
A collection of seven poems written in 2017

24 Hours
My poetic exploration of 
events in life that make me 
react

Make me emotional



24 Hours : Midnight

Late night, food fight

Food fast, fast food, get it, got it, good,

He sighs, no surprise, cooking victory fries,

University bound he responds to these aliens 
with a withering grin,

French fries with potato surgically removed,

With salmonella Turkey burger and a side order 
of saturated onion rings,

Dressed in fat to ensure obesity ensues.


In this service station South of Stockport,

He hands over the plastic provisions, contents 
bulging,

To the Rolly Polly teenagers, who like piggies 
in a trough,

Satisfy their appetite but sacrifice their health,

On the alter of the church of ‘I want it now’.


But theirs is a higher price to pay,

The fast paced food massacre ensues,

They trade, invade then slayed,

Their life preservers tall and proud,

Within the delta Amazonian,

Burger cows fire methane at our protective sky,

Clouded sky, clouded eye, clouded judgement as 
the ice caps melt,

A tidal wave of mass destruction,

Industrial nations, expanding the global notion,

Teaching theirs world to become as one,

In this kayak of catastrophe,

We ride the rapids of ineptitude, to plummet,


Headlong over the worldwide waterfall of 
despair.


Food fight ensues, they bruise, and lose, all 
self control.

He sighs.

Security called, they're hauled, appalled into 
the back of a black Mariah,

And sit, shaken but not stirred, vision blurred, 
but unperturbed,

As he considers the health of the nation on so 
many different levels.



24 Hours : 4am

The sleek, bleak Mafia sheik  

The sleek, bleak, Mafia Sheik,

Walks undaunted by the death,

The premature death,

Of his devoted wife,

Who slept unprotected, lovers baby expected, 
harshly rejected,

A harrowing story of trust betrayed.


Honour killing, in the name of the father,

And the son, and an unholy ghost,

Religious intolerance or intolerant religions?


Christians commissioned Crusades,

Muslims murdered millions,

Buddhists butchered billions,

All histrionics of histories religious hatred,

The sheik returning from his night elsewhere,

Feigns surprise, green eyes, then lies,

Authorities once called, appalled, enthralled,


A juicy murder that heightens curiosity,

Our lens distorted by crashing planes and 
exploding trains,

Finds a cross to crucify the non-conformers on,


But religion is not present here,

It's just a label to hang injustice on,


The sheik distraught, demands the front page 
news,

The lover slips, with payment made, 

Across the border into oblivion,

But who's the devil? Who's the saint?



24 Hours : 8am

Blasted Faith

He walks unseen, through shadowless streets,

Black rucksack heavy with discontent,

Time is ticking, tick rock, angry clock, run amok,

He plays the scene out in his untethered mind,

Soon to explode onto our TV screens,

His ticket bought, the entrance sought, his 
fears are fought,

These Westerners they must be taught,

Important moral lessons from distorted 
religious texts,

Unrecognised by those who keep the faith.


A step too far, across the threshold of the town 
bound train,

He checks his watch and tick tock, the fatal 
hour is drawing near,

His mind, white washed, leaves no space for 
morality,

His head spinning, the final wash is near 
conclusion,

The culmination of a bitter fight.


As politicians sit in wonder, wielding power and 
rhetoric,

The games a foot, or a lost arm or eye if you are 
a soldier,

But in their ivory towers the fatal burden is to 
hard to contemplate.

Despot, sitting on his black gold, unsold, 
unfold the plan,

To make it rightfully ours.


For the love of America, we are brainwashed 
into battle too,

Blindly climbing to the higher moral ground,

Sending innocents to fight their futile battles,

Unconvincing arguments torn from a portfolio 
of lies.


We are all powerless to resist this force of 
true stupidity,


And on the train inside this tube, riding out the 
storm inside his head,

His children, soon to be fatherless, a glorious 
death for a pointless cause.

The impact, fear, a tool to control the masses in 
any language,

Is left to run wild, killing hope, impacting 
millions.



24 Hours : midday

Yet in all innocence we start

He crashed through the silence, unperturbed,

Head throbbing, eyes sobbing, alcohol robbing 
him of his sense of reality,

Slipping into the dormant car, alarm bells 
ringing, no time, no time.


This whale beached, she was a willing 
passenger, in this race for glory,

This night, took fright, at the sight, of a mortal 
madman,

Careering headlong towards a life style 
change.


Self imposed, self inflicted, now self denial 
adds to the tune,

Faces contorted, ambling towards destiny, they 
arrive.


White light, black night, infectious delight,

This unnamed pink blob screams,

a roaring warning to the waiting world,

Of his intent to mould life's fabric to his own 
design.


Yet in all innocence we start, to mould the clay 
to our own image.


He smiles, she smiles, with no worries etched 
within,


For now the moment shrouds them, the outside 
world a blur,

An irrelevance to the enormity of this precious 
gift of life.


One week later, asleep, this little man dreams 
of white lights, strange sights, future delights,

And breast milk …he's just like his dad.



Cat Nap



24 Hours : 4pm

In the name of ...

Resist, the fist, that kissed her red headed 
cheeks,

Blood father, step too far mother, unchained in 
their discordant melody,

Hormonal growth in teenage boy, sensitive soul,

Offends their selfish lonely lives,

Into the nights silent stillness he chases,

Snuggled into its icy comfort he pulls,

From deep within the recess of his troubled 
life,

The latest comforter in a life of self defence.


This obscene, mean, killing machine now rests,

In idle contemplation in its owners hands,

As confidence returns to fill the void within,

He awaits the call, the call of the wild.


Science, oh science, the double edge sword,

Battles to discover the underlying truth,

The factual DNA foundations to build our lives 
upon.


Deriving, deriding, deciding,

The future direction of life's endless journey,

Gunpowder, IVF and projectiles combine,

Great breakthroughs cross the line in the sand,

Positive improvements in this irrational realm,

Of intellectual rigour,


Where guns are borne, solutions engineered, 
and living has no darker side.


These irrational streets distort the rational 
lens,

The chant inside his head resounds,

Childish in its simplicity, I need to kill.


One, two, what shall I do? To you.

Three, four, knock on your door? 

Five, six, how my gun kicks,

Seven, eight, lay you out straight,

Nine, ten, you won't do that again.



24 Hours : 8pm

Children are the only way

Teenage kicks, he licks, she flicks.

The smouldering ash of a choking life,

Into the gutter of obscurity,

Her friends extol the virtues of,

Babies beholden to the welfare state,

At 17 is she too old, to hold,

The joyous bundle that lifts,

Her life above academic mediocrity.


To dare to dream, would seem, obscene,

Young minds peruse, a sterling opportunity.

Don't credit them with sound intelligence,

Consumed by greed, they lead, a life,

Fuelled by inflated expectations.


And as reality appears,

On the horizon under depressed skies,

Their clouded view of what the future holds,

Rains down to wash away,

Any notions of a pop star life,

To leave, intact, the stillness of,

The eye of the storm, unnerving form,

A calm epicentre where shattered dreams,

Swirl around at breakneck speed,

And crash headlong into the future.


She lies so still as he ascends,


To place his tongue on her resistant lips,

Her fear of failure leads her to believe,

That children are the only source,

Of personal fulfilment in a hollow land,

Shallow and devoid of dreams,

She screams in pain not ecstasy,

A juvenile breaches her self esteem, broken 
dream, unclean,

Is this the only route to drive, her future 
happiness?



24 Hours : midnight again

Who is the bigger fool?

One for the road, a battle cry,

She fights conscience to sadly reach,

The darker side of the dead end street,

She flies, and lies, to her surprise,

Face down in the gutter of demise,

Her friends in cackling harmony,

No mercy until the crimson tide,

Summons the screaming sirens to,

This tragic scene of pure excess.


Alcohol, the legal drug of choice,

Sustains an ever growing need,

To find escape into a fantasy,

A world of pachyderms, coloured pink,

Blue in mood,

Who stomp across a broken landscape,

In pursuit of instance happiness,

When fame eludes their outstretched hands,

And life returns to dull routine,

In the factory of the mindless drone,

Where intelligence is stripped away,

To leave a hollow empty shell,

That's filled with endless alcohol,

Suppressing sense and opportunity,

Why are we shocked at the results?


A drink, a drink, another drink,

She's on the brink, but she won't think,

She'll slowly sink, she'll slowly sink,

The glasses clink, again a drink,

She plays the minx, and sinks,

Her claws into a boy who thinks,

His luck has changed, through endless drinks.


He winks at over egging mates, and downs his 
drinks,

And in the toilets, stale air stinks,

She winks, he blinks and sinks, onto the wet and 
grimy floor,

And in the mirror she reflects, who is the 
bigger fool?


