask.
Much to horror and gasps of pre-teen jaws hitting the floor. 

She writes poetry.

No, not “oh so depressing woe is me.
My father's vagrancy.
mum's addictive personality. 
and the state of the estate whose fate is intertwined with the 
economy”.

Mostly because she’s nine.

She writes about hope.  
She writes about confronting her problems with smile.
With a maturity that I at twenty three.
Find overwhelming. 

The estate had been set aside for destruction some time ago.
But work moved slow.
Felt like it would never happen.
Until metal claws.
biting jaws.
Great brachiosaurs of steel appeared one noon and swung their lofty 

          necks.

And bond bound in beer and fear of appearing the lesser man. 
They break from the trenches.

THE SOLDIERS CLASH
The room’s a mess.
Spilling drinks.
An upturned desk.
And like giraffes the craning necks.
Of pissheads punters and little old me. 

At tender eighteen.

If a picture paints a thousand words then a person paints a million.
The persons I pictured in front of me personified a billion.
Tales of space odyssey apemen grasping clubs and claiming lives.
Spartans and Athenians on Elysian fields still colliding and killing as 

     millennia march on. 
A history scarred with countless Cains and countless Abels.

And I stood frozen still.
Unable to kill.
Unable to partake in man's base need to throw a pint.
Throw a chair.
Throw a punch.
Or a war declare. 

I suppose if you trace my lineage back across a vast expanse of time 
you'll see I'm the son of Abel.
So it appears I'm destined to stand confused.
And watch from afar .
As the heirs of Cain.
Play their game.
As they have and will do since time begun.

O.L.



A Town Where Time Stood Still

I come from a town where time stood still.
Of housewives addicted to diet pills and benadryl,
Where kitchen knives take young men's lives through suicides not 

   gang related crime.
It's where we make the most of our pubs before the drink up shut up 
boarded up put em up fuck him up put me up I'm out of luck I've had 

        enough.
This is not the violence of poverty and deprivation,
This is the violence of cocaine and degradation,
And you know who the dealers are, ain't gotta look far they're the 

        flush bastards buying rounds for the bar.
Thugs, drug punched drunk little England mugs.      Proper hard nuts.

This town is a Colosseum, home to Gladiators like teenage beauty 
       queens with nine months to live,

And there's a young couple stood in the middle playing out 
   yesterday's arguments that litter the streets.

They march to her heart that still skips a beat whenever their eyes 
            meet.

Their love was built on the days they could proudly say today was a
good day. 
Frustrating hints of promise, deceptive but not dishonest.
Now she lives in fear of the nights he comes home with murder in 

       his eyes.
He'd fight men twice his size but tonight he's got his eyes on a
 different prize, he's the heavyweight champion of domestic lies, like,
She fell down the stairs,
Walked into the door.
He'll beat her, and he'll beat her till she can't take no more,
And his knuckles are bleeding, and her face is sore,
Till tomorrow when the devil's got new tricks in store.

Craylands

The smell of piss...

Fat fried food.
Sticky tables and sub standard decorating.
Stale, musty and dusty but well lived in.  
If this was a home it would be condemned.
Be knocked down like most these ends.
But as the neighbouring estates are reduced to rubble.
This lone sentinel stands guard.
They call it the pub.  
A public house is too stronger term.
Perhaps a public squat seems more fitting.

The estate had been set aside for destruction some time ago.
But work moved slow.
Felt like it would never happen.
Until metal claws.
Biting jaws
Great brachiosaurs of steel appeared one noon and swung their lofty 

          necks.
One by one the tower blocks fell until... 
Collapsing banks miles away prevented collapsing buildings.
Here to stay.
In limbo. 

Children now play between tower blocks and scenes from long past 
   London bombings. 

Children whose grandparents left bomb sites for new beginnings.
Only to now see their offspring springing up to fast in the ruins of a 

           town whose name we can’t remember.

Its into this setting I present to you Jane.
No not her real name.
But the stories the same.



Average Joe

I'm an average Joe, Jack Joner, born loner,
Conceived in a world that wanted me to believe that deceit,
Was the best way to proceed.
Like ignore the p's and q's, ignorant to the pleas and clues, but  

     ignorance is a noose from which we all hang.
So beware.

As you climb your ladder look out for snakes coz the higher  
           you go the higher the stakes and karma,

Gives as good as she gets.

And here's some advice coz I think you're confused see the 
                boatman's price is just,

Two coins,
So what are you saving for?
Rich or poor there's only one destination no first class pass.

And I'll give you my two cents so I can pass judgement.
Coz the last I saw penance was a life sentence,
And nothing can be said from your deathbed that will allow     

                    you to repent.
And don't look so surprised.
We're all Hades' prize and by the next sunrise you'll have two 

                      coins in your eyes trying to hitch a ride,
But I will not allow that.
I will see you walk blind deaf and dumb,
Blissful in your ignorance,
Looking out, for number one.
Coz I am an average Joe, Jack Joner, born loner,
Conceived in a world that wanted me to believe that deceit,
Was the best way to proceed.
And I will not allow that.

S.R.

And the boys all go down London town with cocktails in their hands.
They march right to the blue light ready for a fight, they take what 

            they demand.
And we ain't got much but we dream of more,
Coz nothing's happened here since you were sixteen and dreaming of 

        leaving.
And I remember when the kids would sing Swing Swing like it was
           the coolest thing and dream that school halls were the Astoria.
Then they tore down the Astoria and our childhood dreams with it,
But that building was a part of my education I grieve its loss to this 

        minute,
Coz they told us that the world is not our oyster.
The world is too big to conquer aim for something smaller but,
I will be a somebody I will be a contender.
My life will be defined by the good times I've got Marlon Brandow's 

 eyes and I can see for miles.
California's dreaming and so am I.

Coz I come from a time before dot doc x extensions,
Before we lived to see our heroes become paedophiles.
When we asked bigger questions than, “What's on?”
And got better answers than, “Nothing.”
And it might be sentiment.
You might criticise it's just the sediment of my mind but I said what I 

          meant,
I sent it without regrets, I'll never digress.
Wait for death to rest, regress to an age old test of fittest is best.
Less is more, more or less coz I come from a town where time stood 

       still but my head is high,
Coz if I look up at a clear nights sky I'll see that stars shine bright,
Where darkness spreads. 

S.R.



We Were The Kids

We were the kids.

Deep inside the library of my mind you'll find the first tome I ever 
         owned.

Bound in black leather with gold letters embossed on the cover,
“Vocabulary.”
And it doesn't run from A to Z.
It starts at Mum,
And ends on a blank page, for the last words, of my final day.
Words hastily written and forgotten fall from it's pages like oil spills,
Stuck in my throat, on the tip of my tongue.
We were the kids.

All ears,
Wide eyed,
With open minds,
We built our lives on wishes made from candle wax.
Given a world of atom bombs and anthrax,
Homelessness and bedroom tax.
We took the world on,
With our Father's heavens on our backs.
We were the kids.

And we were deafened by your silence,
It spoke the volumes of hollow planets.
And then you said, “Calm down,
Channel the tantric tactics of yoga fanatics.”
Dosed up on prozac and lithium,
Diazapam and ritilin,
We were anaesthetised,
And abandoned.
We were the kids.

Actuality TV

I kicked in the screen of my T.V.
I put the box on my head.
I went outside.
I opened my eyes.
And watched real life instead.

O.L.



And we dragged ourselves up through volcanoes.
Made Gods stop to watch the world explode,
And when we were finished the world seemed hollow.
We burnt down forests,
And then drew new ones with the charcoal.
Blessed are the Artists,
For they make the Earth still worth inheriting.
We were the kids.

And we swam through oil spills to be here,
Arrived with choked throats and clenched fists.
Screamed each breath like a protest.
We wrote picket lines,
In black gold,
On mountain sides,
Then set fire to them,
For the world to behold.
We were the kids.

And the world said no.
As though talent was a rarity,
And they already had the diamond in the rough,
But the Earth was filled with uncut gems,
You just found one that was buffed.
So we dragged ourselves up through volcanoes,
Cleared our lungs of dust,
Shouted poems made from oil spills,
So they'd remember us.
And when they say the world is hollow I say put it to your ear,
You'll hear the voices of the poets and they'll be echoing for years.

S.R.
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