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ACT ONE 
 

VISIONS AND DREAMS 
 

As the days unroll, 
And my future is sewn, 
Will the harvest I reap, 
Be of joy or of sorrow? 

 
If only I could 

Befriend my destiny, 
And turn dreams of the past 

Into visions of tomorrow. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



PRELUDE 
 

Perpetual reclination, 
Breath of life to dark and light, 

Eternal revolution, 
Birth and death to day and night. 

 
Blood staining the horizon, 

To warn that the sun had eyes, 
Darkness walking the landscape, 

The moon wore a mask, a disguise. 
 

Farewell enchanting sunset, 
Banished by the moon once more, 

A ritual of nature, 
Performing a new encore. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



EACH 
 

Each second that passes will lead to a minute, 
Each turn of the earth be the ageing of man, 

Each breath that is taken once belonged to us all, 
The end of the universe being where it began. 

 
Each minute that passes will lead to an hour, 

Each death making way for the life of another, 
Each movement in pain ceding anguish or rapture, 

A son to the grave, a baby to its mother. 
 

Each hour that passes will lead to a day, 
Each baby, with the seeds of his scion be blessed, 

Each child, on the milk of human kindness be reared, 
Mankind suckled on poison flowing from the breast. 

 
Each day that passes will lead to a week, 

Each stream still flowing from one place to another, 
Each soul that we encounter we may never know, 

For we all see the sky but not one another. 
 

Each week that passes will lead to a month, 
Each heart that is free seeks the key to its fetters, 
Each romance is a curse on the forests that thrive, 

For a tree must die to provide her love letters. 
 
 
 
 



Each month that passes will lead to a year, 
Each promise being a snare where the heart is interned, 

Each smile, a mask to disguise the wickedest face, 
The sun gives us life, but by the sun we are burned. 

 
Each year that passes will lead to a decade, 

Each raindrop has no preference on who it will fall, 
Each cloud, silver lined, but not always with our dreams, 

Ill fortune has no remit on who it will call. 
 

Each decade that passes will lead to a century, 
Each moment, a scene etched on our memory, 
Each mind, a museum with not all on display, 

A jigsaw's pieces missing for eternity. 
 

Each century that passes will lead to a millennium, 
Each day that goes by leaving us less time owing, 
Each chapter that is read takes us nearer the end, 

We know where we came from, but not where we're going. 
 

Each millennium that passes will lead us to God, 
Each pagan near death must re-asses his dissent, 

Each God that is worshipped cannot be the same one, 
The trespasser in Heaven, will in Hell repent. 

 
Each God that we follow will lead us to darkness, 

Each stone that is turned remains a stone to be turned, 
Each answer forthcoming when no question is asked, 

Our history may be long, but nothing have we learned. 
 



THE NIGHT 
 

The night blew the dusk through the forest to fade, 
Nature taking advantage of its own dark parade, 

For as darkness marched through the forest, 
Shadowing prey from pursuer, 

The wind met the trees to whistle a serenade. 
 

The sun fell bleeding and was seen to invite 
The climbing moon to help the stars supervise the night. 

The flower raised its petals 
With the grace of some great ballet dancer, 
Jilting the twilight to the morning's delight. 

 
The mystery of darkness placed vision in the shade, 

Hiding the wonderful mischief that nature displayed. 
For as sunrise lit the earth, 

It disappeared as the moon crossed its path, 
As if the rules of Mother Earth had been disobeyed. 

 
The sun climbed the horizon once more to appear, 
As the night orchestrated a soundtrack of jeers, 

A lullaby sung by the dawn, 
Awaking the sadness embracing the air, 

For the dew upon the grass was the weeping willow's tears. 
 
 
 
 
 



WRITER 
 

I wrote her a sonnet and gave it the moon, 
That candle in darkness to beam on the bloom, 
To blossom in valleys and meadows in spring, 
Repeating my poems, though saying nothing. 

 
I wrote her a symphony and kept it myself, 

And lost my senses as I drank to her health. 
The music was alive, the percussion was dead, 
Next morn I awoke with the drums in my head. 

 
I wrote her a play in which I took part, 

As the gallant hero rescuing her and her heart. 
But the stage turned to waves, I struggled in the sea, 

I stabbed for a life belt, cast a coward, that's me. 
 

I wrote her a letter, requesting her hand 
To decorate her finger with that joining gold band. 

But the cotton mills were always a dangerous place, 
She was lucky it was her hand, and not her face. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



BUTTERFLY 
 

Watch the butterfly flutter, 
Hear its whipping wings on air mutter, 
For a flirtation with beautiful flowers, 

The jealousy of the weed 
Is such that it must concede, 

For these plants it chokes and devours. 
 

A creature conceived by spring, 
Its wings, a beautiful painting. 

A fluttering masterpiece in the skies, 
Colours frozen amidst a gush, 

Blessed with nature's own paintbrush, 
A canvas of dreams that can hypnotise. 

 
Each visit it makes is brief, 
Hovering from petal to leaf, 

Modest of the beauty it's been bestowed. 
It is pretty but strange, 

When my nerves it does rearrange, 
By making my stomach its abode. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



ELAPSING 
 

Plains of pleasure, 
Pastures of pain, 

Yellow of sunshine, 
Needles of rain. 

 
Vineyards of green, 
Harvests that die, 

Them, they and those, 
Sometimes you and I. 

 
Smiles of warmth, 
Glares of mistrust, 

Water of blue, 
That shades in the rust. 

 
Lovers and friends, 
Respected and foes, 

I'm here and I'm there, 
She comes and she goes. 

 
Planets with stars, 
Forever and gone, 

Of life and of death, 
Elapsing goes on. 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ACT TWO 
 

TRUST 
 

Never trust anyone you don't know, 
Never trust anyone you do know, 

And only with discretion, 
Trust yourself. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FOUR FACES OF EARTH 
 

The sun scorched down in torturous rays 
To eat running streams that went nowhere. 
The haze took the stage, an act of warning, 

For the clouds to open if they dare. 
 

Gales blew from the season's conception, 
To taunt the warm summer breeze, 

And she walked upon the golden carpet, 
That used to be green in the trees. 

 
Colour splashed scenes were glittered by cold, 
As blankets of white fell down from the skies, 

And she walked upon the dormant stream, 
But the sun made the snow close her eyes. 

 
The blizzards had turned the hands of time, 

A day in the sun caught by showers, 
The brown wilderness was now a rainbow, 

Time had turned seeds into flowers. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



KANYA'S MORNING SERENADE 
(THE BIRTH OF BARK) 

 
Sailing through the flowers, 

Kanya viewed the golden leaves 
On the willow's daughter. 

'Twas the seeds in wind that brought her, 
To watch a new tree blow. 

 
Floating through the orchard 

To see a wondrous birth, 
Pursuing the warm summer breeze, 
Watching the flight of future trees, 

All searching for a womb. 
 

Sitting beneath the willow, 
Helping the day awake, 

The birds had begun to sing 
Their songs with the first breath of spring, 

Waiting for their homes to grow. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



WAITING (TRUTH AND LIES) 
 

She clothed his soul in a work of heart 
For him to wear till the sun set on time, 

The beat of their hearts was synchronised, 
Their closeness was that of a rhyme. 

 
But her vow to meet at the clock of the sun, 
By an audience of clouds became shattered, 

Though trysts from the past saw the sun ride the sky, 
By this lateness his serenity was scattered. 

 
Her outline stepped out from the edge of the earth 

That had graced the boundary of his sight, 
Her worried look formed a framable pose, 

As her cheeks carried streams that flowed with her plight. 
 

The time of day had escaped her pursuit, 
As the clock kept its figures unseen, 

For clouds are not the dispatcher of time, 
'Tis only the sun that brings shadows into being. 

 
So my mind was ambushed by days that had passed 

As my vision assembled the proof, 
The nostalgia I roamed took me from my belief, 
To where the truth lies, and where lies the truth. 

 
 
 
 



KANYA'S EVENING SERENADE 
(MOONLIGHT DREAM) 

 
The moon shone on the river 
Casting fantasy spun dreams, 

And the silhouettes were dancing, 
With the shadows of the trees. 

 
A deep and a soft voice echoed, 
Caressing the mood of the night, 

From interlocking shadows, 
Bathing their dreams in moonlight. 

 
But the shadows that danced lay guilty, 

Where the wind whispered secrets that keep, 
For the grapevine had conveyed their message, 

And my heart was for sale, going cheap. 
 

Soon image to image had faded, 
A shadow without a lover, 

Daybreak had killed the night, 
And the sun shone brightly above her. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SLUMBER 
 

To bring reality to the fantasy of a dream, 
Helps me progress from a lake to a stream, 

Stagnant thoughts with nowhere to go, 
Turn from deceptive images into pictures that flow. 

 
Though I feel strange when I enter my unknown, 

I conjure colours my reality will disown, 
And mix them into a pattern of hope, 

To preserve the sanity the real does provoke. 
 

The picturesque dreams that wander my head 
Are a thousand eyes that see nothing I've said. 

Is slumber the death of sense that I make, 
Or am I more insane when I am wide awake? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ACT THREE 
 

DAYDREAM 
 

Everyone has daydreams, 
Seeing what they want to see. 

I promise not to wake you, 
If you promise not to wake me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FROZEN TEARS 
 

I ride the mist as it embraces the plateau, 
Which surely conveys my message of desire, 

Picking flowers to adorn her heart, 
To find garlands of thorns around mine, 

A tender heart, red-raw with cruelty I admire. 
 

My pride is a stallion riding pastures of pain, 
Splashing the dawn with my blood as a warning, 

As the cruellest words of departure, 
Kiss her lips to poison the breeze, 

And redden the sky as this new day is dawning. 
 

So I float through the sky and patch up the clouds, 
For the dam in my eyes has enough to resist, 

As tomorrow is slowly drowned, 
By the pools stored within my eyes, 

If my pride were not porous, they would not be missed. 
 

So raindrops of sadness line the clouds in my eyes, 
Awaiting the moment their downpour can start, 

Though my pride has persuaded the tempest, 
To torment me another day, 

But pride can be no surgeon to a broken heart. 
 
 
 
 
 



DAISIES 
 

The daisies upon the park bench, 
Obey the wind and scatter. 

Though torn away from life, 
To the children this does not matter, 

A necklace of pollen was fun. 
 

The life from the cloud pours down, 
But these daisies are left to rot. 
A small boy severs their petals, 

Whispering. "She loves me, she loves me not," 
But already the tears fill his eyes. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TWO SIDES 
 

There are but two sides to love, God wrote, 
As Lucifer dictated the text, 

An apple and two people naked, 
Or the side that I find myself on, 

Where my love is ignored and her cruelty is sacred. 
 

She came one day from the other side 
And swapped my emotions for her ego. 
She built my existence hour by hour, 
Then took it apart without a warning, 

A scorching sun out to court the arid flower. 
 

The morning of our love had reached midnight, 
As my taboo found the rainbow's end, 

But she stole the gold that was lying there, 
And used it to decorate my pain, 

Her humour was dressed, leaving my soul to lie bare. 
 

So sadness swam in my eyes that day, 
As Harlequin shuffled my fate. 

She waved to me as I started to drown, 
And with the Demon she started to laugh, 

But is it me who's the jester, or she who's the clown? 
 
 
 
 
 



SHE 
 

She is the book that I never read, 
I am the words that were never said, 
She is the shadow that's never cast, 

I am the first and she is the last. 
 

I am the bird too frightened to fly, 
She is the tear refusing to cry, 

I am the patience that cannot wait, 
She's always early, I'm always late. 

 
She is the morning that will not break, 
I am the sleep that no-one can wake, 

She opts to stay as long as I go, 
I am the blue within her rainbow. 

 
I am the poem losing its rhyme, 

She is the clock not knowing the time, 
I am what's wrong, not knowing what's right, 

She is the day and I am the night. 
 

She is the song that no-one will sing, 
I am the bell that no-one will ring, 

She is the flower that bloomed too soon, 
I am the sun and she is the moon. 

 
 
 
 



I am the pain seeking the pleasure, 
She is the chest deprived of treasure, 

I am the tide that never came in, 
She is the virtue and I the sin. 

 
She is the temple where no-one stays, 

I am the prayer that no-one prays, 
She is the smoke where there is no fire, 

I am the hymn and she is the choir. 
 

I am the oceans without the seas, 
She is the forest without the trees, 
I am the desert yearning for rain, 
She is the sand and I just a grain. 

 
She is the wish looking for a well, 
I am the tale that no-one will tell, 

She is not cursed, although she's not blessed, 
I stand naked while she's fully dressed. 

 
I am the gem refusing to shine, 

She is a grape in my vintage wine, 
I am the bridge where no river flows, 
She is my highs and I am her lows. 

 
She is the raindrop that cannot fall, 

I am the voice too afraid to call, 
She is the life that will never die, 
I am the truth and she is the lie. 

 



I am the bluster that never blew, 
She is the secret I never knew, 

I am the path no-one will follow, 
She's what I say and I'm her echo. 

 
She is the spirit that will not break, 
I am the bribe that no-one will take, 

She owns the smile I'm compelled to wear, 
We are the couple that makes a pair. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A LOVE 
 

A love never mine, only ever borrowed, 
A love never repaid, although always owed, 
A love that awakes all the pain of my day, 
A love I don't want but cannot give away. 

 
A love warm to compliments, but cool to pleas, 

A love seeing forests, but blind to the trees, 
A love that is caustic running through my veins, 
A love that taints me without showing the stains. 

 
A love that shapes me and then tears me apart, 

A love that I cannot exorcise from my heart, 
A love so near, but too far away to touch, 

A love unyielding, but one taking too much. 
 

A love that engulfs me, then leaves me alone, 
A love that devours me right down to the bone, 
A love that feeds off me, but starves me of life, 
A love that can heal me then cut like a knife. 

 
A love in its infancy and still cocooned, 

A love that will fester in my open wound, 
A love not sought, but impossible to leave, 
A love still alive, so then why do I grieve? 

 
 
 
 



THE PORTRAIT 
 

The sunken eyes are sullen, 
Darkened by shadows of night. 

His eyes beam the glare of the Devil himself, 
As the flood of the moon hits his face with light. 

I look into his eyes. 
Who is he? 

Who is the portrait in front of me? 
 

The tangled hair mixes into the night, 
His face looks haggard and worn. 

He sees the hallucination 
Of tomorrow's happiness, 

Praying for hope in his heart to be born. 
I look into his eyes. 

Who is he? 
Who is the portrait in front of me? 

 
His eyes leak self-compassion, 
The jawbone expresses sorrow. 

He seems to abominate 
The face that he sees, 

But he's glad he's bestowed with tomorrow. 
Who could it be? 

Who is the portrait in the broken mirror I see? 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ACT FOUR 
 

THREE DEADLY THOUGHTS 
 

The first is to be born, 
The second is to die, 

And the third, life itself, 
As it slowly goes by. 

 
Three deadly thoughts, 

What are yours? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THIRTY FIRST OF DECEMBER 
 

Everyone waited to greet the New Year, 
This was the one when they'd all lose their fear, 

Everyone knew that hatred would cease, 
And mankind for once would share life in peace, 

Everyone saw the good in this year, 
As they merrily sang hopeful songs and cheered, 

Everyone knew that it wouldn't be bad, 
And scarred by hate like the last one they'd had. 

 
As the earth reclined through fifty two weeks, 

The New Year's Eve once again reached its peak, 
Everyone saw the good in this year, 

As they merrily sang hopeful songs and cheered, 
Everyone knew that it wouldn't be bad, 

And scarred by hate like the last one they'd had. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SOLDIER (PART ONE) 
 

As the choir echoed the season's goodwill, 
Their hymn invited a duet with the dirge, 

The olive branch snatched from a land so tranquil, 
For the curse of mankind once more to emerge, 
Invisible lines soldiers saw appeared on earth, 

Which no-one must cross if peace had any worth. 
 

The conflict and strife was not of our making, 
Though its instigators applauded us on, 

But it was not their bodies that were aching, 
Nor acquaintances of theirs forever gone, 

In the orchard interred as the autumn leaves fell, 
Royalty afar would not hear this death knell. 

 
Barbed wire and blood mixed with roses and smoke, 

Fields of scarlet peppered with endless holes, 
Uniformed mortals found their fears had awoke, 

As the roulette spun to determine their souls, 
Though king and queen had invited us here, 

They'd stayed at home, they did not volunteer. 
 

Our pride I'd defend and keep us all free, 
And fight the foe with cannon and bible, 

But despatches had pinned a feather on me, 
With God as my judge, I will sue for libel, 

For I shunned the medals they posthumously allot, 
Cowards can admit it, dead men can not. 

 



Back to the orchard for a cerebral roam, 
Forgetting the death raining down from the skies, 
Was I treasured back home by a maiden alone, 

Or were her thoughts more familiar to amorous eyes? 
But you must never judge a book by its cover, 
Likewise, never judge a mistress by her lover. 

 
So nomadic thoughts roamed my mind by day, 

As I roamed the maze of trenches by night, 
If I were to live would her hopes I betray, 

Or would my safe return kindle her delight? 
As the pictures faded returning me to pain, 
For it was time to stand to attention again. 

 
With spirits of past battles to lead me to glory, 

Lusting my blood to write chapters of pride, 
I sensed they had failed to tell the full story, 

For they would not be spirits if they'd picked the right side, 
So a request to the dead I made curt and formal, 
Please spare me the wisdom of the paranormal. 

 
So with the door to annihilation left slightly ajar, 

I scoured the field seeking an unwilling foe, 
But he had absconded to peaceful pastures afar, 

Leaving a flag of white for the new wind to blow. 
The toll of peace rang hollow as I queued to depart, 

Leaving a broken land, burdened with a broken heart. 
 
 
 



THE PLEA 
 

Oh lady of distraction, 
From reality and real, 

My measure of pain for you is great, 
My waterfall eyes will reveal. 

 
You ditched me in this torture, 

The glow of loving to a fire, 
You killed my pride with words from Hell, 

I hate you and I'm a liar. 
 

Bring back your love of roses and sun, 
My heart seems to say with each beat, 

Keep your love of evil and curse, 
My mind will reply and repeat. 

 
As I compromise you turn to stone, 
For my contentment is your sorrow, 
My veil of dreams I wore yesterday, 
But our past will be today tomorrow. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THE ANSWER 
 

Shattered and incomplete, but somehow still whole, 
Continuous heartbeat, though out of control, 

I've got blood on my lips and they're hungry for lust, 
My heart is exploding, though covered in dust, 
Although the question may be painful to ask, 

The answer often hurts so much more. 
 

But rejection takes a man's senses apart, 
Sees him follow his mind and pity his heart, 
As the crowd engulfs me I'm alone it seems, 

My eyes are wide open but blinded by dreams, 
Although the question may be painful to ask, 

The answer often hurts so much more. 
 

I sit for a meal in the edge of my mind, 
Eating food for thought for a blow so unkind, 
But if love is the food that nurses life's ills, 

Could the hand that feeds become the hand that kills? 
Although the question was too painful to ask, 

Her silence has shown me to the door. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FAREWELL 
 

So farewell then rival suitor, 
I hold malice your death will avenge, 

The flight of your life has spread out its wings, 
You don't know me, but call me revenge. 

 
It is time for you to give up your ghost, 

So it's farewell to you my foe, 
But the gates to Heaven I have had locked, 

You'll be released with nowhere to go. 
 

So farewell then rival suitor, 
With our creator I have conspired, 
Just thirty pieces of silver we paid, 

And the Devil's services were hired. 
 

I've bribed the angels, who've sold me your guilt, 
So it's farewell to you my foe. 

Gabriel will trade his neutrality, 
If I'll allow him to carry my bow. 

 
So farewell then rival suitor, 

Your path to salvation is narrow, 
The scriptures are begging for mercy, 

But my hate will be shooting the arrow. 
 

So farewell now rival suitor, 
Farewell to you my foe. 

 



SOLDIER (PART TWO)  
 

Our treaty could not be sustained by our Saviour, 
In whose name we fought on behalf of our betters. 

My wardrobe frequented with combat regalia, 
As the Lord dug my grave, the Devil carved its letters, 
High treason by his holiness to appease death's keeper, 

For even God averted the gaze of the Reaper. 
 

As the dead lined up to welcome me to their ranks 
With unnerving hospitality and glee, 

I politely declined, though omitting my thanks, 
As they turned to greet a new nominee, 

For my love had accepted their cordial invite, 
And my tears washed her soul away into the night. 

 
But tears could not win battles nor kill our foes, 

Only courage and valour, bravery and might. 
So with sword held aloft I joined the ranks of heroes, 

An image to animate my slumber that night, 
Now the torture of my deepest sorrow could cry, 

And ride upon the crest of mourning's highest high. 
 

Perhaps sanity one day will escape its curfew, 
Eternally banishing destruction and damage, 

Camouflage and khaki will cede to green and blue, 
And lives that were lost be blood under the bridge, 

Future man will despise a history that festers, 
But for now I'll continue to kill his ancestors. 

 



KANYA'S MIDNIGHT SERENADE 
(BY THE WHIRLPOOL) 

 
Running through the flowers, 

Kanya heard the wind's breath sigh, 
She wiped the wet sun from her brow, 

And then she ran on by. 
 

She watched her dirge embrace the earth, 
Where vacant headstones lay, 

A comfort to her soul and conscience, 
Which she knew she must betray. 

 
Her thoughts conjured up the day 
When his mind became the sky, 

A breath that blew the wind to earth, 
Blew a kiss to bid goodbye. 

 
So closed became her eyelids, 
For comfort in sleep to find, 

As fragments from the cosmos, 
Introduced her ego to her mind. 

 
Apparitions painted her thoughts, 

Depicting what to do, 
To escape her canvas of woe, 

And be immortal too. 
 
 
 



A being within the universe, 
A grain amongst the sand, 
Recycled like a waterfall, 
A cascade, second hand. 

 
As she neared the whirlpool 

Her tangled life became her veil, 
Her fate, a tale with a twist, 
Her mind, a twist of the tale. 

 
Gazing at the angry streams 

That could drown her pain on earth, 
And the snow peaked mountain tops, 

That could give her soul rebirth. 
 

Her despair threw a life away, 
And took my future too, 

But was her dreaming real, 
And my reality untrue? 

 
But alas, she missed the whirlpool 

Twist to its Paradise cloud, 
And Satan led the serenade 
Of mourners by her shroud. 

 
Terror taunted her sanity, 

A grand finale inside her head, 
No liberation with suicide, 

She was already dead. 
 



Flames engulfed the pyre, 
The angels proposed a toast, 

Their harps played an overture, 
Of damnation to her ghost. 

 
Another life, another death, 

Another sacrifice, 
Everyone must expire some day, 

Think once, you can't think twice. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



OR AND AND 
 

Painted or drawn, sunset and dawn, 
Complete or torn, deceased and born, 
Mountain or plain, once and again, 
Pleasure or pain, sunshine and rain. 

 
Yellow or blue, myself and you, 
Fiction or true, ancient and new, 
Tinder or coke, fire and smoke, 

Respire or choke, wealthy and broke. 
 

Pauper or queen, satin and sheen, 
Going or been, hidden and seen, 

Ditties or rhymes, bells and their chimes, 
Orates or mimes, virtues and crimes. 

 
Fire or water, bricks and mortar, 

Peace or slaughter, son and daughter, 
Mankind or chimp, Atlas and wimp, 

Fairy or imp, erect and limp. 
 

Moonshine or sun, feather and gun, 
Dawdle or run, doing and done, 

Concede or shield, protect and yield, 
Bleeding or healed, desert and field. 

 
 
 
 



Shoreline or sand, ocean and land, 
Jackboot or hand, high five and stand, 

Safety or harm, conflict and calm, 
Clenched fist or palm, terror and charm. 

 
Moving or still, will not and will, 

Friendship or chill, befriend and kill, 
Famine or meal, paper and steel, 
Show or conceal, hide and reveal. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FORGET-ME-NOT 
 

Yes, I remember the hot summers 
Of yesterdays past, 

That heavenly fragrance 
From the flower that remembers 

Was the scent as sweet as our love 
That would always last. 

 
When we raced with the wind 

Into skies of blue and fields of green, 
Her face was placed upon pebbles, 

To be rippled by the stream, 
As the barley bowed under our bodies, 

The wheat stopped our lust from being seen. 
 

But is this the same girl, 
I held beneath the gargoyle's guard? 

Whilst outside God's home, 
The statesmen released the sad news, 

That the Grim Reaper they had invited 
To choose and play the final card. 

 
For the dove's migration 

Led me to that terrible land, 
Where the labour of my hands 
Was to be avenged genocide, 

Leaving my outlook looking tapered, 
As my clock released its sand. 

 



Where smoke disowned its birthplace, 
As it danced up to ascend, 

Unable to shield the enemy, 
As I took up my aim, 

Though if he had been born on our soil, 
He could have been my friend. 

 
The barracks gloom lent time to me 

To find how the bible had lied, 
And as explosions rocked the earth outside, 

We heard a knock upon the door, 
'Twas Jesus stood there begging us 

To enrol him on our side. 
 

Weariness grew as days dragged on, 
And the years elapsed, 

And my days as a legal murderer 
Finally faded with the war. 

My salvation had been secured, 
But my faith had collapsed. 

 
But God forbid, this can't be her now, 

My yell mingles with sighs. 
Though the forget-me-nots 

That were grown in this very meadow 
Vigorously nod from the stone 
Where her age and name lies. 

 
 
 



Yes, I remember the hot summers, 
As I kneel down to pray, 

And the wreath weeps beside me, 
Splashing colours of dismay, 

Which must wither and die tomorrow, 
To decorate today. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ACT FIVE 
 

DEATH 
 

Death is like a cut 
Incised deep within the skin. 

In time the cut will heal, 
But a scar is left within. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A CRY OF REGRET 
 

The wind is growling like an angry bear, 
As it blows its torture everywhere. 

 
The trees wave more than lover's goodbyes, 

As their branches poke the clouds in the skies. 
 

A man wanders aimlessly out into the night, 
His head hangs low creating a pitiful sight. 

 
The noise of the thunder repeats in his ears, 
The rain wets his face and carries his tears. 

 
Alone he sits in the land of the dead, 

On the stone of the girl who his past had once wed. 
 

His face is wrinkled, he's as old as the night, 
As the dawn hits the lowlands and shows its first light. 

 
"Oh merciless fate that hates me," he cries, 
"I'm much too afraid to travel the skies." 

 
"If only she'd never met paramour ways, 

She'd never have ended her earthly days." 
 
 
 
 
 



BLUE EYES 
 

I look into your blue eyes 
And feel the warmth that they convey, 

Inviting me into your soul, 
With words they never say. 

 
I look into your green eyes, 

Becoming what you have seen, 
Misty eyes in which I see 
The reflection of my being. 

 
I look into your brown eyes, 

My future frozen in your gaze, 
A look betraying grief or glee, 
And the fortunes of your days. 

 
I look into your grey eyes, 

Through the secrets that they hide, 
An outward glint of happiness 

Covers the pain that sleeps inside. 
 

I look into your red eyes, 
Yearning to bathe in your tears, 

And share with you your sadness, 
Until the sun once more appears. 

 
 
 
 



I'm looking at your closed eyes, 
Perhaps now you'll find some peace, 
As you drift out towards the stars, 

On a journey without release. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THINK OF ME 
 

Think of me when your face feels the sun 
With a radiance from afar. 

Think of me when the moon rides the night, 
Where I will be the brightest star. 

 
Think of me when the cloud wets your face, 

With tides of sadness from the sea. 
Think of me when the storm is aroused, 

And I will be your sanctuary. 
 

Think of me during your darkest hour, 
Let my memory comfort your soul. 

Think of me when your world falls apart, 
From the pieces, I'll make it whole. 

 
Think of me when your solitaire calls, 

When your pain keeps you from sleeping. 
Think of me when the night falls quiet, 

And the silence is deafening. 
 

Think of me when your tears are blinding, 
And your path is shadowed and dark. 
Think of me when your fire burns out, 

And I'll provide that vital spark. 
 
 
 
 



Think of me when you lose your way, 
And mountains to climb are too steep. 

Think of me during conversation, 
When words uttered are often cheap. 

 
Think of me when friends reminisce, 

And my essence will shine right through. 
Think of me when no-one else will, 

And I'll belong solely to you. 
 

Think of me at the end of the day, 
And reflect on what could have been. 

Think of me when your dreams bring me home, 
Always there, although never seen. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



PLANNED EXIT 
 

The violins are to be heard weeping 
A symphony in D. 

The shrillness, though beautifully sweet, 
Seems to summon sympathy. 
A sound from polished wood 

They call a melody, 
Which is dancing in my ears 

With a partner of misery. 
For I feel I can absorb no more 

Of this demanding society, 
And the church bells chime as wedding bells, 

As they ambush my memory. 
I see my queen upon the table, 
But the ace takes her from me. 
A heart is won by a diamond, 

And gentlemen of quality 
Who can make a peasant a duchess, 

How I curse the aristocracy, 
For I lost my love to an unlucky hand, 

And the evil injustice of money. 
For reserved in the garden of the Lord 

Is the only stone I can guarantee, 
A stone which will soon mark my spot, 

For I've a noose to end misery. 
A noose to vanquish my troubles, 

And send my soul to infinity. 
But the violins are growing restless, 

And change to the sound of E. 



Tomorrow's newspaper around fish and chips, 
Casually mentions me, 

But the man reads the report on sport, 
How his team lost with goal number three. 

Through vinegar he reads about luck, 
Under salt the print damns the referee, 

So why does bad have more play than good, 
To madden my sanity? 

Though I still water the dead flowers 
In the smashed vase which once held coffee, 

And even as I am speaking, 
The violins make A their new key. 

 
So in an attempt to reserve a cloud, 

I invite Jesus for a cup of tea, 
As uninvited angels sing, 
I notice he's an absentee. 

My pupils slowly scan the room, 
I ask his father. "Where is he?" 

For I'm told he's everywhere, 
So he must be here with me. 

 He tells me to visit his house, 
And apologise upon each knee, 

Where the gardener digs ten feet for weeds, 
As I walk through the cemetery. 

The door opens before my splintered fists, 
And a mournful widow offers apology, 

Saying the vicar had mysteriously vanished, 
When he was buried at fifty three, 

 



Without a vicar to hear my evils, 
I confess to his landlord, who I can't see, 
But the stained glass rainbows the statue, 

As the candles mirror my plea. 
But the violins opt for a change, 
And return to the sound of D. 

 
So I find myself in the city dirt 

With the refusal of eternity. 
Though the world above is twice as deep, 

In glistening puddles from the gutter I see, 
The existence I'll inherit tomorrow 
Is spelt out by each change of key. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



RESTING PLACE? 
 

'Tis woven, the tapestry of my fate, 
Unrolling slowly till my life does vacate. 

Then out of the clouds I will see 
The hands of death come forth to strangle me. 

When their deed is complete will a future await? 
 

A hideous figure barred from the grave, 
Haunting the living as the Devil's slave, 

I may rise from my tomb as a ghoul, 
Unable to gain a restful soul, 

Wandering forever, a spectre God couldn't save. 
 

Once more from the womb, reborn on this earth, 
Created by how my last life was worth, 

Housed inside a new body, 
A recreated being for eternity, 

Always to exist, ignorant of my last birth. 
 

Is the thunder above Satan's applause, 
Celebrating the masses that queue at his doors? 

Suffering their own scorching sweat, 
As they wait to bathe in the fires of Tophet, 

Doomed to eternal torment, too late to deplore. 
 
 
 
 
 



The map to Heaven is presented free 
To all who offer contrition to thee. 

If I live a nefarious way 
Then say sorry on my knees when I pray, 

Will angels spit in my face when thy gates I see? 
 

Lord, the scriptures reveal that Paradise 
Is for those who avoid what sin does entice, 

A land too innocent to see, 
Like fairy tales my mother read to me, 

My belief is as sure as the throw of a dice. 
 

For this wondrous tale must surely be mirth, 
And I will be left to rot in the dirt, 

My eye pits the door to a home, 
For the worms to enter my skull bone, 

My flesh, a meal for the inhabitants of earth. 
 

Yes, the buds that appear so pretty in bloom, 
Their roots entwined around my ribs at my doom, 

As I fertilise the new plants, 
And be a garden for the slugs and ants, 

Whose abodes will rise from the decline of my tomb. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



WHITE 
 

White be the winter, 
White be the snow, 
Blue be the sadness, 
Eternally we sow. 

 
White be the snowdrop, 

White be the lie, 
Green be the envy, 

A cancer till we die. 
 

White be the virgin, 
White be the witch, 
Black be the magic, 

A spell sure to bewitch. 
 

White be the feather, 
White be the dove, 

Yellow be the faint heart, 
A soul preferring love. 

 
White be the wedding, 

White be the tomb, 
Red be the anger, 

Conceived within the womb. 
 
 
 
 



White be the sapphire, 
White be the cloud, 
Grey be tomorrow, 

Clad proudly in my shroud. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THE FINAL QUESTION 
 

When I am summoned to attend 
The assessment of my life, 

I will plead diminished responsibility. 
It is not my fault that I exist, 

But my father's love of his wife. 
 

Will the courtrooms high in Heaven, 
Adjourn when this is heard? 

And will the Devil condone my contempt of court 
As a guilty verdict is returned, 

On the blasphemer, mocking God's word? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ACT SIX 
 

THE BEGINNING 
 

To close one's eyes forever, 
To bid farewell to the living, 
Is not one's life at an end, 

It's only just the beginning. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FINALE (DARKNESS) 
 

Crowds pour in before the final curtain falls, 
The circle is full but there are seats in the stalls. 

A theatre watching my life ebb away, 
And pay their last respects as they kneel down to pray. 

 Their tact prevents their eyes from remaining dry, 
So oceans of tears fall on the ground where I lie, 

Loved ones lamenting as my spirit is kissed, 
My epitaph stating that I'll be sorely missed, 

As I enter a darkness eternally, 
With flowers placed above me periodically. 

But when kin visit me will I know they're there, 
And when tomorrow dawns will anyone still care? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FINALE (ARRIVAL) 
 

The curtain is raised and I step on the stage 
To ad lib missing lines from my conclusive page. 

As the theatre echoes the praise of ghouls, 
I find the Beast and I playing opposite roles. 
So I retire backstage for a costume change, 

Dressed in a dream becoming increasingly strange, 
As a macabre soundtrack becomes my refrain, 
The life that I once lived entertains me again. 
A baby being born to the old man that dies, 
My whole life is enacted in front of my eyes, 

The old and the young and the dead and unborn, 
Are all merged into one as the scene starts to form. 

But darkness descends and I bow to the hoards, 
As I suddenly find myself walking the boards. 

With the lights now dimmed, I cast aside my shroud, 
And my name is announced to the skeletal crowd. 

As I replace my lines with obscure quotes, 
My performance is appraised with God taking notes, 

Writing an aria for the censors to croon, 
As his poison pen dances to the critics tune, 
To form a review where all praise is denied, 

My desecration's whole before the ink has dried. 
So I make my excuses and walk away, 

With no further role in this mortality play. 
But there's a final twist as I leave the stage, 

And the Almighty himself cannot hide his rage, 
For as the jaws of death close in on their prey, 

My character is reprieved for the matinee. 



FINALE (AWAKENING) 
 

In a vaudeville waltz, slightly out of time, 
My damnation's acted out in a pantomime 

Starring me in scenes of which I'm uncertain, 
As a cast of puppets hide behind the curtain, 

While marionettes weep watching from the wings, 
Though they dance so well, there's no-one pulling their strings. 

But I dance alone as I've nothing to prove, 
With the clowns choreographing my every move, 
Their angst is clear as I lose time with their song, 

Dancing through days to which I no longer belong, 
While Christ and his stooge drink tankards of cider, 

The pantomime horse delivers the pale rider, 
An unearthly wraith, uncomfortably near, 
Etching pain on the faces of near and dear, 

My mother's in tears as she stands at my side, 
Looking more beautiful than the day that she died. 

A beauty reflecting my childhood's desire 
Is now just charred remains in Beelzebub's fire. 

So I consume the love of God for dinner, 
And sit at his table with saint and with sinner. 
The judge and the jury share glasses of wine, 
But the Reaper is sober and now calling time. 

As rainbows of colour collide in my head, 
The truth slowly dawns that I am not really dead, 

Though dead I may be to the mortals on earth, 
The afterworld eagerly anoints my rebirth. 

 
 



FINALE (JUDGEMENT) 
 

I struggle to express the way that I feel, 
The dress rehearsal's over and now it's for real, 

So I await my fate in celestial skies, 
Becoming a voyeur of my very demise. 

I push through the crowds to admire the view, 
But find myself being pushed to the front of the queue, 

For no-one wishes to be first in this line, 
And at last be introduced to Old Father Time. 
With the Devil bidding against Jesus Christ, 

I find my soul's up for sale, although under priced, 
But my conscience has no more games left to play, 

So to the Fiend I beg and to the Lord I pray. 
Patiently waiting, dressed in my Sunday best 

As they gleefully bargain with cunning and zest, 
With smiles already betraying their designs, 

They casually deliver their well-rehearsed lines. 
Both have disowned me and boycotted my show, 

So I begin a limbo with nowhere to go. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FINALE (REMORSE) 
 

I read my script without turning the pages, 
Knowing what's coming as I drift through the ages. 

As the reverent of yesteryear appears, 
The faceless one guides me through past misdemeanours, 

And I float with the stream and blow in the wind, 
Past those who have triumphed and past those who have sinned, 

Past ones I have loved and battles I have fought, 
And lessons never learned, although many times taught. 

As past foes escort me through my memory, 
With the dead of a thousand wars for company, 
Mourning men slain for someone else's belief, 

I can feel their hatred as I blow through their grief. 
But their day's now come as they stand at my grave, 

Pouring scorn on the man that the Lord could not save. 
Though I try to reason, I sense they're well read, 
So I join in my wake and debate with the dead, 

As my conscience rains with the clouds in the sky, 
Leaving widows and children forever to cry. 

While my tragedy unrolls laying bare my soul, 
The Serpent plays himself in a cameo role. 

Yet the ogre's scheming and begs to my face, 
For honorary membership of the human race, 

In return he'll lead me from the cemetery, 
And guarantee my safe passage through purgatory, 

Guide me past the three that I fear the most, 
God the Father, God the Son and the Holy Ghost. 

But I haven't a prayer at lasting the course, 
And so I gallop away on a rocking horse. 



A standing ovation rings out from the crowds, 
For the artiste with flair riding into the clouds, 

But as my steed and I disappear from sight, 
The sun finally sets on a life once so bright. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FINALE (AN AFTERNOON IN THE AFTERWORLD) 
 

The damned are assembled in the circus ring, 
For an oratorio much too sad to sing, 

With the sweetest silence filling the marquee, 
I feel unaware of any conscious boundary. 

As my repertoire grows my fate becomes clear, 
A martyr to the faith, a servant to the fear, 

But with the golden gates now clearly in view, 
I learn my last drama's had a change of venue. 

And I'm led to the land of eternal fire, 
To fine accompaniment from a gospel choir, 

With the hand of death now tapping my shoulder, 
The heat is fierce but my reception much colder. 

For I'm just an amateur chasing bit parts, 
And Satan's the master of the dramatic arts. 
Weeping hysterically he holds out his palm, 

Then knifes my back as he promises me no harm, 
As the academy cedes generous cheer, 

I collect their award as a proud souvenir. 
Now the soil begins to stifle my last groans, 

And the loneliness and cold creeps into my bones, 
I join the earth and my rebirth has begun, 

And I become the ocean, the moon and the sun. 
Released by the cycle of nature as rain, 

I soak in the earth and become fertile again. 
Embracing my psyche, though it does not exist, 
Just a whim of a dream fading into the mist, 
A passage entwined by my tangled desire, 

Leads me from the stars to my funeral pyre, 



And dressed in the fabrics of my memory, 
The angels appear in spiritual ecstasy. 

For the Beast is on the cross and if that fails, 
Jesus will return with a hammer and more nails, 
But for now I'll hide behind my grotesque mask, 

For my salvation seems an impossible task. 
As the prophets gloat at my impending doom, 

The props are rearranged in an adjoining room, 
With a backdrop of darkness, quite unforeseen, 

The auditorium's silent for my last scene. 
So I read my lines in a voice clear and loud, 
Feeling an immense intimacy with the crowd, 
Who frantically applaud as I start to mime, 

They don't realise that I've forgot my last line. 
Though the druids look on in deep sympathy, 

Behind the scenes they've hidden my cue cards from me, 
So meandering words form my dialogue, 

And my shadow writes the words for my epilogue. 
While the Reaper solemnly calls out my name, 

And the arena bestows critical acclaim, 
I ride through a setting both long and narrow, 

Evoking a fear that seeps into the marrow. 
So I paint the earth and colour in the sky, 

And then ride upon the wings of a butterfly, 
Flying through Elysium, beyond the sun, 

Then get washed away as the colours start to run, 
To flow with emotions I cannot accept, 

For my spirit's a feeling and not a concept. 
But my soul is spared the pain of Paradise, 

Though my body is offered as a sacrifice, 



As the Master cries out in utter despair, 
And the apostles kneel with their hands cupped in prayer. 

My flesh is forfeited at the witching hour, 
With my mind at the mercy of sorcery's power, 

A fanfare concocted in a cauldron's brew, 
Sends me to oblivion to make my debut. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FINALE (UNHOLY MATRIMONY) 
 

I ride through the charade that was once my being, 
Before dying on stage in an unscripted scene, 

As sorcerers conjure my grand finale, 
The earth gives me up and I blow with the barley. 

From ashes to ashes and from corpse to dust, 
I'm blown out of this world by death's ultimate gust, 

Floating through the void on a dream that I stole, 
As I search for the girl with the Selotape soul. 

Through monochrome rainbows and colours of black, 
I find my leading lady and welcome her back, 

But she has auditioned for another part, 
And found someone else to whom she has pledged her heart. 

My request had been sent though I'd not replied, 
And so the Beast had taken her for his own bride. 

Now proudly polishing her Satanic crown, 
She kneels at his altar in her tainted white gown, 

Spitting at the virgin but kissing the witch, 
Taking up her appointment as the Devil's bitch. 

But it should have been me now holding her hand, 
Instead of being jilted for a suitor more grand, 

So I beg the forum to heckle my foe, 
But the Messiah steps forward to steal the show, 

The guest of honour bathing in the spotlight, 
As the Beast and his daughter fade into the night. 

 
 
 
 



FINALE (CURTAIN CALL) 
 

Now the final scene of my life has been played, 
Is my revue now over, or merely delayed? 

With the curtains closed, it's the end of this play, 
So I pack up my memories and go on my way, 
Praying that with an encore I will be blessed, 

As tears from the crowd show thespians at their best, 
With no script to recite or scenes to enact, 

The theatre empties to a swan song that lacked. 
And now that I have taken my final bow, 

Will my soul find a sanctuary where it can go? 
For no golden kingdom awaits in the sky, 
Only lies and alibis are offered up high, 

And so after a lifetime spent killing time, 
I'm killed by time itself and taken in my prime. 
As the author writes the last lines of my text, 

The priest closes my book and moves on to the next. 
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