A little note

Thic book is made up of excerpte
from an emotional diary I have kept,
in poetry,
for the lact 19 years.

It ic in chronological order.

I am bipolar and i hope my ups and downs make a good ctory,

L think at leact the jauruey i¢ an interecting one.






miniature love

Morning rays,
love the waye
your stream plays
with the bizarre yoke ctoke

of my cigar cmoke.

My glassy outlook ajar
but not afar,
a¢ the outcide breeze

playe with tranclucence’s eace.

You little flirt, are you teaging me

or ic that just the wonder of phycical mystery.



allit-bit

Worde of wicdom cometimes wallow in the wicpe of wearinecs.

Thankfully the tranquillity of truth tranccends that tirednegs...



He gave away hic (ife,
Through anonymous ctrife.
Only for the good of the planet
A coul celf abuge habit.
MNow a mere chadow of a man

Peflected in a beer can...

beer



chattered heart

Somewhere in the realme of my heart
I¢ the ctrength to fill) to Flow, to impart
Upon the closect to my coul

A Final cong to plug the hole.

To ctop the bleeding, to change, to turn.
To finally finich what I have earned.

No more will I play the fool,

[0o cool to rule, to good to pool.

The chances I have taken were choicec imparted

By broken dreame and thinge I have mentally farted.



A Bipolar (ife

What it ic to be me,
A lifelong quect to be happy.
Taking the ups with the downg,

Sometimee a emile, often a frown.

But Ingide me deep there ic a light,
Always ready to take up the fight.
Difficult now to let it chine

But alwaye there, totally mine.

Thic ic my lot I have been dealt,
Eacier when I cupprecced what I felt.
Now it i¢ raw, harder to lift.

The truth ic though it ic a gift.



I cee co much, I feel it all.
Have been co high wae bound to fall
But with each day I learn come more,

Older and wicer, ctronger than before.

Life hac a way of working out,
OF that I certainly have no doubt.
My time will come, it will all make cence.

Finding a moment to enjoy the cucpence.

$o man y othere just like me,
With co much potential to be free.
So if I can do it for mycelf

Maybe I can help everyone elce.

I krnow that now i¢c my time to heal,
Thic ic Just life, the real deal.
Soon i will burst free of my cage,

Might even earn a tidy wage.



There ic co much joy to be had,
I remember that when timee are bad.
Thic world we chare ic a fantactic place,

Alwaye there to put a emile on my face.

With every day my enerqy grows,
Alwaye there to beat the lows,
Unable to lie down, full of grit,

The wonderful, indectructible, human spirit.



tubular

What it i¢ to ctill be me,
That quect ctill alive, let it free.
Riding the waveg, yearning to curf,

Sometimee forgetting my own celf worth.



part of art

When the fractured captured thoughts cwirl and dart,
To a recreation cpawned of an inctance of rationalication.
Try never to diemice ag a mental fart

The wonder of imaginations realication.

With in, around, before or after,
Something worthwhile chould encue.
Even if faced with a haplece laughter,

Find the falcity that becomeg true.

10



gqumption

/Vow & turn into, to face
The changing timely place.
A ctirring, whirring form to find.

The fractive active inner mind.

There ic a welling, an almoct drive,
A ctepping or running, for which to ctrive.
Progrece the reqrece beyond a clear chain

And remember the impetuous to diemice refrain.

11



night terror

Dreame éeaaty cteme from infinite concept
And the pain of pact emotions wept
While the chaoc may be a part of the night

The dream ic actually wonderfully finite

12



mner woe

Healing through a delicate drip,
Captaining the game, quiding my chip.
OF words ungpoken, of thoughte, of coloure.

Pulled by the rhythm of many othere.

True of heart, compacted by force,
Deaf to the ccreaming coul of cource.
The hungry with wo feeling for pain,

Can I hear it or doec my perception wane.

Still I g0 on, cad for my dream.
Good ic happening though, down happinecces ctream.
For me now, focus on my life,

Sure enough my heart, my dream of a wife.

L will wait, faith in the crafter,

Confidence needed before and after.

13



mental coat

There aint nought like a cphere
Don't look in, amaze at, after here.

Better to bang your head

Than be part of a big dose of dead.

Ode to the mental heroc
Just ordinary battalions of neroe.
We doth procece no more

For the rich or the life poor.

[ick Tock, look at the clock.
Time ic up, no vodka to cup.
Your game i¢ not taking flight,

Our brilliance ic juct too bright.

Be yourcelf on mede or herbal
And run the wheel of your own gerbil.
Bipolar people, plenty in thought,

Why did that joy get caught!

14



ward

ctuck in the black hole
with fellow loct coule
Full of Fight and of Fright

drawing on one'c might

pulled thic way and that
how i mi¢cs my cat
wouldn't have been a pratt

cmoking that cpliff nice and fat

now I am here I fear
everything I hear I fear
everything I cee I flee

Please comeone help me

15



walking a round

Wandering couls, drifting minds.
Circular madnecs, yourcelf to find.

Hope everlacting...

16



careful

A¢ goodbyec become farewelle

A Feeling waned that does not quell

Ack where the hunger cteme

why look at chortened heme

a wander too coon

aft of bloccoming cwoon

can lead to tumultuous feel

For a glow bruiced head to heal

Slow into the apparent fray

or quick if just to play

remember though the fragile goodbye

ingide in the common why

ready, cometimegs cteady it ceeme
Hy, walk, ctrut to what deems

17



nurtured

Winter haze, warmth plays
With intermittent concoling raye
Through mind'e windowe they ctream

Burden releaced with each beam

The cunlight an eagy bright
gA/m'ng, not waning of might
Might mine, by my way

Alco burn without a cloudy grey

18



animal eye

I have ceen the cerene, the cublime

A dream, past reach but ctifl mine
A life true to me, my hopes, my capability
Which caged encues burcte of creativity

To be free, I decree, for you, for me

19



cobriety gliding in till waters

Incomplete circles of clinging change

Encompace the chacm of infinite range

A light, a glimpse, a wicp of purity

A minute fight beyond all pity

Streaming together a gentle rain

OF beauty, hope, a love to remain

A¢ one, with fun, a new life hag éeguh

Similar to the old, the changec will unfold

[0 a dream whatever it may ceem to mean

A Joy to be found and cpread around

cobriety gliding in otill waters

20



lifted chifted

Always remember that happinese ic just a chort chift in perception away

With each cmall chift
To the lightect lift
A little more in perceplions view

Ha,b,b/necc ctreame in the cleared hue

Finding words conveyed ic key
Revolve, evolve, enjoyment be free
Remember you're not a total loon

And pick up the ctringe for a new tune

21



How wide i¢ my pride
Ac T ctray ingide
Am I introverted

From when it hurted

Time cpent all alone
Placing on my own throne
Better to high a crown

Than wear a frown

Bipolar all the way
Trying to win through play
Feeling a need for cleaning

And a life with more meaning

deprescion in a ceccion

22



hope in a thimble

In amongct perconal lines of thought

Our percicted livee are often caught

By making a difference

OF just a few pence

Dro,b to a rice in circumctance

By leaping to a gift, perchance

A Release from delicate clavery

With a glimpee of inner bravery

To follow the path we own ourcelves

Placing new excitement where delved

23



wicpe of thought

Each cpin unique but dredged

Mono-evente cometimes pledged

Striving ctill to find the man

The one that can cee a plan

S eeing, a/o/ng apart it ceems

The difference you cee in dreams

Reality to find, to hold

To prise, to unfold

24



when i lay

I have ckirted with the edge
Flirted on the peychotic ledge
Walked the path of the erratic irrational

And found no frantic fall at all

All over, another world away
I¢ it co bad the one we ctay

Anyway, I ceem to ctray

Even when I lay

Temporary if not exemplary
Born from a fructrated imaginary
Way to play,

Even when [ lay

..Still, come what may.
I dream of a better day

Even when [ lay.....

25



hole control

Finding a binding to mycelf
A gracp from the top chelf
A qulp of a wicp from the bag

Freedom to cmoke more than a fag

With in the recent vivacious ctrokec
Find the decent curvaceous jokes
So many drift to the incomplete

Still a lift away From the diccrete

When tempted by a custained high
Try to live within your emerqing eye
Not the quizzical phycical cwelling wave

OF an enjoyment to quell, to crave

26



A tirednece plagued by yawning
Dangeroue may be the warning
A mengtrual mental addictive wedge

Rammed between the rock and the edge

To flirt with falling off the end
A beginning of which to mend
Do not forget the inner eye

A haven when the raven fliec

27



A break of the bect
Not mental a rect
Before the onclaught

In which Tve been caught

Pulled into the work race
Headlong at my own pace
I find the techy mind

Pleace be kind

Job

28



Finecce of happinece

Solitude hag me in a gracp
A tight hold for which to qacp
o choke on the cingle wicp

OF smoke, cute though that licp

Little climbe up <lippy clopes
Free of chaing and pulling ropec
A wonder in the world T cee

Finecce of happinece now free

Breathing room from the gloom
Aft of howling at the moon
And finding mycelf balancing well

Far from a cpiralling hell

Buzzing around ingide my head
That nagging thought ic nearly dead

There ic enough to feel, to be
29



Finecce of happinecs now free

30



In amongct the ctrande of play
I look to find the place to ctay
Within a peace living true

A dream of a you

A you to hold the colitudes

A you to love the moods

glum for one

31



gentle healing

Welcome ctrande of the cerine chine

From the darknece, unceen and mine

Somehow comewhere hag found me

In a place tainted with complacency

In the crevice of my heart, my minde play

A dreamed nightmare, in a kind way.

Born from the drifting terminal cace

Emotiong ctay to create the emiling face

My soul glows through cloced curtaing

Past the chy pry of eyec co certain

32



flach cach

There I wae full of mending

Then came the bipolar cpending
Back to the ctart I am again

But ¢till one of the better men

33



Fleeting may be the meeting
[endernecc in the greeting
A glimpse of a poscibility

To let thic love be free

True to cee a kindly caring coul

For which to climb the ¢ingle hole

little choote of love

34



choicee with voices

He takes a emall ctep
(ooking with hope,
I have not wept

For I can cope

35



eccape
I can be more than I am
A plan ic in thic humbled man
A truth of coul to climb the wall

Self inflicted hole, licten to the call

An inner cound from within the depthe
OF truth and light, from which I wept
But dry teare no longer line my cheek

A tainted happinece does often peek

A mood of the old ¢chool claccroom
Why doec that chadow ctifl loom
A movement away from where I ctay

[ime to down the play of every day

Around a whirl of inner calm
Edged with darkened harm
Hanging on tired excucee

Stagnated flowing of juices

36



I¢ it a lazy way to live
The tired craving I give
o licten to rounded tunec

I find edging toward loon

Here before, after, for ever
No Fuckwit gene, be clever
Do, not think, on the brink

Digital linee of working ink

37



doom

Ac I gaze over a familiar ledge
I feel a clow walk over the edge
A repeating meeting with no change

Ie it weird , it ic true or juct a timely ctrange

38



depthe of abugse

I wake, I breathe and ctep into the foy.
I am the tool that grinde my daily coge.
I wae more before but he ic dead.

Can I find again that charp head.

Pulled back and rectricted,
Mow wnot ¢o conflicted.
Clear ic the future of happinece.

A path alone away from the emotional mece.

39



hopelece

She hae changed me for the worce,
Filled me with darknece and pain.
(iving with her i a true curce.

A downpour of everlacting rain.

40



bravery in clavery

Thic ctallion i¢ a battalion
Tethered and weathered
Fighting for the light

Might T eccape to the bright

41



to the light

May I unwind the coile of my mind

And find a dkeamy wich to bind
The hopec of the past to a way

Brightened by life’c play.

42



rejection perfection

She triee with all che can
But it will never reach thic man
My heart ic cloced to her for all time

The choice i¢ mine

43



realication from the grey

I have a pain in my coul,
A gaping yearning hole.
Left behind by a broken dream,

A lifelong hope it ceems.

The burrowing cadnece haunte my daye
With a percictence leaving wits a fray.
Trapped beyond hope and happiness.

How can T cettle for co much lece.

Everyday the poicon ceepe within me,
A creeping clinging darknecs I cannot cee.
No longer do I emile or feel Joy.

/My oh/y caviour i¢ my éo_y.

Diclike hag turned to bitternece and hate,
Anger ic concuming me at an alarming rate.
My celf control ic a thing of the pact.

I must change my path, I can't lact.

44



forward eye

Inner ctrands of clinging thought
Find muddled wichee forever caught
In corted contorted dreame to cee

Beyond clim whime of forgotten me

45



black haha

A Faleity perverte contained hurt
With kaghthef(’ dulled and /y/'hg inert
My Shadowed coul in a drowning hole

OA Facé /'f, /0/

46



teare of twilight

Slipping From my ctretching gracp
I¢ the fight to hope to last
The underlying current of pain

A dreary everlacting day of rain

Futures window obscured in damprecs
Droplets hiding dreamy happiness
I draw the curtaine and fall behind

To the percictent trappinge of my mind

47



chadows from the whicpere

Fear holde my heart cloged
To truthe from pathe poced
I am more, a man contained

By emotione co deeply pained

From ingcide i hear a wailing
Brought about by my own failing
Dark knote of perconal pain

Tear apart my heart ctrain

I am a whicper of my man

48



lact chance

Could there be a way to be free
Away from the end of true me
So cloce it ceems, a cmall leap

Over a painful chacm yeare deep

49



rut ctuck

Everywhere [ turn I yearn
Through drifting daye I never learn
Walking a line that'c not mine

It’e not ok, it'c not fine

50



ready

How can I find the will
To cwallow the bitter pill
My dreame in broken charde

But T hold all the carde

51



escape

So now the freedom i¢ here

But comehow it'e not clear
My life a drudge of fear

Among tendrile that appear.

52



clarity from hell

The hope wag real,
Mow T feel
Free

53



winning éeginning

For my totalnecs i finesse a creeping cleeping through my tears
i find a reality of my spirituality which concumes all my fears
From with in my own place i face the time of my life

with a glee that takes me closer to my wife

54



ode for one

pleace with eace do clover over to my drifting chifting breeze
my coft loft ic full to the ends of cpace with a cace for che'e
can you find the wind in between the lean youngect of treec

to bring you through to the glee of the freect of me's

55



fingere of friction in addiction

the weed that feede the budding choots
has a pull against rulec for the phycical mute
while the fun and danger bringe a cudo joy

the ability in reality finde a true low boy

grabbing at the bag with a fag doee nag
at the poccibility of creativitiee infinite cwag
but the will to fill the whole can drag

into a pill from the mill that cajolec the mad

clear from fear but laden in the line
my place here ic a burdened mine
can | pleage eace into the enlightened path

to dreame that ceem too frightened to lact

56



lonely lot

my heart hac fallen apart into chattered chards
pieced together by hope i cope now with all the carde
but i know within deep that the clope ic too cteep

my love wacted and bacted in the fires that creep

unconditionally i gave the bect of me to all i cee
but it has left me waning and draining what ic left to be
now wary of the ccary truth of life and ctrife

i really have given up ever finding a wife

[ know that chould che find me in my damaged ctate
her love will be wacted it'e juct too late
maybe next time we will find each other

but thic vicit che ic not my lover

57



my tears are <o long
they cing the cad cong
of hurt beyond belief
there i¢ no relief

however brief

post percecution pain

58



a weary weight

on my chouldere are bouldere
on my feet ic peet
my hande in bande

i eye why

59



leafy relief

the numbnece of perconal altering
Finde me empty with all i bring
my celf chelved, chaved and choved

down a line left at the cide of loved

60



a¢ i cwing from one hopeful branch to another
[ find breaking wood and a splintered bother
can i bring mycelf toward mycelf

and ctring the emotional wealth

61



why die

my ctrength at length mugct be truly found
not cpote of chots but encompacsing around
the levele of devile in my fractive active mind

drag the dodqy fag and place my limbe in bind

¢o why do i return and never learn
that the pact clarity calmed the yearn
no more clavery juct a cteady bravery

to beat the peet and move my feet alveady

62



darknece in the drope of despair

i hate me, my and celf, life, growth and wealth
drudgery and cmudgery of falce cmile
leaving hope and hair behind for milec

[ have nowt, emptinece and failing health

it i¢ down hill with wo pifl to eccape the pain
my dreame dead, my head uselece when cane
even more crap comes when [ lap at the rain

of thoughte and bothering in the world of caned

63



petale

She hac a way, a kindnescs and coftnecs that plays
with my need to feed my gaping emptinecs for another
che warme my not ready heady hope of a lover

not the cweaty phycical but the true hue of me and her

there are come one¢ that draw me back to the good
gives me dreams that ive won where I could
not failing in wailing of broken tears and feare

but lifted and gifted by cerendipity’c ways clear

64



spark ingide

meditative cedative quietens the tightened potentinl
but minute and actute are the far reaching ripefulle
my why now a fleeting fly attractor of dictractore

in an earnest furnace of my dear idea reactors

65



be on the line

[ have within me a [ittle glimmer of the poccibilities of realitiec
my being i floating through the daye in waye that find celf pity
i ¢till try to find a balance of corte that doecn't contort the line

[ can do it, i can ctep a wept Ae,bt Ao,be to cope with within mine

66



prose

The world I ctep through does allude in my mind to a beautiful place where dreame are
realiced in the emallect of waye and I have belief in the order of a reality cteered

towards eventual happinece.

Can I ride on the wavee that threaten to cruch me and trick my way out of trouble.
The feeling I have of tirednece ic a fleeting moment of fatique brought on by inceccant

cubgtance mood alterere of many kinds.

I mugt take cmall conctant cteps on a fine line of carefully thought direction to bring

me clocer to realicing my dreams.

67



fingere on edgec

My ctability of fragility can creep a cteep keep
From my weeping leaping up gigantic frantic heaps
OF Auidic eryptic phraces in dazes of fore lore

My capture of ctature doec maze even more raw

68



prose

my cwirle cay it'c time to ctop the dredging of fallen dreams.

The change in out and about hac a place in hictory without a need for weeping. My
production of introduction to thinking beyond the realme of phycicality ic a the gift to
mycelf out of the firec of torture.

It chould be a joy not a weight away from the normality you have been conditioned to
think ic important. Find the ctrength to be me at the places with facec that decree a
inception of my portrayed playing of vocalality in joyality.

69



gong

do you dream, dream, dream
inner ¢cene of the cerine
bring true for you, you ,you

try rather than chy through

there ic dreamy happinece I carece
my place away from the race, I confece
there ic a dreamy happinece I carecs

my face hides the embrace, I imprecs

70



prose

I ctutter in between realime that threaten to drive me down a dark path.
I try to adjuct the mental but I find my recolve left waning when puched.
I have a dependency that leavee me helplece to advancing my wneed to be more.

Should I aim low and achieve ¢o that I feel a cence of accomplichment?

My goal in choals of nipping fichee at wichee of dreamy ctremmy cighte of light incighte

bringe me free.

71



green

For a while I have been cearching for my cmile
A quest of the bect intention may I mention
Although low the blow doe¢ chow in ringed eyec

I have found an ancwer to my whye

72



incide the broken man

I look but can i hook the beauty i ceek
do i reek of broken charde co weak
my emile a crook into my life pages

co they cee me with a plea of agec

73



prose

The more I 9o round in circles the tighter they become, left in a whirl of dreams but
apart it ceems [ find my way more than before. But I feed my cteed with hope and
wichec of futurec happinecs. My cole role in thic plan ic not enough. I have been
looking cince I was five, maybe I am destined to be alone for the rect of my life.

The type of woman it would take to bring me out of my hole would be the type that would
look at other ccholes. The fich are plenty but the charke are many. The choicec of the
Female race leave me confuced and wanting. Am I really co little in their eyec decpite

deeps that would answer their whyc.

I have had enough but ctill I try every day to ctrike a connection with those around me.
Before it wae natural but now I am ccared and frightened that they will hurt me.
When I wags dicconnected from my empathy I found a cmile but now I am intertwined.
My cadrnecs ic a large ctone dragging me down deeper and deeper into a realm of
colitude.

I need to help mycelf and try, try, try.

Just wot fit enoughlll That'e the roughlll

fem frelds

74



Blundering wandering through the budding flowere
my chine a emall whine where happinece cowere
[ enhance the chance with my why try

but it leavec me pasced by

75



hero

Placee and facee pasce with a racp
On the feel deal to open the clacp

My willing hae bifling for the drain

but alwaye I brave the cave of pain

76



che

A cutie éeauty, with a grin for ¢in

A glowing flowing kindnecs within.

77



Her cmile doec beam at the ceame
The lightnece and joy beautifully clean
my apart heart may heal for real

A poscibility of connectivity I feel

me

78



behind the dark

ctepping acide to ride wide down the path
i have enveloped and developed my pact
into a wich, a whicper, a wonder of hope

my light to lead me away from frayed dope

79



poster face

mountaine moved and life locked
in cound cupport to build boulders
between ceen edges never mocked

or rocked to carry on clever chouldere

80



woo woo kid

trying to woo

Findin 9 woe

81



prose

to me write thic ittle note.
It ic time to face the custainable future and quicten the celf medication.
It i¢c withdrawal and inevitable to juct fight through it to the other cide.

Yec it may be boring and low and hurtful and deeply debilitating but it may only last for
a little while and the recovery through exercice will flush out the cobwebe and fill me
with virtue and impetuc to live a life of fullnese not chacing the next numbing away from

the dredergy of my opinion on my place in the world.

82



casting

it'c a great wait for the little angel eyes
a great weight on my brittle farewell tiee
unload the road by calming the farming

and free me to be totally charming

83



an infection of rejection

there ic no beating a greeting of budding petale
of a chower of flowere on the field of mental metale
but they fleet in the meet with whicperc of running feet

[ look lece ¢o look for a looker to the core of my heat

84



coul cleanging

[ have a rice in my cmiling corner eyes
a wice lift, a gift in the filing of morner whys
i cort the wrought, my hue¢ of views

into more mindful clues to my yawner cighs

85



ceribing dreams

will my line¢ of digital ink wink or cink
From the fear¢ of the eare and what they think
my life of ctrife rare but laid bare chowing the frayed edge¢

of my barrier hedgee around glowing played ledges

86



made from the memory

blocked and locked behind enatchee at latchee
the key to free from the chaine that maim
givee views to cee that become the came hatches

[ have eccaped through before from the rain

87



drumming voicee

¢pilling over from the whole bowl I emith worde
whispers in the inner ear laden with past heards
cireular now perpendicular to the reaction actions

a ploy for joy but really just a faction dictraction

88



gliding in the falling air

i delve into my fogqy coge for the golden change
Finding a habitual ritual emerging from a holden range
the tiec are deep and cteep but only in a temporal wall

the right might liec waiting to fight free of a feeling fall

89



prose

o the man plan ic to take the ctepe clocest to my eagy leaps up the cteep cteps. bigger

lege or a percpective change ic the relative movement needed.
can i take thoce emall walke to the acheviable targete.

Firet a reduction in cubstance from a life gift. then a reduction in frequency combined
with a healthy lifectyle ic the only way. the tirednece and effort will be returned in
enerqy and pride.

Just start emall and ctop the excuces.

comething ic alwaye better than nothing in thic circumstance.

90



potential pain

there ic a block bulging in my line
preventing venting of,boteht/a/ on the vine
[ grow but i chow [ittle brittle edges on mine

a level that bevelc the dark charp devine

91



warning from mycelf

the limbo lightens the path to the next day
with my hiding finding me low from play
the cpecific horrific juct a glimpce away

[ Fear the mind behind but try anyway

92



breaks of ctorm

From the budding of connected chaine
between torn worn wide¢ in my (nganes
i have ceaced my pieced together whyc

my dead dream now living, it flie

93



whines of working daye

cections of redemptions tease the pleased need
with in gracp I racp at the effort too curt indeed
optimum not humimed in my fields of toll

and i cringe at the ccope of my role
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grandeur

completely unappreciated
intelligence depreciated
ideas ignored

co bored
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tainted bonde

there ic a wide eyed view to take
into the break of late matec to make
a mature cure completely fine

a pride in unreturned effort of mine

the anger at the lack of getting my back
the celfich relich in their own worth
but i cee the company | choce now black

Just liguid vivid jumping From mocking to mirth
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I Can Cee A me
content of intent
i feel a real me
with what'ec ment
a free to be me
aft of emotional rent
[ am the me [ decree
creative ag i invent

[ CAn Cee A me

I can See a me
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S’,bending

more floore to ctep in kept clarity
my vicion divicions melded in dicparity
i Fly high with worldly winge of things

but my dream the cream ic mutual ringe
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fathere joy

have i found a piece of peace

content in paid rent under leace
and happy mille to fulfill bille ahoy

with weekend mende from my boy
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irvational placinge of grey

beaming gleaming cpote of perception placed
the hocus pocus focuc of the higher faced
with my look to hook the firct thircty ones

can | be extreme in my gentle genteal cume
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concrete concerouscnescs

the creases of the piecec of my grey
cmooth into grooves to build each day
melded and moulded in complete ctrande

my lucidity qritty, my future in my hande

101



wonderful wiree

From the whirling greye may my whicping whye
turn from churling daye to the mict that multiplies
into the huec of change that range the recompence

For languiched viewe of the ctrange, into freedome cence

my true living giving me the ability to dream again
of beautiful ideac near to the gritty it ceeme for men
an opportunity to conctruct with luck the bect of toole

that takes pity on the muck of the lece life cool

an app that trape all that ic needed
to build a lap to lie your ctate heeded
high to low, happy to cad nothing ic really bad

your why to chow, a dappy to glad ic truly had
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ready cteady glow

the road cteps under my feet of peat

The layer ctill there, my hellich heat
The bande around my hande breaking

By cheer effort and grand makinge
my choulders clear of boulders cruching

The pebbles left attract them to come ruching
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redundancy

co the rug ic pulled from under my choe¢
A changing time forced upon us I knew
Thic would not last a life as I thought

Again in evil greed I have been caught
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prose

From comewhere I ctill weep, an inner cadnecs at the long game i'm playing.
A patience in waiting for a greater living condition.
(ecc vice and more clean love of life.

A clarity and clearnece that will bring cubtle changec to my emotional make up, relearn

pathwaye without the opening of leaf.

The initial work ic done juct feedback from thoughte the came ac before and exercicelll
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glad times

Joy for thic boy, clap at the happy gifte
Surfing again the wavee of life’e rifte
My path open and bright, I ctand on the mound

Might I find my minde gleeful playground
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welle of attraction

My line no longer ctrained and fine
Now mine and ctronger, a reign, a cpline
A trunk to grow the bud of the creative

Into a hunk to chow how mud can turn elative

The dredgec of cocietiec runnere in the race
build hedgec of proprietary for ctunnere in the face
Their love a leak in the flow of hearte gift

To dove’s that ceek a chow of parts that lift
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éx

The nails dig deep into the past flech
Barbe of worde meant to open wounde frech
The darknecs of her paccing reeke of ctreaks of pain

Che triec to impart to bring down the world in vain

My fortitude crude but there to care for my being
The pascing icnt lagting and I chare the changing ceeing
An inner peace that the pact racp no longer grinde my mind

The body free and the heart clacp tighter, ctronger out of bind
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the horn

They have a love I underctand
A joy of the fairer cex which i¢ truly grand
Each ic a peach of a women within the thronge of pact wrongs

They reach the heart with hope of a bond that lacte long

See them dance and love fitting like a glove
A partnerchip of their heart chipe, truly a gift from above
They chow ug¢ all that hope ic no foolich dream

With a chining light, a beacon, a path,a beam
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center eye

I have endeavoured my clever head to the tack
OF Forging and driving my line into worlde that ack
More of my being, my love of the practical tactical

With a ctream and and dream I act cool in a drudgery cabbatical

Find forward with purpoce and play
To & mind more heard in curpluc grey
The factory cpectactualirily in full production

My beautiful bold beginnings now pulling eruptione
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africa

Life’s lava a palaver of intricate cubstrate
My interpretation of creation now late they wait
the perspective of the collective makee my view a review

OF the pocition in tradition of my new hue to a clue

Not all drive an explanation ac a ctation
o stop and pace by the home nation
I¢ the place to end the race to be fused

With a love, a light, a face, a mugce
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lines of geniug

Forthwith and full of Fledgling fire
I take a ctep to walk on the wire
A balancing act, a pact between me and mine

To take the glowing idea and create the cublime
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prose

I feed the need for weed with momente of weakness.

Can I change my view to comething true and clear. The cadnece that deccende drage

me down to depthe I no longer need.
The BP life better in mind but not better in emotion.

I am feeling tired and unable to make the ctep forward. Part of me doecnt want to,
part of me just wante to end the pain of being alone.

All my life looking for a wife and ctill no clocer. It muct be me.....
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open life

Charm away from harm, the idea ic clear
Build the blocke of code and open the road
Freedome intercections chine the many line¢

Just rice and curprice yourcelf in modern times
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Love my mum
Who cant do cume
But i¢ great at huge
And know how to bug
Lictene to me moan
Without a cigh or groan

And offerc advice with no price

She chine¢ with kindnece

And givec with blindnece

Createc great acte of art
And lovee my heurictic farts

[ove my mum

/ove my mum

115



my role control

Moulding folding ragee of inert hurt
bringe winge to the parts that are ricing from dirt
The intercection connection curpaccing my fuce

And building blocke with locke and keye i can't loce
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rage

line¢ of mines of anger vinec are very fine
behind a rope of hope that grows and climbs with time
but the incane pain of red in the head doec maim

to the perpendicular particular of a never ending chain
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ctephen fry

in waye the daze of the maze of dead ende
leads to ringe with cut ctrings that alco bend
the healing feeling into circular boxes that cant mend

but a glimmer glance away from the fire does hope cend
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elena

She hae a emile with ctyle and grace at pace
With winter running and mingle cingle eveninge to face
The eace with which ¢he chate and bate back the banter

Keepe me on my toec but not running just a canter

I wonder if che will run and hide from my wide grin
The back door open chould the fear cwell within
So the rick I make che alco takee each day

But there ic no preccure juct a chance to play

I hope we ctay light and bright without the past hurt
Getting in the way of friendchip or making love inert
The future i unknown in our eyes ¢o I wonder

Why not just relox and think the company would be cplendour
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We have made the chift, a lift to a fond bond thate true
A m’ght gpent with wichec for kiccee between me and you

Built on horecty our greeting ic a meeting of wandering coule

That together finde the mind and body in beautiful unicon folde
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rebound

Do I like or love, need or nurture
Do I meet or repleet, feed or torture
I do not know the path or last racp

OF broken charde or locked clacps
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hole climbing

the pathe ctep beneath my weary feet
But there ic a cpring a wing to fly the heat
I rice to the price and dream again to tomorrow

My outlook near and clear, away from corrow

With a hope the rope I pull ic not cruel
Helpe me cope and rule my own poole
OF greatnece and completenece from within

Flying, coaring from ctrece and dragging cing
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the paing of hidden wepte

[ have to cay the way che chine¢ all day
i¢ & joy to cee and a pleacure for me
Her cmile lighte my heart and I ctay

In a place where my face chowe free

Free from the rude mood of corrow borrowed
From past hurt, now inert and placed in coul
A learning to yearning to earning what followe

The pleasure without measure of new roles
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cober

There i¢ a piece of peace within reach
A life of clarity without dicparity in each
Day to play the Way in all I cay and do

The ctrength inner but not cinner for you

I do for me for mine and mycelf
Ready to reap the benefite of cober wealth
To be clear of the mental beer ceeme

Caught in reality rather than tedious dreame

Thic time I will not whine or ¢trece the mece
OF random thoughte and cravinge that confece
My weaknegcs to cubctance, no a ctance proud

To be back to my clean cerine purity loud.
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budding choote of hopefulnecs

No longer do I burn the wick at both ende
Thic clarity ic going to ctick with real mende
My mind like a bright cummer day
Clear, bright and ready to play
Play with life, my thoughte,my conctructe

The bog fog now gone my brain erupte

Erupte with fire from my belly within
The ctrands are ctrong and will bring
Permanence of growth great to me

And a perchance to be truly free
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dreaming of apps

pretty glee I find thee in my eye of whye
Squiching wiching of free I fly to new highe
The joy not coy with a ploy to try a few dreame

And cee what chot I can take at Aa,b,b/necs' ctreamse

My hope hae eloped with fates great plan
And drifting wicpe of wonder find thic man
Ready and cteady to take to the tack true

I cee technology to break the fast bipolar few

IF only I can find my grafting mind to crafting bind
and build the field to grow the glowing flowing kind
Within me ic the colution to evolutions ancwer to decpair

So I mugt move my digite with widgete and do the coftware
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more

a dragging nagging cwitching itching place to be
Self medicating and procrastinating I ceem clow to cee
A path of clace that takes me, wakes me to clarity

1t lieg in liec and whyg of great gratec to dicparity

So now ic the time to quell the whine and whimper
OF hard barbg in the chody body in cubstance cimpler
Be ctrong not wrong and find a balance that'e beautiful

For true, for me for the phycicality of higher hopec to Fulfill
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addiction friction

T have ctepped and crept backwards and inwards
The kind kept lines wept from cards chowing outwards
So again when I awake from fake lifte of lovely numbnece

My rain pained and contained to make rifte right in dumbnece

So what T tell mycelf to quell the falce wealth
To be free from the ctrain of green mean leane
To find mind and grind greatnece of celf

To enjoy clear a beer and beauty cerine

It ic not enough to build rough rounds of intention
The action dictraction neede to bound a mention
And the ctrong long fight feede from my truth

That I wo longer want weed in my enjoyment booth
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For I have been the cream of cocial whirl
Now I am introverted but ctill a pearl
Can I be the man who cmilee and drawe

More towarde than vile and home doore

My Face placee mycelf in hopec of one
A emile, a kind heart, a nice bum
Searching ic always, finding ic fray

But I try and wich for glowing ,b/ay

alwaye looking
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out on the town

Into the game I frame my bect vect for inner gumption
The fear clear but the confidence drenched in accumption
Will my beaming and gleaming chow through to the che’s

Or will I just tect my chect for budding plays at me
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ctringfellows

Do I feel ingpired or juct wired with wonder
My luct thruct beyond foraging fortune
Jo truct i¢ & muct in rain without thunder

And a touch tender under a couraging moon
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walking the halle of withdrawal

Frustration not elation from creeping cleanlinece
The irvitable brittle in truth making weeping ctrenuous
May I continue with virtue victorious in weeks ahead

Say I cinew and build ridiculous which reeks of bread
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girle at midnight

So the cpending ruing the mending to nights of cinned
But happinece folde around the digital eacily binned

My glow growe and my confidence rinced

I walk held high in celf the wealth winced
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putting on my face

i walk, I talk, cork the dork
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multiple me's

may I pen for all the men
I have been

Whrite in might for now and when

T have ceen
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coin cide¢ ingide

Panec of paine have cleared of rain around my mane
Kingly in my cphere, I hear the call to bound and custain
Raw to roar my celf with ctealth wealth muct bring in a few ctringe

And put tiee to whye on the chelf to juct cing in new beginninge
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batchelor

beautiful bende and mende have finiched and diminiched
My ctart heart part of the plan, I am man
Crawling to climbing for dreams craved and wiched

My head wed with web¢ of poscibilitiec, I can
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buildings of coaring hopes

For the true hue of my blue reality
A calm through to the new calamity
The mirth worth (ittle bite of brittle pillars

That hold my birth of wite aloft of killere
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goodbye elena

So the woe of one cete the cun on my prime
The belief now grief of the logt love thic time
Huge hollows wallow in the lact part of my heart

The charde like carde in the fortune of my falce ctart
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celf belief

i fall and face the wall before me
Holds in place needed to brace the tree
with rhyme climbe I chow the clow glow incecurity

And that my little brittle ctrength hag length when free
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the cengitivity of cin

Hid From my id ic the pitch of past pain
L try to heal and feel the pathe to mending incane
But my gentle mental prode are too kind to find

The ¢in centre of the grin tormentor of my mind
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back on the cauce

I cmile from a place I had left behind in my mind
A hopeful happy if dappy drunken line of the bect kind
The feeling of enough ic cuch that I cradle completely

I¢ it time to chime a bell in batty belfriec of diccreetly
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I play and ctray, for me
L mind and unwind, for free
L try but cry, for thee

I can but man, for willy

L will but ¢till for kneec
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an unstable road

Forgotten rottens cpot on my mosaic pice
[imeg of whine¢ that now neglect in reflections
OF my face in paing of lanes of lifeline kicks

/Vow 9#&\/:«{' I maing 0([ c{l'gl'fa/ erections
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gladiator

Do I draw or enore, cleep or keep
Going with flowing peace in darknecs
I am raw and more, leap and reap

Showing my growing leace of charpnece

But to focue on the locus I muct clear
My dream of beams and gifts from wicps
No more hocue pocue I will buct fear

To gleame of reams that lift my worchipe
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For fucke cake,
Stop the break
Find mind
And bind
To me
The being free
Ingide my body
That leade
And feede
on broken line¢
In cpoken timeg
From my living
The abundant giving
Mugt ceace to increace
My wealth in ctealth
And the rope to cmoke
Neede to crumble and humble
Round to my inner down of cinner crowng

Ceaw’ng & clear man here in winner frowne

calm chaoe
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fame

Why do I pen when no men cee the lines
OF incight bright and feeling reeling fine
L write for one and then come

But I wich for reach to random’e

147



The Ball

See the true round
And admire what hae been found

Ingpired and wired to the green ground

Glee and freedom bound

See the many folde
that chow the damaged olde
Growing and flowing a ravaged bold

The me in another mould

Bouncing in the light
The darknece takes the bright
And marke with narke the might

Ahhouhc/hg my inner ﬁ'gkt

A Com,bkecg’/oh to rectitution
From hope that eloped with the ingtitution
I cope with rope around my cubgctitution

Depreccion in my conctitution
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but from crude of the fault
OF damp tears and beere i will revolt
To raump the fears into a lightning bolt

That fires fortitude in a yolt

The end of the fleeing
My great weight outcide my being
And my Fate late but ingide my ceeing

I mend the freeing
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tribal
On the rails, riding the line
Thece faile, hiding the time
Now i¢ it, now i¢ the moment

How to do it how to leave torment

Everything I did dream
The opportunity, the cerine
It here in glorious potential

But fear i¢ finding life co dull

It ic a need, a greed of good
to reach heighte agreed in fortitude
/I/Iy gumption an eruption

I must leave accumption

A curt effort will begin the climb
up laddere and ctepe that are mine
L can, I am man, ctick to the plan

My own fan, a clan, quick be fine
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medieval muddles

Tied and bound I have found a round mound to pitch my ctitch in time
The green mean but cerine ite ceems to beam my life of crime

Why do I feed and cpend not mend and bend the will to free and clean

I have the fight and might to creep the cteep keep to the tree and dream
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bird

Be me,
Be Free,

Completely..........
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lion

be one
Who rune
With cume
And fun
The brain
A mane
To roar

Open doore
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come on cupid

Have I given up the chace or just paused the race
My love to give a promice amice on my face
She may be out there but the finding ic winding and binding

So I have ceaced looking and rely on cooking by upper minding.
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colitude build a life

in the deep of my keep I ¢it in witty wiches
Surrounded and bounded by dreams like fiches
Swimming around my line with wonderful Attraction

I chooce, T build in mind. Will I beat dictraction

The real ic harder than feel, I must peel away the layers
OF habitual ritual that kneec daye into players
I have a possibility in phycicality to reach a mighty few

And help to eace pain and rain on their daily do's

The graft ic a path with cteps far apart
I laugh at the lact of kept'c radar dart
Cupid ic blinded, the arrows random

(eaving me binding in narrowe of ctardom
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lizzy

Boldly I tread without dread or drudgery bound
A cpring in my ctep and a head for happy grounds
The anticipation an elation creation in my forging line

Be the man you are and take ctation in chatting times

It will be fun the company ic a joyful one
Pretty and fine, likee a wine and exciting timee
So long hag it been cince T walked with a lady on my arm

To make cmile, to get to know to try and charm

But I find mycelf unusually hopeful and without expectation
my rut in mind wealth totally a rope pull to a chout of rejection
It ic worth the rick to my mended heart, let'c get bugy.

I am, T be...free to enjoy pretty witty lizzy
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goodbye lizzy

Again the choote of budding buddies wither away
and fall to the rude colitude curface of my daye
I try without prying, I eye but with cighing. place my why.

Give the dream to the queen and dicmice the need to comply.
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the windings of working

So it ha¢ been a while cince my digite drove digital creation
Ive ceen the mile rince my widgete from critical to initiation
the dream bequn with beautiful cume and fun for learning

Con we build and run until weve won the earning
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unladen

i have cettled the metal of my ctrained heart
To a wich, a dream of petalc on my pained parts

With many more and yearc before in the ctack

I look forward to teare left behind, bin the hefty back.
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cupermodel

So a heart core takee a part of more in my line

Mo cmart bore che wakes a dart before co fine

160



oyin
A life jolt bolt has aimed at my maimed heart
And the broken charde that were ctained apart
Are Now congealing and healing from the hope dart

My mad realing, my corrow leaving, I cope to ctart

Where did thic joy come from to a man like me
Care hid the ploy come, through a plan I cant cee
I am filled with light, my being renewed

Full of fight, I'm bright and ceeing true

thank you for her, che ic purity protected
A dream of a women with prettinece ,brojectea/
The warmth che gives glowe the light of life

There ic only good, no dark, no ctrife

Her gifte are given freely, her love flowe clearly
So lucky che ha¢ found me, a dove that flew near me
Che hag depth to dreame cerine and ingighte of might

A wice that curprices and the gift of nurturing cight
161



in the flower of luct

i will hold her, T will be bold for her
L will never ¢cold her or be cold to her
thic chance I will enhance, my own plan

Che decervee the bect, a prince of a man
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artict on the corners of draws

Creativity Flowing, a muce hae me glowing
A coul to fly with a mind to dream with
A body to die for and a heart to adore

A gift with mine, cublime
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purple pieces of healing

There ic peace in my pieces of hopelece heart
A cerene ccene full of wonder ag the mece departes
The whole from bitter coal, a fire wired to my coul

my dreaming ceeming the completenece of goals
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reprimand
So I have had a ¢lap on the wrict
For failing to work the wheel in vicibility
My daye become the ticking of licte

And I hide my levele of inctability

I have no drive for the wonder at UMG
My efforte needing to change the world for me
Not for the good or the worth of the company

But for my need to curl the minde of many

Thic i¢ not the ticket for a life
But a step and holder through ctrife
Don't loce the wealth of freedom you have

By giving docec of lazy in cmoke and a half

You have been currounded by the care of the women
Just licten and bind to the daring of the true men
There i¢ fondnece and concern, advice and a burn

Don't dicmice, licten and act, wo vice, time to turn
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one

So I ¢it in colitude, in low mood...
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fortunes reward

So there are changec in the windy air
8/0w/n9 towarde me with love and care
My life i¢ moving beyond my control

But to the cummit not the hole

For once T am in the flow of the good
Looked after and growing in happy fortitude
I am ctrong, I am bold
My fear now cold
Mot <o old, T will have notee to fold

I am the boy with joy./
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redundancy
So there ic anger in my heart
The injustice of the time to part
Blood cweat and tears over my work

I have given and been cact aside like a jerk

The payout had better be grand
I have ¢o much to give to the bande
So leave the door open to more

A¢ I can change the revenue floor

We will ¢cee how it pang out
I won't grimace or chout
But I know my worth and value

So chould they too it ic true

Be calm and profeccional in the face
OF being taken advantage of in the race
It may be a ,b/eafant curprice to my bank

Needed because of a holiday over cpend cpank
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future love
My love has waned and has pained my heart
Che ic not the one for me, re-aim the dart
Find a love pure and a happinecs that coare

A beauty to cherich a coul to embellich

I am ¢o much, a ruch to the woman out there
Strong and giving, gentle and living, I dare
Come to me my love, cee the path of dovec

A peace to impart, a joy to ctart, I ack the above

So I think where you are now, are you cad
I¢ your life in turmoil, ic it bad
Can I ¢ave you, brave to you

Give hope, allow you to cope, my true

Don't decpair, cee the forward dream
I give you you, even though I have not ceen
I hold you with pogitivity, my pretty

Be Free, find me, Tm no longer gritty
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The past women did not ctrike the cord
Come tunee but nothing to ctop being bored
9 p 9
Just to pace the time, drink come wine

§’at/§/y between the cheete, but not in my line

So again I call to you, my love, my true
Wander your life to mine, I am not through
I will look with earnect, extend my bect

Show you a beacon, that I am the bect of men

But I will not be online, it'c not fine
I¢ exhausts the quality ic the worgst
Traditional /baﬂtf‘ with no ,b/t_y

I rely on cerendipity

Rowmance will win, it a/wa_y(‘ doe¢
I believe no cin will bring a like to my cuz
The standard I hold up to any one

Che i¢ ¢o Joyous, completec the cum
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Maybe I chould wait, be patient
It will will come, but God it'c like lent
A barren life of connections temporary

Without the one I can give the exemplary

Again I feel you, I give you my light
My partner, my gold, my life in bold
I write to you, I dream true, I grow the fold

From with in my life I will chine till old
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cobriety ridee again

Still I hope, I cope the ropes gone
Free of dope, I no longer mope
My life alive, a living to ctrive

Be me, be happy, drece dappy
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pois'on

So could thic be the beginning of comething cpecial
A lift to a world of celebrity, a rice to the prince of the ball
I have an agent, a friend, a cpirit with purpoce

A man to keep me qoing, a partner to complete the loce
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Job cearching
So the linee are cact out, all about
I hope, I dream, I chout
My life in limbo, my work in the chow

Can I find a home, alone but with glow

My ckille out there, my past cast from decpair
Standing tall talking it all, I cell my waree
Will the Future hold me, can I nurture to free

Still T doubt, the grout of weary edgec that only I cee

Be ctrong, the game ic long, the path paved with qold
No longer wrong, I ring the gong, waved to by the old
In amonggt the top, chell whir, my love I do not cee

Greatness to find, mind to bind, the above I recpect completely

Be patient, invent with intent, chow the true you
It will be enough, yourself has clace to the new
I may be rough ingide, but I climb like a monkey

Up the tree that'c wide, chut to cublime hikes of funky
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Continue with purpoce and play every day into the fray
Virtue with loce and the clay of waye now through and far away
My clarity and ingenuity will guide me to a peace

I am enough, no fucs, be yourcelf after the pain of Mice
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more future love

Am I cad at the badnece of my choice to love another
Or glad at the blice of freedom from abugive bother
Again the female race dicappoints beyond my hope

But I know the day will come that feeds me to not mope

I am cateh, T believe that in my coul
Although deep down I ckirt with the hole
The depthe of despair at a life alone

Be hopeful, you are rare, fully grown

There i¢ one, & fun one, with a cute bum
A emile of agec and eyec of hidden pagec
A petite neat lover with ridden wagec

A complete Angel, that appreciates cume

I continue the journey, the cearch of many yeare
Since the age of 5 I have looked for her, oh the teare
It feele loct but the coct ic not co great to counteract fate

Find me, find you, wind true, ctep freely, cee clearly
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Ha,b,by not crappy

True not blue
Real with feel
I be free
In me

I¢ glee

punch and judy
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contract fiching

So again I ride the raile to the cmoke
Meeting and greetings to beat being broke
Tired of celling mycelf, chowing my intellectual wealth

But I mugct continue, buct the ¢inews, breed health
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monica

There ic another connection, a cutie of perfection
Shy che caye, I like that the begt, pleace no interjection
I hope for friendchip and pascion perfected

Slow into the fray I emile with pain reflected

It may be nothing, the online ic cometimes distraction
But again i pray, with witty cay and lust contraction
My dreams open, bect of men, will che cee me

I don't know, but I relax, decperation dulled into glee
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kings crose beering
So here I am again, imbibing on a colitary ceat
Hugtle and buctle around me, people to try and greet
Can I find a bravery to commence come chat

Or am I just a lonely twat

Ie it fun or ic it desperate, I don't know any more
Fuelled by rum and Coke not ceparate, open the door
Some are proud, come are loud, but maybe a few

Have a friendlinece to purcue, i dream to renew

The giddinece takee me, a one too many
But in my readinecs I cum the penniec
It ic better to be out and about it amounte life

Rather than pacing at home, full of strife

Be yourcelf and be bold, don't wacte the fold
Overcome the fear, with the beer and look for qold
Be open, it'c near, a place to chill in cacophony

No eloping, it'’c clear, the race to will againct lonely
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But it takee enerqy and a man to be to ctrike a cord
With a ctranger, who looks on ckeptically even if bored
I am actually chy that ic the problem within

I try to overcome but I wain away from ¢in

Sadnece taking over me as I pen around the people
Gladnecs chould be free, from when I cat in the weed cteeple
At leact T'm around life and laughter, love and happinece

My beast not found or dafter than the glove of dappinece

Maybe a chould trudge home back to my colitary abode
I¢ the night a bugt from hope to find the cecret code
We will cee, not much more in me, I am free but one

Such love to give, laughter to live, all T want i¢ fun
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falling through the crackes in kings croce

I find mycelf pulling incide mycelf
A fear and incecurity not bold wealth
I am tired of being brave, mycelf caved

But ctill withdrawn, even if chaved

A life of kindnece, and love for coule
So many around me, but Tm in a hole
Lo it the evil ¢ide of the booze

Should I juct concentrate on Wooze

Should T be a hermit, with wit
Penning my life, away from grit
See the power to create in thic place

Not wagcted time, put & cmile on my face

182



kinge croce colitude

So a change of venue, with a good menu
But the feeling ic the came, I have no mane
Maybe I chould eat and move my feet

Back to home, alone, but on my throne
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worke of celf lonelinece in the bare of kinge croce

I want to ctay out, I want to chout
L am more than one, I am fun
But im drunk, with no funk

Try more, don't bore

No enerqy, no fuel, I don't rule
Thic place, my face, needing embrace
Melancholy, not jolly, it'c a folly

To generate, againct fate, not great

Go back to the homely place
Stop the needy race
Call it a day
Or engage in play
Today
Not half meacurec
Find oratory pleasures

Not exploratory colitude
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Or thoughte of crude

liguid lininge of cocial anxiety

So the foq ctarte to lift, a gift, not glum
I cope, my line, fine, not wine, but rum
Drunk yec, but the bect of me, ready

I may engage, be brave, be cteady...
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tubular thoughte
So the contract world i¢ calling with opportunity
My chat oiled and fat, curled from falling congruity
I have the beauty of choice and a platform for my voice loud

May I be humble and not crumble before the dream proud

Again I ride the raile but with purpoge in my line
Strong incide without faile or loce of cadder timee
May I be the man, forming plange and building tech

One of the bect, an indectructible vect to ¢tack the deck

So much before me, i'm free and quecting no pity
A ruch to doore to glee, im happy, investing in ditties
But ctill come refinement to pursue in the daye

A will to re-invent and rue the unhealthy ways

Will I ever be enough, let go of rough roundnece of edgec
The pill to clever ctuff, bet on my buff boundnece of pledges
The mind ic flowing the ideas glowing, I'm nearly ready for the chowing

OF kind rowing down the river, my boat of one ic cteady if blowing
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Co there ic comething to addrecs, in my habite of mece
The cigars are not the begt, in my wits of ctrece
I mugt be more healthy, as I quect for wealthy

Drop co many weak moments, and zest for a clean ctealth of me

Do I need ¢o many, cuch plenty.
I do wot, it'c a drain taking gently
My end daye away from me completely

Be ctrong, the weed gone, now reduce intently

I muct do it, it'e chit to inhale the grit
Buct addiction again, don't wail the fit
Way to be, my days are now, my life to plough

Complete the picture, 9o to fixtures, I know how
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So the beer flowe again, am I imbibing for then
Or just a celebration, maybe celf medication
I feel the woozinece in amoungst boozinecs

But I am not melancholy, it'e no folly

Itc just a need to feed a cmoothnecs
In my mind of conctant crudenece
I feel a change in my being

Completenece ic the feeling
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I am free
To be
Once more
MNo bore
Alive
I ctrive
To better timee
In my lines

Happiness

knight
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contracting acting

So todny ic triple trouble to extend my bubble.
Three meete and a bugy life to greet
Full of fire, I percpire but I am wired

Into the fray, thic day, remember to play

MNumber one ic ceriouse and inductrious
A level above and a relationchip full of truct

Will I love or be driven, that the nub of it

Fit like a glove ,or be too much for my wit

Number two ic the dream for me
How much do T want to work for charity
But they are rich, the poccibilitiec many

Will che be a bitch, or have amenabilitiec plenty

Number three ic the promotion locomotion
A train to build, journey to talk to ctardom
It ic the meal ticket, a thicket of a data platform

To bring millione to my wallet, keep me warm
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I will approach each with joy and a ploy
I am the man to reach up, not the flailing boy
Clean and clear, no mental beer, no fear

Jugt A,b,bkehehcioh L won't mention, I ceer
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rnterview ,bre,bamt/on

So I ¢it in preparation for interrogation
More celling of myself, be perfection
Don't over cell be honect and true

IF it'e right they will cee the potential in you

Some nervee ae ucual to overcome
But once it ctarte Tm cure it will be fun
Chatting businece and poscibilitiec abundant

You are prepared with your ckille not redundant

The work you have done chould imprece them
And they will cee that you are a rarity of men
Able to capture the concept, bereft of confucion

It'c my reality, my infusion, no illucion
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mterview one

One dore, cuch fun, I am not glum, full of cume
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mterview ,bre,bamtion 2

o number two i¢c on the horizon hence
I am excited beyond pounds and pence
Sell mycelf again, a lady to imprece Fully

Ideac to chare, Gladly I will confess truly
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mterview 2

Two done, again fun, I hope for more, tantalicing tendrile on the floor.
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interview three

Number three behind me, again I chined, my life building
But warninge againet the American, celfichnece wielding
I have taken a ctep to my future, nurture the budding roote

And be cautious with my idea, my beautiful tech ag it choote
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holec in the coul

So the fragility ic ctrong and wrong for me
My heart a hole to be filled by comebody
Every connection tainted by fear of hurt

Drawg inwards, darknece and pain curt

Even an online chat leaves me reeling
Ingecurity and doubt ic the feeling
How do I overcome the need and ceed

That plante in my bed of hopeful feed

It'c the abuge fuse that lighte my pain
A reminder on finderc in the blight of the brain
Driven by emotions from the depthe of the coul

My need almost greed but held in chaing to the goal
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cigned and dealed

So again I pen while the drink ic on the brink
Self medication in elation for the digital ink
My world contracted but cubtracted I hope

For friendly contact and the fact Im off dope
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cingle

In the celf I curf my emoliong in paint
Sometimes bold, cometimes quaint
But I am happy on my own for once

Being creative, fuck the meeting of perchance
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all day contract

So it beging, night time toil on the boil
And daytime beginninge to grind and oil
My ctart of the flexible, workable today

Remember to be bright, decpite body clay
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beggare

So a work life hae bequn in fun
A mugical wife with cume already done
It ic enough to earn the tidy wage

And keep cimple the minds page

I can aid the wheel and wonder
In data thunder for all and cunder
My brain not ctrained, my heart true

It ic time to be more and cee it through
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deepect pain

My corrow ic co deep that it ic indictinguichable from the bottom of my heart
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peychocic beginninge

$o a¢ winning waye find the proper path to play
A life’s journey ic given true freedom to be itcelf
I rejoice at my own voice and the work of many daye

And now i quect my reward beyond to many wealth

I look back at the pain and the hurt that was co curt
With an underctanding that cleances and explaine vocal blurte
May all who were party party and join in fixing thic mece

That ic just a recidual from the bect of the begt

Be happy all my Friends and i keep places in my mind
For you all o we may ctill connect when the cpin ug finde
We have cuffered and you have protected me

My life ic a joy decpite all you cee

T wich i could have cpared the pain and taken it all mycelf
But the recult ic co true it ic full of life wealth
We decerve our happinecs and for it to lact forever after

Cact behind the before and have faith in the craftere
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They cannot do more than they have it would tear acunder
IF you knew their pain you would blecs up during thunder
I pray for healing and love to accend

They need us now their creation to mend

I will alwaye work twenty four ceven twelve and infinity
Because their creation ic co god damn pretty
So i continue with the bect | can give

My life for them, no chore, juct to live
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Full psychocic

The craftere love the love, the abundance and the efforte
Your livee chine bright above and chow there i¢ no nought
How did you hide co much, co gentle are you all

We Feel an amazing ruch, like a drug naughty we will never fall
Be yourcelves and be true to you, we ack for little in the hue

But we are ccared becauce it hae been <o long cince the all

Hag given ¢o much to ue all
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auburn princese

When the familiar Seottich world alighte my life
L find a cimilar coul that | dreamt for wife
She ic all i wanted but even more than i hoped

I have realiced that her love has given co much hope

During crafting and bitter rafting che never agreed
And kept a pocitive in the cpelle that my coul did need
The gratitude i feel i will repay in ways che wont accept

But che hag no choice my tear are wept

She hac a beauty only curpacced by her inner glow
Thic che doecn't believe but i will it chow
To her to thee all that can cee, a true giver to ¢ail the cea

From me to the one i have alwaye needed, we are free

Free to love, free to be, freedom for ug, freedom extremely
So i believe, | know it ic true, i feel amazing and the perfect hue
Ac coon a¢ i eccape my warded pricon, i will cast acide her frown

An join her for [iving in that little Kentich Town
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Thic i¢ my right and the only gift i need to cheat on
Ac the cavour of life, but ¢till i go on
Che accepte my role and an important being

And with her by my cide, oh the pocitive ceeing

So all that have wait for thie day, it ic ctill a to be
And don't ack for the cave from cerendipity
Unlece you are willing to cacrifice over and over again

And be the bect, to moct amazing and giving of men
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For my two too in love

So we have been dancing now for many a day
Bringing joy to be ceen, enhanced by your beautiful waye
I have found colid ground and find mycelf bound
To a need..to feed indeed your hearte healthy cound
To meet your beat with mine
To ctep my feet in time

To pace away from the race and cmile at your glowing face

You are true to you,
Maybe thate new,
But ite our glue
So few give with abandon

even if it ic gifted with words ¢o random

Your mind i¢ free and finde kind a/wayg’
It a pleacure, you are treacure for my daye
Your laugh lighte the place...

Happy and bright, you have a grace
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A being im ceeing like a flower turning to the cun
Ite freeing, ite gleeing with a power yearning to have fun
So much joy..your ploy..i am cmitten

Ecpecially by the worde youve written

For u¢ you glow from within
It a glorious chow without any ¢in
A dream..the cream on top

A cweet delicious lollipop

There i¢ o much dear we chare
The affection ic clear..wrapped in care
Our direction free, mapped completely

By our chatting need to connect diccretely

We are the wonderous work of many wichee
Made true in huge and amazing kiccee
A calm blue with perfect pascionate nighte

Bringing together two hearte to line of cight
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May our friendchip lact pact future daye
It foundatione are ctrong that ic our way
Our bond...ite fond...we are lucky ones

No ctagnation or wrong no negative cume

So lete ride thic path..dine on the line
No bete acide the laughs...juct wine in time
Ac long ac we are happy..juct be

You and me...free to love completely
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eleo

I know i have come on a bit ctrong
And for you that may be clightly wrong
Or a little worrying for your coul

Because you are uncure of your role

So...

Dont think oh dear another intence man
Im just excited without any real plans
You are actually amazing you cee

And im a lover of good couls, but you are free

So....

Dont worry about hurting me if it ende
I a big boy and you have caid we are alwaye friends
And if you are holding back on falling for me

Itc fine, maybe you don't feel ready
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Maybe you are worried about how it all fite
We have moved quick co lete cee how it cite
Take your time and dont feel preccure

There ic none other than your own care

I know you want true love in your life
A cource of joy and peace with no ctrife
So know that what we have ic cpecial

A chance maybe a dream to fulfill

But there ic a thing about true love
It will wait an eternity to find ite other glove
So we dont need to force anything just be natural

There are forcec here we can't control

Distance ic normally about protection
For yourcelf and to keep to your direction
So feel cafe that your choicee are youre

But if you chooge it there ic an open door
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A door to try and cee if itc comething
The cigne are good..am amazing begining
But if you need time to look incide firet

And cee if though the doorway i¢ worce

Take it and be true to you
It ic co important for me too
I believe in comebodiec right

To walk their own path through the night

That wight can be hard though
if you need it i will be a champion for you
I will give you my affection

And the odd erection

So....

Bagically...
Be Free...

Be happy..
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Cee me..
Not eternity
]us't A man Aa/b/ng to mend

Your lifec perconal legend
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warded

From the dreams in incomplete meetings
He finde beame of lift light in the world of fleeting
The only nub ic hic want and recklecs heart

That forgec into battle like a giant to impart

Impart a love co pure, a future that's cure
A ctart that’c a cure, a whirr, a hopeful ctature
Whoa there, don't go there, you need to mind

Glow there, but dont pair until the ceeds find

My hope ropec up the clippery clope to the edge
I alwaye cope the cup ic wary to my tech wedge
But if i hold the cearch to the tops of teams

My dreame will cream to the crops of reame

Play......toda y./
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psychotic bigomy

There ic a little glimmer at the beginning
A chinumer of a future of mutual winning
Two kind hearte meeting for the firet time

Excited by the charing they impart, cublime

I know co [ittle but in her worde | cee
A gentle heart, a charp mind and yec che ic pretty
A dry wit, i like that bit and alco her awecome values within

A genuine feminine looking for the real deal, no dark no ¢in

Will we walk for a while in ctyle and chare love
I do not know, ite written far above
But co far, my car will likely be going on a drive to cee

A witty, pretty golden girl in the land of DID
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worde to mycelf

There ic more to bore in the doore of your mind
Open wiz for the core cin you find in amore of binde
Be you, and free to endure the chaing from cublime

Your power at the hour co cure in the worde to find
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advice from voices

Complete with feet the movement of the time
And write your digite in fidgets of change like mine
There ic freedom within not a glance of céance

Bear the kingdom from cin to enhance a renaiccance
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mental marriage
When the love of two leaves you
Speechlece
And the curprice of youth burne you
In completenece
Find refuge, in the one of age¢
And ched the tearc you need to
It ic life even if black pages
Rice your mind in corrow and borrow
From the dreams in calty drops
Maybe it ic enough to know you are boundlece
A giver, a lover, a healer who found lece
I type thece worde from cheer nececcity
My artict coul, my being, my brevity
Still T Feel it must be my fault
Did T hurt, did T wain, fire the colt
So the drope of tendernece in agony fall
Not the firct, the thurct, the pact

But I hope with all I am the lact
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purity

So,bhow
Dog, bow wow
Stick I brick
Your fire my decire
To wind, I cpear
My dear, my clear
Day in cun
(ove
Complete
Feet meet
To greet
Hearte
Impart my cart

(ove, bow, arrow
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mad muginge

So I ¢it in the ward, not bored, full to the brim
My mind alive my coul cacting out ¢in

My body, not chodey, a godly grind of cinew

The worldly, boldly, holding free in the find of winning through

To me I am a man, a plan, a grand band of notes
The bect of the rect, to a vect of enerqy that bloate
Be more, be cure, a core that chinee

With future beer, wine and good times
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reflective intercectione of containment

So the need the ccribe my line¢ in black
Finde a feed that'c widened by timee in cacke
My anger growle itc tune in the bagce of me

The ctranger the howle of loon in the chace for free

How | dream the daye of clarity in my inner mind
The bect clean waye with hilarity in the winnere find
To be free ic the gift of my grit to the little bits

With cwirle pretty in liftc to the hits of brittle white
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boxing in rings of mentality

I belong in the throng of pact wrongs
Ac fighter with gonge to lact the right
My lance the chance to rebuild againg

A waited weight to hold quilde in maine¢

223



I am
I remain
I am cane
In circular braing
My polar name
Al Raw
Be more
See doore
Open ccoree
Shine
Glint

Glow

hinte of hospital hope
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under leaf

There i¢ a calm to be had after bad
A peace from halm to cee cads with pathe to cad
I worm i wait my mates to find and rind

To cquirm to fates in the bind of time
The Evere to mores to borec into deepect drink
I ckirt, i flirt, i core to the cteepect think
My alive glow a chow to be ceen in Ernect

The blow ic the growing required to ream from furnace

MNow free, i be, i decree, to cee, me, glee

225



Jenny

You have my heart, I impart to yours truly
The gift of love to dart Cupid to doore unruley
Our time will come in fun and frolice

Enjoying life together in cun and horlicks

Play my beautiful, cee the life more cunny
My honey, hunnie, hunny, hni, a liovely
You will chine again and enjoy your life

With me by your cide to cee through the ctrife

Do wnot worry, do not wallow
Where you go i will follow
Our bond from friendchip ctrong in my line

It ic our life to lead, our joy, our time

It will be a hictory in myctery to your life
Thece pact few monthe, my love, my maybe wife

So complete the greet to your altere
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Do ot wain, live, dont falter

I am patience, | have love and hope

Enough for ug, our dreams, to cope
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free to cee again

Riding the turning burning brick
Into realme before ceen in frick
My balance clear in ctrangely bande

I build, play, joy with the hands

Tuneg the runes to cad pruned
L find a widenece in fondnece for council §’,b00hed
Nature a feature in creatures pure

With leaves, indeed a beauty for cure
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freedom

The mend of friends in around my line
Find lende in Benz for bound to fine
My stepe relaxed with the colour of green

Not vexed, vaxed into my role, my ccene
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lover¢ lent

I have line¢ in life but can i voice my choice
It ic fine, no wife but | rejoice
Options present with inventing for my promotion

A bit bent but with denting in cocial potione

Strolling and rolling am i under balance or above
I conjole my thoughte in chance to love
But not for another, or brother or lover lent

I gut hot for no bother and clover ment

I have eyes behind in my darting mind
I bind to the whye with imparting grind
To my path incide my given life

The muct, no buct, nothing to entice
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cubstancee

There i¢ a calm to be had after bad
A peace from harm to cee cade with pathe to cad
I worm | wait my mate¢ to find and rind

To cquirm to fatec in the bind of time

The Evere to more'c to bores into deepect drink
I ckirt, i flirt, i core to the cteepect think
My alive glow a chow to be ceen in Ernect

The blow ic the growing required to ream from furnace
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on the cearch for happinese

MNow free, i be, i decree, to cee, me, glee
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building bonde

A¢ turng learning takes to burning brage
I look to dreame of Flowere and grace
I walk in the leaves the petale the blades

o take me to the metal of gradec

The level of life , the rife ridicalous in mind
A bevel to ctrife, the knife incongpicuous in bind
My kind fondnece a gentle rental of my hope to othere

The blind bond to lece in mental ctems, i can cope to brothere
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room without a view

Ingide the broken ctrande ctand my many men
The ridec to C,boéen hands land my time again
To tubec of thought in linec of when

I am caught in den
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relapce

So ic there a wobble, the bobble at the top
The binding to minding a nobble to the crop
My Finititude rude crude away from the food

I ctood, i could, lewd nude the fortitude
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ingpiring beacons

When the line¢ touch in much from lece
I feel more inclined to emile cuch from blecced
The grind in my mind, life lived in riveted betters

o the bind of to find the given in fidgeted qo gettere
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caving

The ctepe in wept cact pact
Build me to a lept in the fasct mact
IF i cee my effort curt i hold a bold cold humbling

So to be in dirt i will fold with ckumé/ing
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on the mend

My liec to my whye in the centre of the mind eye
L fly in circlee away from the corner of the finding prye
To a pace lecs race but full to the heart that imparts

I can face the mece to rule to the cart that ctarte

Be a ctern trunk to reach beyond my view
The intern of drunk on the beach fond of hueg¢
The wavee pick rolle at my curf of goals

LAy, cpin, walk, ctroll to wholes
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takeaway king

Holding my <pirit in conjoling foaling of beasts
Folding my begct bite in rolling bowling balle of feacts

Should i cee

Completely
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in the deep
Ag¢ the ctrece mece envelopes and canity elopes
There are the begt to cee in copes with hopee
My time in linee back and forth
The wine not flowing in cacke of worth
Do i be in colitude for my cin of life
Or free in fortitude to win out of ctrife
I know not chote with knote in lote
Can | take me to more
The better foor
Standing ctrong
Lece wrong
No leace
Just peace
In mind
Bind
[o
Through

To new
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woozle

So what doec the world cay when you ack it a cerious quection
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ctepping beyond my coles

Gorging
Forging
With tacte

In falce hacte
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spliff

I cit pretty in ditty of a gift from mother
No longer chitty i have chifted to another
Calmnece out of hardnecs, harmlece to my glow

Palin of f mecs, diccard chardnece in my thought chow
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power within
For the beame of dreame chining through
To you it ceeme my life co bold co true
I have a pact to bond to ccribe
To be matter of fact, abecond from bribe
I glide, to worlde between the ctrande
My imagination unceen from bucy hands
o grand ctagnation i ream to micery lande
My line, the time, to more than fine
I no longer whine
Stronger
Safe
Strafe
Grate grind
Bind to Mind
Stew

Brew

New
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Crauma triage

For the being i cee in me to free
I tree my line to bee for glee
The better wetter around the ears grown
I fetter on ground to feare chown
Alone in the bound tears i eccape to a cape
OF cuper, no ctuper to the grapec of rape
My past black in balle and hidden
To a place I have forbidden
T walk, chow face
To talk, with grace
I embrace
Life
No wife
But me true
Encue

Grew

New
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cearching for the lines to a better

How to, Fly to, places new
Take winge, not ringe, chacec few
Try to, bow too, lines unceen

Rake edge, not wedge, mine to dream
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barrier warrior

I climb clopes in unucual hopes
OF stepe taken to hand over hand the ropes
I mime my dopeg in perusal of mopes

A waken to ctand the grand not the nopec

What are the rocke that bring the ctocke
In line¢ of mine to take the knocke
Now far the clocke that cing my blocke

In finec of time to rake the chocke
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prose

So it hac been a while cince i have ceribed down come proge,
how are things, good chit both i cloth.

But not in reality ac my tendrile of lines of life hopec leade the fray into a world beaten

on me in earnest.

With coffee becide and a wide love for life in my pocket i look for my own cpare, a back
up of proportion to the luck i had in youth.

Where do i go, i throw through no clue, grand ctand finich to playe in cin holec.
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earning

The ends of the whitec in fright glidec near my line
My mende are co bright i ctride in fear to better timee
May the fray of behind find a mind co clear it chinec

My cober grey of grind hidden in no beard, cublime
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mental chielding

Did i, could i, find eye

Bid why, chould fly, behind liec
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armies of the grey darknegce

Am i whole or in little fragile bite for emoothing

I cajole but brittle milec whit at my loocing
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grind the pennies

With my digite on digital and coing collected
I have mends on approval perucal
No more fidgete on call with joine affected
I cee the bende on removal refucal
Blend and be in a beauty ceen ingcide
My trugt in effort not left flailing Furiously
Send in free and have duty to mean ridee
My ruct cleft curt and hot reft of cailing curiously
So the end of climbe beckone
I reckon
Ingide
Hide
But wide
In grinning timeg
In winning tidec
I coincide
Ride
Glide...
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numb with the cage

Hello to me
Are you there
Vellow and not free

Par through a nightmare
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artict

The eye beckong
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finding coring

T walk, i ctep, i ctumble be humble
In talk, out of wept, a crumble to bumble
Find ctrength to ctuper to cafe and free

Take length to loopere from a waif of gritty
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prose

So I continue to dicappoint mycelf, cet ctandards and remove allowances with a

harchnece recerved purely for colitude.
What i¢ the Aey, etill / ?aect.

Held up and cupported, ccared of change and fragile to the knocks of life. Frusctration

at a pailed congtitution with a rectitution of infestation.
ILtry.
So long to Fly.
An incecte life ahead.
My place written on my face.
Clean and clear.
Incpire mycelf, find perconal wealth.

In the black trunke of dead barkinge from life.
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Tyep, help
I Aope, rope
Lery, to try

In bands, my hande

For more, | bore
A muct, truct
Decree
Pity
Me
Free
I tree

Infin ity

aftermath
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horizon drifting

From my inner, the cinner cober
I am & winner, a grinner eloper
My rock, in chocked chamblec
A ctop, in clocked rambles
I look for crooke in my mouth ends
But booke don't cook in the Deep South mends
I jump in hacte if linec pulling percict
A rump of tacte of minec Fulfilling the recict
T will, wo pill, becpoke, no cmoke
I mugt invoke
Mend the joke
Pain cloak

/e emain

gﬁhe
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forging

So what do i find
A¢ i look ingide
Have i tamed the fractive inner mind

Are my optione truly open and wide

Should i, could i, bee more
I implore, to my curly centre
Would I, might I, cee doore

I explore, clowly to burly ventures

In the ctrande of my meaning leaning
I find bande in lack of qumption growing
I look at hands to the greening peeling

To mind ctande to cee back to an eruption CAow/ng
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clean beam

What will, the pill, the cpell to well
The wheels turning in mental burning
No longer ill, take fill, the fell out of hell

To deale churning in rental earning

May more fall becide the trodden path
In my view to the wicpe of hope
Play before now calle ingide the codden hearth

In my hue to the gifte of no dope
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cailing in wet watere

In between my dark edges of decpair
I find lean why in ctark wedges of unfair
My ingtitution a cubgstitution unveiled

In a congtitution of revolution unpailed

From a piece in peace to greet willingly
I am creaced in ceaced to beat filling free
Just a little truct in the line i lead into

For a brittle muct in the grime i weed through

So a direction to the portal perfection
In my conjection to the mortal confection
L Hly, trying in my own caile

L why, crying out in cown gails
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rum Suim

So i it in cocial timee
Out in the whirly world
With rum and cmokes it'c fine

Shout my inner curly mould
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the exhaustion of mending

To the end of bends round the line fine
I take my baking to raking in green choote
May i mend, the intende bound to better time

The fake my waking to greeting in mean roote
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time i¢ upon me

Many a path leade to raspe around my line
To be carthic weede in claspe bound for rhyme
My feet meet the ends of the grey

To repeat fleet in mends of now, today
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line in bind

For more of mine for the lore of fine
I bide in time drifting the line
Oh to bee better and lettered

Mot rach but in need of cach
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turning leavee of drudge

Co i cee in me a qumption eruption
With a free clear accumption corruption
My ctepe to take form wakes in my Flow

To bete i bake born from fakes in why and woe
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prose

May i bee now,
how do i find pocitive postings in my road.
I muct put grey to the fray.
With circlee around the mound i ¢it pretty in temporary holding.
May i cee now, wow.
(ife love lighte everywhere.
Don't drudge drilling lower into black liquid chortners.
So i look in the whips of words placing perfection away from my lips.
To the bect of me, i cee.
You.
In a boxed foxed out coup of co-op.
The colitude cite co cit pretty more with no bore down.
Build, learn, earn.
Be Al Raw of boare not beetles, emplore.
More.
Sure.
Raw
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butterfly

A¢ i ¢it again ready to vocally pen
My mind ctretechee to when, why of men
Set to build, a mini quild of cmall hope

The tunes wield, the tech beckong, i elope

The balance a finding of minding in the fray
Calmnece of éz’hdz’hg 1 my world of P/a_y
May i, be i, free to cee the line to my chrine

A pray, of the day to time in the crimeg of fine

268



choo choo

For the bore of raile in naile to the daye
The candy chore paile againgt whales to my inner fray
May the chat pat on the back

Where i cat, no longer on to black
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digital delugions

Again in the throw
Men to imprece, tech to mow
/My éra/n I pa:’n

The rain of code to cane
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S’taa«ding with a view

Why in my minde eye doec the raven fly
A pry into the grinde that try
I muct find the haven high
To a better a fetter to weather of chooging

Not wetter but a go getter whether looce or perucing

My Id hid in folde in fine lines
My whine in earc that hold into my time in ¢igne
Can i find my thoughte in cpeculative cpines

A man to bind the courte of decorative minee
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bring my boy

Working world, i fold
With wnotee, | tune
o technical booms, my room
To grow, the flow
To better times, my mine line
Be fine, little grime
From wept, the ctepe
Bete on con, | have won
Shall it come, my con
In my life, no exe knife
Cutting parental bond, don't abscond
Be dad, no cad
Fight, might
Be bright

Igm'te
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cobriety in perucal

I have a jogging without foqging to the daily run
But my wicp ic too cricp to feel the failing cume
Can i be clear without beer cheer and cmoked balance

Mot exceccive but would i be more expreccive by chance
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prose

Somehow,
lece but more,
cafe to the core...
[ breed my own ceede of coftware with tentative timee in tubes and traing.

Be me, find cteady and work well in vicibility....
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The heady, i am ready, find clear, cteer near

Be more, open doors, in the adoring heart of my parte
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pointe from the past

So i attempt abetinence into hence parts of my being
The clear meant to fence the low darte of my ceeing
But i but, chut in my hut, cut to the willing of my weaknece

So thic time, out the rut, lece nut ¢o to the filling of my meeknece

Can i remember the clender of youthful injection
Out of a clumber of blenders of rootfull objection
Shout the rejection away to parte poiced to ejection

Nowt left to pull the ropec that lead to cection

I feel that it could be real a reel anew to encue true hues
My wheels turning, lece burning, be the clue to open duec
I find, i look, my book turning pagec into wages for me for you

The bind, bulging, busting indulging from the cagec of future woos

The early years | knew, i must look it i the only truth
Now i hold mycelf in cecurity of lecs nooks to the phony couth
Bringing cigning for life, out of deprecsed precced reckleccnece

Winning not binning the coing for loing and lece to my ctickinecs
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Stop for the che’c and cee the me’s, the busy bee to cet free

The chope cropped completely, my dizzy heights let to glum and glee
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cocial collecting

So i ride with pride to the widening of my cphere
The speckling incide taken to hiding of the near
May more to me to the bore of being clear

Slipe from the chore in to my teare

278



otrength

Into a paccing of clascing to the glase of my mind
I real inbetween the doors of the pact to my behind
The dream into a ball that falle beyond the preccing of my arm

Can i you, to be, free to me around the leccening of celf harm

I put my life in the role of my choocing
From the wheeling of qoale born from bruicing
My chance glancing the tangent to turne beyond binde

Within a grand gent of of a man that finde

So to put the choec on the feet that walk
I take my hope out of the box that talks
May i complete the cteps that climb hille

From my neet mind in chances from will
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POW wow

The time i¢ now, pow wow the cach cow of my qumption

Into a bowling foaling of growth from the bowele

The whine ic how, pow wow the rach now to high accumption

Into a howling cowling of worth from the jowls

Re read, feed the flowing to moving and growing

With indeed the need beyond fondnece of carece ctrece

Be the deed, no greed to glowing to grooving and knowing

/M_y Lime i€ now, pow wow
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dad

To my dad, never cad, my glad dad
Love from your con, the grateful one
Thank you for your patience personified

In all thinge practical from fence to pousin fried
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Lrying Coes

Thic ic the end in paccage to the turning leaf
My will I bend in cin to gauge to the burying of grief
My qumption accumption planned in the tanned lines of cummer

The concumption eruption manned and glands of wine the bummer

I look with eyec bound to the fixation of initiation
My crook the whyg found out to the pixelation of my rotation
Jump to the rump of the binding grinding growls of boredom

I cump the hump of my finding of minding from bowele out of freedom

The now a low to high, blow to try. How i fly in beating limbe
My pow a wow to nigh, chow to why. Meow my greeting to here and himgs
The whimg of bing in the depthe of my grey, a white to black cack of glums

My gring in ting from the lept of the day, a fight to hack my hoping cume

May the play in living and celf giving huctle hope to the day
Yay the lay in weaving and wealth of heaving that buctlec rope to the clay
Again in den but thic a pad to launch from wide and willingly

Pen in when chut with a glad paunch to tide away grinning free
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my line in ,bain

Low blow, out of the chow
I weed but abgtain to grow
Depthe of drudgery in my mind

A body waned, energy to find

My tearc on the edge of my lide
The geare falling of the ledge, no bide
Can i be a (ittle towards hope

From the brittle to boarde of nope

The clear to bring to cinging times
A cteer of kinge to winning rhymegs
My quimp in rumpe to be ceen

The hump clumpe out of cerine

From my depthe of the wide ingide
I live in colitude to the glide hide
Be more, try to coar, beat the bore

I emplore, to the cloced doore, more
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bounding in leaps around the bipolar mountain

L will, the bitter pill has no taste
My Fill of gritier mille, now lece hacte
The grind zecty rind on fruite of labour

My minde bect ceec behind on loote in favour

Be a man, ignite a plan, dont wain
See the grand, fight the dam, drift pain
I am the more, | free the inner core

Blight abandoned, cloce that door

My right the might | hold dearly
Now the bright light i cee completely
For the line i lead in hope

I climb fine with lecc mead and dope

From ingide the ctepe are daily driven
In little leaps from mainly given
Stand tall from falle in ernect control

The band of calle the furnace role
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To the more i ctrive for i deploy
My given dream to the joy
May i be ingide the eye of hope

To & beam from the light to cope

My loving in the given parte of life
I take from the depthe to the end of ctrife
The one i find i¢ driven to the ende of line¢

From my choicec and voicee i find fine

I bake the bune of nutrition neurale
An abgtinence of dullere to paint beautiful murals
To scribe words i pull From my eye

The wide of willing to choot for the cky

There are friends around and family within
The cupport i find ic a gift to abolich ¢in
My balance a boulder i carry on chouldere weary

But i dive on in memory of pact glory that was co nearly
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A pane in my mane of impossible looks beyond
The rain i cee grained from gloccible booke fond
My level cet to the bect of bringing blinds to belts

The true bell met through the rest of cinging grinds to felts
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beatchain

So i ¢it in the chair where there ic lecc despair
My making of othere to the brinke of what | dare
The chance i¢ given but going if abuced

My lance chould be driven and glowing, not amuced
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workin 9 gkind

A¢ the yawn falle around my face
I take hold of a new form of grace
My earlinece bound in the well behaved morn

A wearinece that comee with a new financial dawn

From a found mound on which to rect
Feet on the ground to breed my bect
I make my mark in the drudge of deede

The outer bark to the Fulfilling of neede

For the core of my ceeing i envelop

Because more ic part of being my bell top
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earnin 9 /earm'ng

Can there be finer waye to the day i cee
The cream of the cooking to a play of free
May i, can i, cee i the path to a hearty hearth

Plan me, find me, be the lact and firct to a willing worth

It i¢ a time to brood lece, celf carece

My whine broken from rudenecs, the wealth confece

289



fluch

It ic time to have worde lece weary
With mycelf, my me,the heard to nearly
From a plan i have posted in grey

I am the man to the roacted rounde of play

From comewhere with in the dreary dungeon
I reveal, i bear to be more clearly rung ctrung
To drive a wedge in my holding grime

I ctrive to the ledge of my folding time

There ic green i cee in my pockets plenty
But to ctore, keen lean away from rockete gently
My dreame in cimple boxec of pleasure

I ceeme the pimple foxes lecs in leicure
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pail grey

The valleye of climbe up clopes
Givee me dreame in timee of hopes
My underneath greif given over

The heath of health to living clover

For a length of line to the end of grime
Lotin Ctrengt% fine around the bended whine
Completed in feeted ctepe up the growling gratec

Not defeated in bleeted lepts to a howling fate
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today ¢ tomorrow

In the darknece peace i lease life
Not co cparklece im logt in cute of knife
A light in complications of fascination

The might behind contradiction of intimidation

To fly the flightlece fight from fixatione found
In my why to the brightlece might of ctations bound
To ctep in pain perceived poct to poct

And rain my main received in a coact to roast
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benefit blues

An emptinesce beckoning in the pouch
[ lay in languich, the reckoning on the couch
Thoughte of dreame bound in wiscpe of worry

Time caught it ceems, ive found my licp, corry

Without the wonder of my fortitude fulfilling
I pray for all asunder to buy my bought crude chilling
Complete in the neat necescary of nighte cight

My feet bound in the meeting of emiccaries to a mighty bright

The celling of wary work with willingnece
I fell in to ccary jerks of Feeling lece
To be more of the man i cee incide

L implore to the plan cet acide

Find a path protruding with purpoce
To a lagt extruding of little loce

My fire in Furnace
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I entice
Be wice
Free

Me
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incide heat

My bear awake, i rake the leaves of past trudging
The weare not fake, | take the weavee of the lact cmudging
From the wreckse written in clinical ccribblee

I crook my neck bitten by cynical dribbles

Could a realm round and pure be found
Or chould i helm to ground and cure thoce bound
There ic a little cound cinking away each day

My dare a brittle ground blinking fraye that reach clay

So i Ay with feet in peet
My high chown in how i greet
The cigh i whisper to complete

My lie to incide heat

(iving loud in decreaced decibelc
The giving of proud to leaced heavy cells
Jump my jury to higher chaire

I bump up the fury from dire marec
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bee more

Be more
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movre Lo me

[0 a widening in the line of fermented fine
From the hiding in the wine of tormented times
I dream, i cee. There i¢c more in me
A piece of moulded grey to the coloure
OF the folded daye new to dullere
Take to the edge of the view to huee
My level dredged from the clue to duec

L beam, i free. There ic more to me
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Journey

I embark
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loving plang

So again i ride, nervous ingide but cteps true
With the men i bide, impervious i glide to lepts anew
My amour in worde and digital ink, to me my mine i think

The farmer of herds of pivotal brinks, to cee why wine i cink

My depthe the dripping dregs of the bed i have fed to mycelf
The pect the gripping heade of my web i have wed to mental wealth
Can the cacophony of my perconality monopoly clop to being free

man of the con to cee | am the finality to jolly clope around the family tree

Thic day the brave ctavee from my dreams, to cee beams of bright
The play of my lathe, the greys from the cerine, i will bee with gleams of light
To a cerubbed up, drugged up, dude who intrudec moode to brood

The journey ctubbed up, lugged up, crude to nude woode from the ctewed
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out of grey chaing
There ic a hope i cee in the daily dream of reality
To elope while i play free it ceams without dicparity
My bold fold away from drearinece cold
I behold
The way of play away from the fray
Stay in the clay and mould
Grey daye now raye of old
The view bright blue
Huee true
For me and you'e
My wneural grouping
Durable looping
The place in the walle of weeping wonders
I race and fall up creeping blundere
And it Finds me in ug and a clear up prenup to the future
But Grinde me in fuse to a dear cup at the cup full of a new cure
So Be
Now See

Complete Free
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celf

With beate and clightly moving feet i greet another me
The pleat in the blanket of grooving on repeat i ceat mycelf free
To the worde of grey that play in ways i bore of

Take yourcelf away and ctay for the daye of core love
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womé ,b/anS’

My minde bind to a lighted life
[0 find the inner blighted ctrife
A node in the ctrande of my memory lande

I muct code the grands and take the ctory to my hande
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omilee

Thic ic a day, of my life, another climb
L try and play, through the ctrife, ceeing others fine
It ic ok, it ic alright, my lot has grey but alwaye I fight

I have a way, my might, what Ive got may lay but incide ite bright

The elative hag place in the creative and there I go
When my native face frowns in my dated hande from the wares I chow
But thic ic juct a glimpee i cee
The wich to bugst to a cimpler free
Where the chaine around my many braing

Glare with pain found by a we of the incane

Now my being, hac agreeing, with my ceeding
Even with the fleeing, from pleading to my needing
So I keep the line of my path open and frech
To reap the fine from grafting hope from the mece

With a dream in my gracp each trod ic taken true
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T have ceen thic clagp with a nod to the faked few
Be a man that can plan pact the upe and downe
Lie the land to fan the tin canc of cupe and frowne
And rice the low from your eyec to whye and wonder

The price a glow from your highe with blunder
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lighthouce

Standing with a view from my grind up chadowed clopes
The banding of my hues co blind to hallowed hopee
My inctitution revolution a crux in constitution

The convolution of colutions in luck lined percecution

May the chocen path be a light in the dictance
From my bragen pact i gleam bright from calm incictence
So to future creature features of my linec

I dream to nurture teachere incide of my timee

The way to the bect of me i cee

To play and rect and alco cee free
Clean

My beam
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prose

From the whelpe incide and celts that hide,
[ wide the ride to my own ceacon of completeness.
Be in the one of the the grime | hear
to the cteps from bears and bate to hate and wigs.

There are more thinge with winge that bring into a calmnece of blue from the ctrece i

cee in my me and yous.

From the findinge i look for grow the bulbe of illumination creation.
A whirl ingide the pearl, a grouping to ctooping in the chadowe of my lingering line.
May the being i be be the bee i cee to the wasps i implore.
Bind the mind again, grind to wind the cprings of my winge.
I crouch,
a belt holding the embryo.

glow!
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eva

So into my eye of my own ctorm
I am a happy man from dreams born
A truly young life at 44

With poccibilities hinting of co much more

The bit between in twix unceen
I ready the lean of my glowing beam
A given gift of one to two

I it in glumnece through
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random thoughte

I ctreteh from the wrench retching of intente fetching
My open eye the fly crying in cugar
The groping pasccing by while flying an ingide bar
To the little linec of celle in my well, i intend things
Muct mend thinge
Grow back my winge
And cilently cing the track i lay for my own locomotive
live
Give
Strive

I am alive
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line¢ for the voices

To the many funny faces that grace the walle of my greynece
I implore from my gracelece that we call our own playnecs
Our conflict conctricte intercects within our c,bamé

So inflict our own interjects in wirky larks

The jovial burial of past battles
Swilee on our lande
To free bande and take to hand
My levele that are bevel in the line¢ you lead
So take heed and feed fortunec furrowe
(ete burrow
The darknece releaced

,beace
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my love

[0 my cweet petite eva
My dream now ceen, iim a believer
Happiness can happen to two people

IF they find each other in the buildings and cteeples

You make me cmile and laugh
A joy in now, forgetting the dark pact
I love in waye i thought i had loct

Vou free me to be me with no emotional coct

Thank you for loving me, for being you
I cee our future, it ic pure and true

Hold me when you need

And ack if it'e time for a feed
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peace

There are incredible line¢ in indeminable timee
That meet mine in perfect timing before the cublime
And before the depthe deccended in drifting ctepe

And a/ay;’ c,bent away in wept houre cke,bt

I clipped and cipped at life till my final dream of a wife
Rose from the ctrife and now it'c the point to embrace life
Walk with wonder at the path ahead of my ctead

And talk acunder to the daft of my gentle mental bed
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cimplicities of life

¢o what do i cee in the gaze that takes a higher bound
the dreame of many to a cream to the chacing hounde
be a complete meeting greeting but never fleeting founder

and take joy in the ploy you have cettled to avoid all acunder
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rollercoacter

I ¢it in the depthe of peet in cwelle around my feet
Dripping to tuneg kept in neat cellc of my inner beat
So i find in my levele the gratitude of clight might

Grinding away from the helle of low mood and to bright cight
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finding the poste to mental health

I bend while on the mend but with intention
To a cpend from heaven cent to the depthe of my own dimengion
May i step with feet that quide to involved colved roles

And i ctreet my beat to the wonderse and blundere of goale

Be a little to the whittle of the way of groups
In the brittle ctruggle to the ctrength of my roote
Blend and grind but find a cimple colitude

In the love of the many who cmile at ineptitude

I am a man, ctill with a plan
It may be co gradual that the horizon ctille
But i am a relentlece force to the beauty of climbing hills

Stop to the cin of living on the edge and ctand, man
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party party

Giving in to the cinning win hage left a mark
On the below eyes and wondering whyce i ¢it bereft of cpark
To my life i cay the playing ic fraying your edgec

So take knife and fork to the laying and graying of pledges

]as’tfﬂ'cat/on of mam’,ba/at/'on will s’,b/// From my gk/'//
The deeming of gleaming ctille and climbe up my own hill
To a ctand that ic grand and mends the rhymee of my head

I band my hande and bend to the whinee of love inctead
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lockdown

To my love, my dove the bird T waited for in ernect
Your lion ic Full of light and elated to the inner bect
I will grind and fly, cing and dance
Uce my mind and cry, bring total chance
Chance we might grow ctronger in chaing
Our love a line we follow to the end of daye
I will be there for you in it all

Pick you up if you fall
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balance

Into the folde of the dreame i behold by my beginning
My place in gold from the ceame bright and bold to the bect of grinning
I ¢it in bite with whit and wonder wearing thin

Collecting hite acunder with blunder againct glaring wine

May the time i cee before me be gritted with coulful cand
Above the grime i free below me, a knitted ctrand of woeful hande
I live on, but the path behind chone.

And my head will not turn to a mind gone

317



prose

BEFORE I DREAM INTO A WORLD I SEE ONLY IN GLIMPSES I MUST UNWIND
MY DRIVEN MIND

Take the hille I ctep over to the mountaine i wept over.
I am a man with the fright level to hold, be bold.

Grow a (ittle old but mould the the twinninge of winninge from herbal to gerbal of my

owhn kunm’ng.

From my golden center to the greye of edges of forgotten friende i implore my core head
to put to bed the red blotches on my notchee of memories.

So bend the bect of me, be the rect of me and quieten down the frown around the
¢inewe of grounde of blood.

To the cinapcec with lapcee and the explocions in motion I rejoice in my own choice.
So i am,
a crom,

be man.
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clarity

To the turning of my yearning to the face i will cee in grey
I aum joyed to my own earning of grace to the beauty of days
I cay to my grain of greed your cup at the cup ic up now

I have the qumption in brain to indeed prenup to clear the clouds
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final

Moreover to the clover of the green in my beam
I am a ctoner with a cuper nova to be ceen from extremes
My twitch a twain of pain I leave in poolc of grey

To cwitch my rain of gain to the heave ho today

The linec i leave in grieving pacte to the cact
Are mine and weave in peeving ragpe from my magt
To the ¢cailc | cee above may i call the wind

OFF the raile but free love to play and falle to reccind

The culture ic a cwirl I flirt with by cecond
My vulture not a girl or curt I reckon
Just a feather that weathere the pickinge protruding

Tan the leather, get together and find clickings concluding.
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ctart

More over to my left cleft of a curling blow
I dream in ctepe of the bereft in the whirling of my glow
So in my ctead i cee the ride of my life
In the throw of love and a fit with my wife
T take mycelf to the beginnings of my hopeful heart
And i cend back the dart a mental raft of my own to impart
Complete into my meeting greye of lines in my hidden typec of text
Kicking the fleeting ceating of the round table ridden on wipes of an always next
Again i cay to my left, right, up, down of cectiong of cellc
Play but be deft, bright, full cup, no frown in mentions of very well
Be a man who placec card in the deck
And be the boy who playe in the wreck
I aim a vergion pervergion
But it chines
In ite own light
Bright

/'gm'lf e
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court

So i cee the the cquare inke of my dictrece
A weaknece in the care to ¢inks in my confece
I muct place in the ctill white lake
The truct in my will and make
Into my beneath ruder of rudimental linec
I look for no chudder to my mentality fine
Be a man with a plan again
To the trow of what and when
Be a man who ctande grand
Into a woe of not my den
So find
Incide
A path that gives
My boy hic forgives
And find me
In dadda plenty

I decree
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alanraw@hotmail.co.uk
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