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Second Chance
 
You may need it next
 

I’d Once Heard it said
 
“You’re no good”, followed by violence and more words.  He grew up hearing he was no good, he even believed it, right through his working life.
 
One day he decided to go back to school, over 40, no qualifications, and people were laughing behind his back – they weren’t laughing when he received 9 distinctions and 9 merits with his Higher National Diploma in Business  information Technology.
 
In 2001 he graduated, degree from Southbank University,  all the time memories of what he was called as a child dogged him, followed him like a bad smell.  No one ever said he’d done something good, never encouragement, only pain.  He was the only person I’d heard of who graduated having narcolepsy – slept throughout his course and still passed.  Lost eight stone and still never thought he had done anything special.
 
2004 found himself  at poetry group where he started to write what he felt like:  death and suicide.  After many attempts he found himself seeing a psychiatrist, who said, “You display a lot of signs of Asperger’s Syndrome”, and he thought – just another rod for his back.
 
However he came to understand just what had caused his troubled life, no friends, 
 
Isolated and always on his own, death was his only friend.
 
His mother who had always said the most terrible things to him, made him feel like committing suicide. If he had Asperger’s, could other family members have it?
 
His brother said to him, out of the blue, he’d lost two kids; one would be 9 now and the other 4.  He replied, “That’s sad, that’s something you never get over.”
 
His brother said “He had.”  Later that night he told his mother what his brother had said Mum replied “That’s his problem”. He said in a soft voice “That’s insensitive” – a short silence, and his mother replied “Yes, I already knew”. He replied, “Don’t worry, don’t say it to him”
 
Then it struck him, it was not said with malice or to cause pain it was just said like you might say “Good morning Asperger’s”.
 
If you feel like jumping of Tower Block, it’s said by the time you hit the bottom you have forgotten why you jumped. Don’t.
If you want people to know, then don’t jump.  How will you know? You’re dead.
 
If you are alone, not loved, rejected.  change your life, think differently
 
He wrote with a smile as they said “Where’s Jason gone - to join the one million?”
It is written that one million people a year commit suicide
 
DON’T.
17/03/08 
 




Making Dream come True
 
I don’t have a dream.  My dreams are all gone.  As a boy I wanted to be lots of things.  Never a policeman or a lawyer.  I was always on the wrong side. I know a lot about being on the wrong side.  When everybody went left I went right.  Always the wrong way.  I guess I’m not on my own.
I grow up, became a printer, that’s the past.  What do I dream about?  Death, I would like to be dead.  The end of this life.
What’s waiting for me in the next life?  Who knows?  Suicide they say is a call for help at the last minute someone will turn up to save the day.  That’s the movies for you.  There’ll be no one to save me - I’m all alone.
On my own, there’s no one.  What next?  Who are my friends?  I leave here, I go back to my 
Lock up.  That’s what I called home.  No water, no gas or electrics and no toilet.  I use the park.  In the morning I go to the Manor Centre.
You can be sure to see a wealth of troubled people.  you do get food and a drink. Someone I knew died.  I’d known him a long time.  I’ll call him John.  He drank when I first met him.  He was about twenty years old.  Now he’s dead.  I did not go to the funeral,  I will miss him.
We are both over fifty now and life does not have any mystery, it’s still a beautiful world.  I can not enjoy it, because there is no end of problems. They never go away, they just change. 
When I had a stroke my left side of my body did not work. Just when I got it right. I was hit by a car then the other side did not work.
Then I was attacked by a gang of kids and beaten up.  I use to live in my car, a lorry drove into the back of it.
Its goes on, never ever good just bad getting worse.  So why go on, my dream is to die painlessly effortlessly let it be over no more worries.
What keeps me going is I imagine a point in the month. I want to get to, just. Anything nothing major, like finishing a course I’m on.
Just something, ‘til that feeling passes.  It will go, sometime it persists, then I try real hard to remember  point I want to reach
 
now I can tell you if I am there and being chase by thought of death, it time to look for another point to aim for.  Christmas, the coming of good will.  The shelter will be open.  Hot food and drinks, never any 
champagne. always lots to eat.  The shelter is warm and dry, the food is good.
The first time in a long time I’m safe, the bad news - my body rejects the good food I am so very ill
My body wonders what’s happening.  It’s getting all this well cooked food but rejects it; for it knows 7 days 
after Christmas I’m back on the road again, looking round for another place to sleep.  Strange I’d should be so ill when the food is so good  one way or another food comes back out.
I know I must find another focus or my dream will come and call. That’s when I look for another point to reach.
life has many twist and turns.  I found my self at a train station, a major station with a wooden bench like the one in the park.  I just sit there watching the people hurriedly go out about their business.
While I am sitting there I start to peel an orange, I had  in my pocket and as I peel it, I notice something.  
We all must have peel an orange at some time, so you all know what I mean.  I peel it like an apple, with 
a knife.  With one long peel then it breaks and I pull out a segment.
I realise  it came apart like a chocolate orange you’d seen it on the telly one tap and it comes apart.  If it comes apart then it can go back together.  It can go back together and I thought about my life just when it fell apart and if it can come apart then it can go back together.
I stood up looked around with new purpose.



Authority
 
Where ever I go there is always someone in charge.
I don’t go to many places ‘cause I’ve got no money.
I was in prison on one occasion.
I sat quietly and watched three Irishmen make lots of noise.
They really did make a nuisance of themselves.
The first thing they did was get toilet paper.
I watched.
Then food.
I watched.
I could see they wanted sugar.
They looked like brothers.
I watched.
The guard opened the door and they sat down.
Never a word from them.
another man suddenly started to act like the brothers.
I watched.
I knew what was about to happen.
I thought.
This must be your first time, it not school.
I did not say anything.
the guards came in, and in force, in a word.
they rolls over this man who should have remained quiet.
I watch them carry him out.
do as they do, sit quite 
The powers that be will always out-gun, out-manoeuvre,
Out think the man on his own.
The only way to win is to play their game with their rules.
Power can be good.  It’s in your hands.
Vote and make a difference and stay out of trouble



Secrets
 
It is now time to tell,  I hate the double life I lead
It’s hard  I do have a double life
I look just like anyone else
When I can get away to do the thing I like.
It called to me, I want to do it  I can’t
I don’t want anyone to know, it is my big secret
If they knew, what it is,  they don’t
I hear them laugh at the very suggestion of it.
I never let on.
If they only knew what I did when no one’s around
Sometime I go where like-minded people meet
Then we all do it together
never letting on where we are doing it.
Strange how people would think it, not the norm
if they knew how it called me.
I can remember the junkie telling me how the drugs called to him
Well this thing not only calls  I do it with joy.
I love to do it try as I might I just cannot stop
I do this mainly early evening,  some time during the day if I find a wood
Where I and like minded people can do the thing we love
I’m not saying what, I don’t want to give it away.
But I just,….
No I am going to continue
To do what we like minded people do in secret
And all you others will never know what we do
Guess what ?
 
Answers Catch Buttery



Lost
 
When you’re down it can be really bad
Suicide bad
Let’s not dream of death, but of love that was lost
One day it will be found
Love, desire, pumping heart, aching joy
Longing, remember how it felt
now it’s gone
I only remember how happy I was
Love gone, love lost, where is my love
I long to know that feeling of love, to be loved
To feel high on love
all I can remember is the pain of loss
The good news is it’s a joy to love and be in love
The soft skin next to mine
The smile that warms my heart and soul
My whole body even my toes tingle
The glorious feeling of being in love
How sad, when all the joy is gone
There is no one to blame
Not even the one I lost



Gone
 
I’m always searching for love, never finding
What I find is the despair of loneliness
Waiting, now I’ve given up
I have a fantasy lover
How sad is that
Why do I want people to know I’ve gone?
I know lots of people they’re not my friends
Just on the outside, where I am.
I’d always feel alone 
If I was not here
I would not be noticed or miss
Strange how  any one can be on your own
In a city that’s crowded
Stop and look  That I can do.
The job I do - there’s always gossip
no friends.  The drink on a Friday
I’m there because I always stand the first and last round
They’ll drink your drinks, on Saturday
I’m always alone



Way of life
 
Alone is a way of life
if love come now?
Would I trust it?
Lately I die when I see that person
For love has entered my life
How can I find the word to tell?
When can I find- time to talk?
I watch and wonder
I can see him looking In my direction
is it me or someone else?
I wonder how to  talk to him
the person I long for?
how can he not know I want him?
try not to show
it comes out every time
I see him, I feel light inside
When he looks in my direction
It’s not me he’s dreaming of
Next to my desk there’s a beauty.
 
A long legged beauty
Looking in the direction of my dreamboat
Strange, I think she’s looking at him
could it be the girl behind him?
Only time will tell, for my dreamboat is happy
It could happen, better to be happy and loved
Instead of this not knowing
One day I will tell my dreamboat how I feel
That day will never arrive
For a dreamboat comes and go  loneliness is an old friend I’m used to



The Miracle
 
The miracle of life, when life become too much to bear and people all around you, don’t see your needs.  The special people  the ones who say they love you,  just don’t understand
All you want-is to be alone.  Isolation, your mind torments you, only you.  For no one else can see, the dissolution you feel within
The final desperate act - suicide.  The slow  -I don’t care anymore - do you know what that mean, say it out loud, just to feel the word, I  hope you never know the feeling as life leaves.  The blankness of unconsciousness, only to wake up intensive care
The doctor tell your loved ones that you wont make it, what he said was I don’t expect him to return to the ward.   Where was that concern before death came to torture me, lying unaware  days past, It  been 5 days. 
You’re now sent back to a ward, you still don’t want to see anyone, their all there, not leaving you alone.
Like it never happens.  No one who count, only the love ones you don’t want to talk to
Hidden as if it never happens.  No love, no problem should destroy your life.
I often think suicide what dark secrets buries in your mind, some thing you don’t want anyone to know, it mean so very much to you. How strange no one else is bother, they much prefer you to be a round. 
The dark secret no one else knows or care is not that dark after all. 
Tell everyone, there get over it. It may be strange to you,  no one else care. For they are living there own life. They don’t understand they can’t understand the torcher mind with in.
All about are sick peoples, on the ward  I don’t speak to any one I’d just want to die, to be left alone
I am now well enough to speak .  I have nothing to say.  The doctor said ”these pills will fixed you up”. After a suicides attempt the doctor said you must talk to the psychiatrist
When he arrive I watch him walk up to my bed for a young man he look old tired, wore out. The long white coat, no stethoscope how can he help me, when can’t help him self. I think he should be in my bed. He look like he’d walk a mile in my shoes,  they were too big for him. I notice his long arm, I tell him what trouble me, he write it down on his note pad a number of points, I notice his chin is long,  he answers my questions
There something strange about him.  
I just can’t put my finger on it. He continues to answers my question with the words “that okay “ follow by a line OF THAT Okay”,that’s  all right “.The answers  it alright to commits suicide. As he walks away I 
remember his bottom lip was over the top one, just how hairy he is. He skips a long with long arm, just 
like a child with a  skipping rope Then I realize the monkeys have taken over the zoo.



Five letters
 
Trust is a five letter word
what does it mean to me
There  no one I trust, or even talk to
Shame because I do really want to talk
To someone, anyone,  there  no one
I volunteer to help, and I do
no one wants to be my friend
Their lives are so full and busy
They don’t see my need to be a part
still I’d long to be a part
I hope somewhere
They say come round for tea
And greet me with a smile
I always get the last orders
no, I’m still alone when the light goes out
There’s no body to warm my bed
It’s like a cold glove that fits me comfortably
‘til the morning
The shape of my imprint impressed on the mattress,
 
The only close friend I have
Still alone with no friend I wait, life drifting away
When I’ve gone the only voice will be
“Who’s round is it now?”
Then someone may say
“Where’s what’s-his-name?”
 

Escapism
 
The one thing I cannot escape from is my past
Where ever I go, it stays with me
I hate the past
The only solution I know is drink
now I know what ever I drink
It’s still with me
Sleep, run, walk even hide
It’s always there
Never letting go
drink  not the answer, then what?
I think the only thing left  abstinence
To refrain from the very thing
causing the problem
Drink and past never let go
The drink I can leave behind
The past thought’s not good
And the aftermath is strange
I survive, all around I look
I’m the only one left
 
Just me on my own, no drinks needed
my past, the end of war no alcohol
I can leave the drink behind
 

Once again
 
On the road, can be hard at Christmas, there the good will, I think of it as good men waiting for the  shelter to open
The one time of the year when we get food a warm bed, and a chance to catch up with old friends who survive the year.  For each year I find myself looking for Benchly Garden.
 
Just off Forest Hill Road, everybody who stays there says no words.  Benchly Garden sounds so friendly  no one at all stays there at first.  Who can complain for Benchly Garden is a very quiet place. For those who stay have no words.  As I look round I see rows and rows and I look for my brother who complains no more.
 

Still waiting
 
Death, what next, who cares,
The doctor said I care why,
There’s no answers
I often think do I want to live
Another 20 years.
The same old life, nothing ever good
There no good news, just the same old bills
Followed by new bills
When will it change,  50 years
Not that good, memories I would rather forget
You can’t re-live your life
When the hangover  gone
There’s nothing like hindsight
All the people around said” you should  not have done that,”
Echo on and on
I just don’t want to hear it any more
Yes, death sounds good
When you know the next 20 years
Will be the hardest
The body starts to weather, and fails.
Alone now,  in 20 years
Will I still be able to get around?
Right now failing health
There can only be one friend – death
I can remember the dying
Asking for God to take them
Pain suffering loss of hope
Make death your best friend
When your best friend is death
You need to change your friends
You can change, it doesn’t have to be that way
It’s up to you, change now or forever hold your peace
 

Pain
 
Pain is a thing I get use to.  There are all kind of pains.  The pain I hate is the losing a love one. 
I never had pets as a kid  I did get lots of pains.  Could that be a friend greeting me on a cold day?  The swelling of bruises that kind of pain, no it’s not a friend.  The worst pain is when you’re hurt and there is no pain, the mind shifts it, don’t know where  THE BODY IN TROUBLE
I know about pain from violent beating to emotional pain.  Pain the old friend.  I can remember the late night returning to wake me.
I never remember the smell of drink only the fear. 
I can remember when my dad went out we’d all wanted to go with him. Those were happy days. Then this news man came out of my dad the one that brought fear and pain.
 
The violence started - not one of us, wanted to go with him.  It was just fear. He’s had problems. You’d never understand them as a kid. As a man I can understand how he felt.
my life was full of fears, at school I was bully at home I was terrify I know about pain and fear. I fell off a tower block, Survive.
I rather spend time in hospital than suffer at the hand of my dad.
I think it’s called mental cruelty and the other two were close behind.  I never knew I was different, I was just surviving.  I was loud because I could not hear .that was another reason for more pain.
Punch bag that’s what I was.  I spent a lot of time in hospital my dad hit me with a chair you get a lots of stitches no one said anything to me. Pain and fears and name calling. I did not know I was different.
The other kids targeted me because I was different this was always painful.  Words can never hurt you. Wrong they can, followed by another load of pain. 
I wanted to die and that’s how I came to fall of the tower block.  I did not fall I jumped.
The funny thing was, there was no pain. 
I wonder what happened, where the pain. 
I found myself wishing it would come back after that my dad left me alone.  There had been a change in him.
Then he committed suicide in 1976. The pain of losing a parent was not that bad, but it did leave me with lots of mental scars. The real pain came when I lost my  brother. kind of pain I never want anyone to feel.
Now my life is full of disappointments  I can cope with the pain of life. I have not inflicted the kind of problem I suffered as a kid.  I have no children no wife. 
One of the things I look forward to is taking my revenge on those kids.  Who would just abuse me?  That was a painful time for me.
Now that I can I don’t want to.  I remember the pain yes pain sometime passing, then thud! There was another kind.  The worse kind was a blow to the side 
Of the head.  Lying on the floor wanting desperately to get up.  The body not responding as if I’d drunk a 
bottle of whisky.  The delight of the alcoholic the thought of a drink.
The body would relax and your senses leave - that pain -  No I don’t want anyone.  (not even the kids who made my life a nightmare)  to know that feeling!
 
That pain’s not a friend.  Anyone who tells you different beware because they don’t think like people of sound mind
 

Death and Decision
 
When do decisions become deadly?
When money is more important than people
They say that’s not true
Just look around, and ask what’s important
Is it property, personal wealth  or Health Services ?
Just consider for a moment, a bank robber, a murderer.
Murder gets 10 years, a bank robber gets 20 years
The government said they spend billions on National Health Services
I’m still waiting to see a specialist doctor a very long waiting list, more than  2 years
government purchase 7 helicopters a quarter billion pounds
Helicopters that did not work, no-one talks about it now - no refund for the helicopters
It  as if it did not happening
Death and decision
If you’re ill make sure you’re a weapon if you want to live , Perhaps a suicide bomber may help
 
Put your hand in the air, lie down.
When they ask why,*pretend*  say I need immediate treatment now !!!         !
If they have not shot you the paper will pay you a fortune for your story
You’ll be on Big Brother as the one who pretened   The-melts- in-your-mouth-not-in-your-head chocolate  bullets if you use melted milk chocolate for your bullets and sandtex for your explosive 
just say I wanted to pain it not blow it up
You’ll be known as the Semtex kid
the news papers pay and the government tax.
You will not be treated as sane…………You will be treated – with contempt
 

Strange
 
I hate when I act strange
I do recognise I need help
I’m acting just like my dad
Before he killed himself
I’m going the same way
Help is what I seek
The doctor said
“It could be genetic”
Body and social, or all three
Keep taking the pills
Just outside Death waits in the background
It never calls when the sun shines
Only when it’s dark, it knows when I’m down
says the word “Where are all your friends?”
Why are you on your own?
He already knows the answers
I don’t want to hear, I’m alone
No friend, only people who wants
I think what are the good things?
And what are the bad?
 
I decide to go with the good
my mind is  blank 
the list for Death is long
And death laughs
For Death knows sooner or later
You will join the list
 

Hope
 
Pot of hope is full of despair where has all the hope gone?
Watch closely, the pot boils slowly
Watch more closely, watch the hope boil away
Up in smoke,  rarely it moves on
Hope is the last thing to go
Death waits knowing everyone dies
 
The pot almost empty now, there’s still some hope
Death turns the spite and all round hope moves on
I shout “Put the fire out”, I can see the flame burn bright
I think “Clap your had if you believe in fairies”
And still there’s no hope
I can hear them talking it’s as if I am not there
 
I am, hope is almost gone,  not completely
I watch them walk away head down
Then I realise
Hope has gone with them
 

It
 
It a time to be?
What am I doing who knows?
The last word Is life ……….
I want you to know  the last word is ……..
Now you understand the last word is……..
How do you feel  it’s different for everyone.
My last word to you is……lets hope you now understand
For words are for communicating and feeling for love and hate
So what I say to you is, don’t listen if  the word is bad
Make your own choice and leave the last word to someone who know, may be you 
 

Inside me
 
It’s strange when love reflects the most beautiful or the most ugly
How can that be?
When she loves me it not my face, it  the way I act
Inside I stand tall, she sees me inside out
It’s not how I look its what I do and say. I feel like trying to catch butterfly. All thing  bright and beautiful love touch ephemeral and then again for life
 

Never
 
Time- when is it a good time to kill yourself?
Most people would say never
those of us whose parents did the very thing
See things different
Watch your parent try year in year out
Or some time, month in two years out
Then one day they succeed
You’re there to watch the effect
The clearing the mess up
And getting over the mess
For me it’s been over thirty years
Since my Dad killed himself
And the memory lingers on
He would have been 82 now
If he was still alive
I think now, it’s OK to commit suicide
When things get bad, I don’t get going
I look for a way out, why not ?
Who wants to be unhappy ?
Where nothing changes
give yourself  time and change will happen

Tutor Pay
 
Place to be
I would like to know what it is like to be paid for a writing workshop
To my surprise I was told it £60.00
I could do that, anyway where, I would like to do that
Hawaii where it’s sunny good weather
History, beautiful people and  wonderful food
 
Place not to be
I don’t want to be here, In this mind set that won’t let me move on
Stuck in this never land where everything I try does not work
I want my qualifications to be of use and fun to enter my life
 
How am I going to achieve that?
1. I started at Southwark, that organisation that helps you find work
2. I started at Pecan where you get a personal trainer
 
3. I hope to have a mentor who is going to try to get me a placement
4. I am about to sign up for a writing course
change  only happen when you do
 

Dream
 
I can fly, I lost my pilot’s licence 20 years ago
I lost it because I had a heart attack, followed by a long illness
I used to fly a Tee 300 two-seater trainer
The plane cost £20,000 new
But I bought a share of it with 3 others we became good friends
We bought it second hand for £10,000 my share was £2,500
Plus parking and maintenance which worked out at about £40.00 a month
Now I only dream of being in the air, just free of gravity
Free to soar over the clouds,  not through the cloud
No, you want to see where you are going
 

Death in London
 
Where better to end your days
the land of my birth
Right now everything turns Frankenstein
That’s right it’s all gone wrong
where better for it to go wrong
Where there’s nothing like helping your fellow Londoner
 
in my case it’s just the end of a very long line
And now death will be the final solution
The problem of homelessness, death resolves it
Food, no longer a problem, death resolves it
Washing, death ends that
 
Death finds a way to finish
London by night will be where I spend eternity
When death calls I will be ready
I’m just filling time, marking time
Wherever I look the only thing I have is death by suicide
Outside I look just like anyone else
Inside, everything gone wrong
Wrong by my own hand
Not anyone else  by me. Why ?
 
Now I don’t care any more
For when the sun comes up I go down
 
It will be over. Just what I want death
Never any change to my advantage
Always the wrong way
Now the time has come to move onto the exit level
This one’s gone horribly wrong
 
May be the next life will  be better ? it won’t be.  Make the best of this life now
 

Doctor talk
 
I don’t care this one is just about over
Death, the end of your life what will I do
The doctor asks me
How do you intend to kill yourself?
I said with pills I’ve collected
It should work, I’ve had practise
Death why,  because I can?
That’s what said
All  I write, about is death   
just out of reach
The secret phrase that makes the world dance
I hope to see the mind at work,  let all stop to think
Does he mean it ?
Just the very fact they stop to think
Like someone calling your name
Makes you look, 
All people not some of the people
 
Cannot grasp this mysterious 
Lonely who me, write and understand
Will I be the  one to hear the call  ?
I hear the calls, what this about?
it’s plain as the nose on your face
This very secret is simple
The very phrase is simple
The call that go out shout!
Hey, you that man there!
And when we hear the shout we turn round  to see who shouting that man there,  all things
Begin
Now  you can be pick out
 

Today I’d Die
 
Why do people upset me?
Don’t they see I have feelings
They never hear what I say
they expect me to do what they want.
People eat my friends in front of me
Not even a thought of how I might be
yet, they expect the same of me
All the time my place gets smaller
Soon it will be done by machine
And my place will be gone.
And still not a word of concern,
For me or my kind.
Everywhere I look , man as a hand
It all populated or strange
It  strange for me
I just want my share and walk in the sun
man has made it impossible for me
Man thinks he’s so clever
the last precious fuel  gone
I’ll still be around
 
There’s not too many places left.
I’m happy here in the North
I’ve never seen Santa, man has not either
It’s only time before it gets to me
 

No Way to Win
 
No way to win
Everybody try the race to live for ever
They’re all on the line
there can only be one
Second not too bad
I’m at he back,  only 170
to catch up. almost at the end
the race has no finish
They’re all neck and neck
I’m off to do what I like the most
Young girls is what I like
I can’t catch much,
It’s never a girl
more time I’d think I’ll chase something else
alas I lost the race
 

Think
 
I think very different from anyone else
I wonder if I’ll be alive next week
There’s always someone to say the wrong thing to me
All around me I hear the voice we are waiting
I belong to Suicide Club and the voice know it
There’s no one to answer the club phone
No new members
It would appear I’m the only one left
The voice know
When I’m gone who will hear them calls ?
 

OVER
 
Not NOW
Not time 
Not the life I wanted
Not the weather I like
Where has it all gone?
It’s never the time
To say goodbye to loved ones
Not now
Was the last word said!
 

Miss Leading
 
All things bright all around is bright
somewhere it dark right now as you read
It’s dark somewhere. 
not for me, I’m already dead.
I know the truth
better to be alive and complaining
Than to  be dead in your grave.
Who said “It’s OK to die”
Who said “Life was easy”
We all know
People are not what they seem !
 

Last Words
 
What would you say  your  last words is ?
Can’t hear you – Who said that – You would say that
the only word I could hear was – not now.
Last word, what can that mean, the last word for you
Is different for me
Is it me ?
I think I would  borrow  as much as I can.  first wishes for your good man
drinks all round.
If I’d get the chance
I’d borrow another two hundred thousand
And say I’ll give you  fifty  percent interest or as much as you like for the day
All people would say
“He left with the words, I’ll pay you tomorrow!”
And that was his last words
 

Game
 
Game what fun to be had from an old fashioned board game
Ludo, Monopoly and Trivial Pursuits
Throw a dice, all eyes bright
When the prize is a Milky way
What would I do for a chocolate bar
To be the kid with the bigest bar
it’s fun to play good games
 

Sunset Happiness
 
I lay on the beach, not any beach,
Not anywhere, Florida, Fort Lauderdale
I just sat there
Watching the blue sky
With white cloud
I took out my smoke and thought  to myself
A Cuban cigar, banned in America
I lit it with a match and smoke began to rise
And the smell of a good cigar rose up to meet me
Bringing a smile to myself
At that moment I thought
All I need now is a good brandy
Like magic,
A friend appeared
And shared his hipflask
And guess what it was, my friend
We looked at each other and smiled
We sat together like two young lovers
Under a palm tree
Truly a happy moment
 

Death
 
I want everyone to know I’m dead  the world turns, whether I am here or not, it should be that way
People everywhere living their life, not thinking of me
They will never know when I arrive or leave
gone I will be 
Why should they know?
It’s just the end like an old sandwich
not eaten up, empty plate disregarded  pile high
almost like the end of life, just waiting.
To be fresh  young kid with no knowledge of what’s to come
When everything is still wide eyed remember the moment - it will happen again
stay a live
 

Broken promise
 
What next, who will tell the truth?
All around there’s news of war
Not for me the war’s another place
Here in London the government talks
the people die.
I’m glad I’m not there
We can all see it, the world cries out
making war man loves best, the money keep growing and the words are the same in our best interest of our country, number go up and the lies keep coming, broken world keep dying
 

Annoying
 
It’s strange how other people’s words are so annoying
When Jenny said to me “You haven’t said one positive word”
Not true, was she listening?
I said “I’m doing lots of volunteering
And going to a party,
That’s positive.
I just want to get through each day
I don’t want to hear words like “you’re not positive”.
All around where I go it all turns nightmare
For what reason?
I’d just like a quiet place
When it rains  generally I see people running for  shelter
me, I just bathe in the rain
Now for a short time I’m fine
Then people come back out
Like rats on a night out
 
I’m alone with noise of busy people
Doing what busy people do
I wish I could be part of this world
I’m not
I’m just looking for a quite place
Where I won’t be noticed for the night
Especially from the bad boys, who’s only fun
Is to give me a good kicking
Yes, a night can be as dangerous as a day in Basra
Day breaks and it all starts again
Will it rain or will I die?
 

OVER
 
Suicidal death on a quiet street
Who would notice?
There’s no way out, but I’m off soon
Bye “be good”
Like saying good bye to a small child
The fear is at the last minute
You change your mind
It’s too late
For in that moment
You want to cling to life
it’s too late
Death is sure as day
After years of looking for death
And it  about to arrive
I choose life
As I go I hear the words
“He owed me a tenner”
 

Past
 
Suicidal, death on a large scale
No one but me
I’m just interested in dying
Why?
Well the last 50 years
What can I tell you?
I don’t want another 50 years
Like the last
I heard people wishing to live
Just another day
they all had things to live for
me, no
What’s here for me ?
Just more of the same
it not true - change the future
make it happen
 

Shadow
 
It’s all over, where have I heard that,
The same old retracts
Who is telling the  truth ?
Good news, most of my life is over
I now have more time behind me than in front
I done my part
I’ve follow the doctor instructions
And still things are no better
What can you expect
It’s only me, I need to change
Some people, you just cannot help
Am I one of those people?
Will it all end soon?
In the last 3 years, hit by a car
Followed by a lorry hitting my car
And last Friday
I was on a Transport for London red bus,
When it crashed
Throwing me over the seat in front
Some people might say
 
You are very lucky to survive
3 accidents
I say it’s not lucky at all
To be hit by a car, lorry
passage on a  bus that  crashes
Now I’m just waiting
For the one that ends it all
The week before my death
it reported
I meet the love of my life
just one of life  ironies
 

Don’t 
 
Am I happy tomorrow death call?
The end of the week what will I do?
Does anyone feel  death
Will it creep up on me?
Or will it be strange to me
surely death is calling
And now I’m ready it time to go
Right now.
Only fear of the unknown keep me alive
Look no further
Now I have an easy way out
It is hard to write about death
When I feel so wired
It’s that wired feeling
Happiness or indifference
There  a lot of indifference
Especially by government when there’s black gold  am I happy ?
As happy as man who about to die
Or as a man who about lose the truth
am I happy?
Or is death the silent witness
am I happy?
Answer the question
It sounds like a simple question
To answer, I will not give you political answers
I will tell you I am as happy as a man
who is about to commit suicide
That how happy I am
Just the last pint for the road, make it two
It a very long road
 

When I fall in Love
 
it a very long road 
when I fall in love
I’d dream of being in love
When I fall in love. Wouldn’t  that be nice 
I’d dream of being in love. 
just out of reach. 
It’s would help, if I could meet someone
who loved me, not to be
I do meet people, they lie
It is always the same, lies after lies
When will it end, I’m not looking now
They say it happens when you’re not looking
That’s not the case.
Where is that person for me ?
Where ?, what will I do
There’s still time, look for what’s good in people and let the white lie, die
 

Turn on not out
 
Death why me, it’s my turn
Yes it’s my turn I’m trying not to do it
It’s now the worst time of the year
Everyone happy, lots of presents
And happy people,  I’m on my own
It does have to be that way
I’m just fed up now, it’s my turn now
Let me make it to the end of the month
Just get through next month
it’s still my turn
What am I going to do?
Will I or will I not ?
let not
 

Dead End
 
So far life has become a dead end, what next?
I don’t know, suicide what I’m looking for , some people say try another thing first
I’m fed up of doing other thing
 
This will be my last Christmas
Next year June, the start of summer
I’m going to kill myself, maybe before
Each day I think why go on?
And each day I carry on
things are changing
 
I’m not seeing the big picture
It like death is calling me, and I’m ready to greet it
I’m just moving closer to the deadline
Will I change, or will I die?
Only time will reveal
 

Wrong
 
Here in hell, it is not as bad as you think
There are lots of friends here, all have done wrong
there are lots of level to this place
I was told the real bad where on the top layer
And not at the bottom 
Strange  why  here?
they asked “why are you here”
I said “I don’t know”, they said “sure you do”
They looked at each other, and said “suicide”
When I was in hell I was asked why am I here
I said “for looking at things the wrong way”
they said “suicide” all together
I’m not dead yet I  shout
 

What
 
Where are you, I’ve lost myself, where am I ?
What’s this about, why now, why death what happened ?
When did it all change, why are we in this place, when did  happen?
What caused this problem, how do I answer all these questions?
Will the doctors help, ?  I wonder how much I have changed?
I will be dead soon, why ?  I’ve just had enough
no you’re already gone, come back
 

Graveyard and Dead End
 
Silence all around, only natural sounds
Birds song
I can see few people living and lots bear names
the silent thought for loved ones
Clear day, moving cars, morning sky
People with just a touch of happiness
Yes, this place is full of dead
Only the dead know the peace of death
Only the living know the joy of living
This is a start a race no one wants to finish
end it will
Only the memories are for the living
The dead can take care of themselves
 

Who  said
 
I want to die, when?
I thought June ’07?
This will give me the time to do all the things the doctors recommend
So far, no change, when will this change happen?
I don’t think there’ll be any changes
Death is waiting for me
when I kill myself who will miss me?
No one, who will care?
No one for any one, who knows, time heals all
No one will remember me
And when I’m dead, I won’t care
 

End
 
Who are my friends, I don’t have any friends
Why is that,  I meet lots of people
they’re not my friends, just people
I go to lots of workshops
I think the problem is me
I make it difficult for myself, why:?
I don’t know, I do know Ashburger?
It’s time to stop being difficult  how?
Am I difficult because I don’t do what they want?
Or am I just difficult?
Whatever it is I’m going to kill myself
the only thing I live for
it time to change the end  thought and live 
 

Hope
 
Joy what a word
It’s good be alive
Stay away those disconcerting thoughts
Joy what a word
It’s good to watch the sky
Stay away bad skies
Joy what a word
It’s good to get over sad thoughts
Joy what a word
It’s good to be filled with sunshine
Gone is the bad weather in my mind
Joy what a word
It’s good to feel life’s joy
 

Sad and Joy
 
Sad, what is it? Who is it? What is it?
Sad, when friends goes
Sad when there’s only one apple and three of us want it
Joy when we cut the apple up into 3 parts
Sad, those parts are given to someone else
Sad to watch the day ends
Joy to wake up to a new day
Joy to see the sun shine
Sad to be made to walk ten miles on a hot day
Joy to end the ten miles walk with a hot bath and a brandy
Joy to sleep with the one I love and the first sight of the morning joy
My lover looking back at me with a new smile
I’m the one you want
 

Out
 
Loneliness is the only thing to leave behind
No, said I
Despair and all the things that drag you down
time to pass the ball, it’s a team that makes it happen
Don’t stand alone, when we can stand together
When we’re all in the same club?
What club I hear you say!
The club where all wrong turns stem from
You’re own hand, we all have our cross
I’m only a man, my cross is full with regret
Regret, regret
Loss, missed love, missed job, missed opportunity
Missed words, missed feeling
All left behind for ever 
 

Stuck
 
Get back, it’s all a point of view for some
for me, I’m moving on
where forward, that the change
Just get out of negative mind set
And into something better
the future is dark, now the time to let the light in
Miss Faversham, to devil with the old
Remember great expectations
Only the past destroy her future
Don’t let it happen to you
Change now
Pull down the curtain
Let the sun fill your life with good
Just look around, there’s all kind of good
Just reach out and grab a couple of hands
Full, fill your boots
 

Put it back
 
Once again, they spoke to me, the very word I don’t want to hear
Upset, inside don’t want others to know, just how I’d feel inside,
Right now death is calling me
One day I’d just won’t be here, I’ll be dead somewhere death is just out of sight
who will know? Nobody from here
The words where is he? Don’t remember him
I’ll be down below
I’ve heard it read the old women who jumped off a cliff
Wanted everyone to know
for me, not even my name is known. I’ll be missing down below
What changed there minds? I don’t know
there’s nothing to end from below
put it back where no harm hide
 

Stuck
 
It’s all there for you, and you, and you
Let it in be reborn in hope
It’s there, just look, seek and you will find it now
Time to reach for hope the  birth of life
Shed no tears for the lies of despair
 
Why do the things I’d do, for what reason, who knows?
They said something similar to iceberg syndrome
I say I’ve still got to live,  how, when, why?
All questions I’m confronted with
still life  goes on even if I don’t
The world turns, even when the most important man on earth dies
I wonder  if  my hope will return.
Truth often hurts
 

What
 
What happens when the game goes wrong?
What happens when life’s plan goes wrong?
What happens when there’s no one?
What happens when there’s only lies?
What happens when it’s the last chance?
What happens when all goes wrong?
What happens when it’s all lost?
What happens if everything in the world goes wrong?
What happens when a distant place begin to hear?
There’s a lot of when, for now, just one step at a time
That’s all, only one step, we can all continue to do that
just one step
 

Missing
 
Where do they go when they’re not here?
Its three weeks since I last saw Emmanuel
Where do they go when they’re not in a workshop?
What happens to these people?
Missing, lots of people go missing
Where do they all go?
Some must come back
still there are loads missing
Where do they all go?
Somewhere there’s a big hole
Where all the missing are.
like an elephant’s graveyard
No one knows where?
if there’s somewhere, not here  somewhere
He knows
Am I missing if I know where I am?
Am I missing, if I’m not here?
Am I lost?
Who’s looking, where are they looking?
If only they were here they would find me
I am missing,  I know where I am
for those who look, I’m here
Just look here, I’m here
Look, open your eye
I’m here, every night
no one sees me
It’s as if  all people who are well dressed
I’m invisible
Only the other missing see me, hear me, know me
Only the missing know the truth
We are invisible to the general public
Just look into the mirror
We’re no different
Just lost
 
 

New Man
 
What’s new with the new man on the job?
No drink, why?
No smoking, why?
the love of women and divorcees
What joy love is!
Watch despair’s departing
Despair, departing distraught bye
Hide close feeling, smile
at the time the despair crept in
Without knowing it has it’s own words to say
Joy whispers, have you gone?
Only the smiling face shows
The despairing, hiding, not letting on
the heart, where’s the love gone
Remember those words for ever, always
Now it’s hate, still hidden behind a smile
Where, when did smile hide behind despair
Love no more than a memory of love’s mistake
 

Was it
 
A car clipped my bike on the way here
The driver never bothered to stop
Caught the first few numbers of his number plate
A black car
Why didn’t he stop or maybe he just did not care?
What kind of person was that?
As he overtook, his wing mirror hit me
Almost came off, still not hurt
Wonder who the driver was and will I see that car again?
I’d like to give him a piece of my mind
but only the piece I don’t want
 

Intent
 
Now who is he, what does he want, what’s behind the tale?
Judge by action, not what was said,  by action
Rules fail to show proper consideration about the rules
What’s more, his (actions) not his words confirm his intention
The words rise  there’s no disguising the action
If only all people would say what they mean
Then there would be no hidden agenda
 

Decision Time
 
The next few weeks are decision time
Will it be death or suicide? it’s the same thing
One or the other
same outcome
Death by drug, an easy way out
Let’s hope it works
There’s nothing I would miss
am I sane to want to die?
it said when death calls
Who will answer?
I’m just waiting, soon I’ll be free
I like my own company
sometimes it’s good to talk
I’m all talked out
Where will I end up?
I don’t care when I’m dead
Quietly I go without notice
I slip away
Dreams are waiting
All the things in the past
Just flashing red flag
All the time
My past tells the same stories
It’s told that’s how it is
I’m ready to go
Leave this place
Try out the next
quiet all round
Now I’ll sleep
100 years past
I don’t count just lie there
With no knowledge
Of what’s going on
All my problems forgot
Just like me
 

It’s Back
 
Strange who knows, if you have an ailment
You don’t want it back
time will turn
And just when you don’t want it
It’s back
another stories my car breaks down outside my house
Where better to come to a halt, right outside my house.
Fixed outside my house 3 years later, it broke down again
The same problem
Fixed once again, not bad if it only breaks down outside my house
every 3 years, not bad at all
I’d set off with the knowledge all is good with my car
I’d slow down at a junction
With total surprise
I’m hit from behind by a lorry
 
I sustain minor injuries and the car is written off
Well that was not 3 years less than an hour
In fact half an hour or less
The lorry driver said” I’m sorry about that
The insurance will cover it”
I did not tell him I was going to get rid of it
The lorry driver gave me his home address
not his phone number
That night I thought I’d knock on his door
And say I could not have planned it better
And the insurance paid out £3,000
That’s cars for you, I’d didn’t knock
 

Just another Day
 
It was just another day
I was out, not doing much
Once again I was set upon by a gang of boys
I’d move to a different hostel
It’s always the same
I’d only think one way
Avoid people, try to keep out of their way
I do like to be around safe people
Like at the Day Centres
Where there is no violence and you’re supposedly safe
It’s good to feel safe
Then it’s back on the street
Where I’m isolated again
Asperger’s Syndrome it’s known as
Isolation  a way of life
No comment, no real feelings
No understanding
Of what others are feeling
Only time has taught me
 
How to recognise these things in others
How over time I can almost see the problem
It taken a long time to find out
Now I know why, what can I do?
The big question is
Do I care now ?
It’s a life time that pass
yes I do care
 

Gypsies
 
I went to Tate Britain, There are lots of famous paintings .  I was asked to write  a gypsy poem, what came to mind is a gypsy encampment painting I saw there. Painted by a very famous artist
His name escapes me, the picture conjures up many a dream. I’d dream I’m dancing round the camp fire surrounded by people drinking wine and laughing. The figure of the violin player silhouetted by the camp fire. This year’s young beauties are dancing with gusto, their  pearly white petite coats flashing in the air like  wave.
A very young man shyly takes a girl’s hand and they dance to the music, and the fire dances with them. Red flame dances with yellow flame. The night air fills with the smell of smoke and barbequed beef, turning on the spit. Even the old manage a dance , more wine, on the table a row of empty wine jars. And in the morning heaving head, followed by nine months, a new generation begins.



Change
 
All I want is to die
Maybe one day soon
We all die, some sooner than later
I’m looking to end it now
Its only fear keeps me alive
The fear of pain
Surviving suicide
What if I’m left disabled?
I could not  live with that
a painless death
Would be good for me
If anybody wants to know why
Because it’s my time
 

How Painful It Can Be
 
No one loves you, yes not even a animal
Just imagine you’re the last person on earth
You’re not,  it feels that way
All around, people having fun
you’re on your own
Like being in isolation
Too contaminated to be touch
All eyes say one thing
You’re not wanted
You know there’s nothing wrong with you
You’re just like them
without companion or compassion
I stand here, just thinking; what’s the point
Everywhere I turn, people don’t like me.
I’m the client, they don’t serve
Now they point
Yes, I’m moving backward
There is no future for me
When I look out before me
 
There’s no glory, only pain
It feels like I’m standing on a bonfire
With my skin all gone
If you ever had a burn
Then you know what it’s like
The flames dance yellow and red
With a touch of green
Smell, of  cooking
not sausages
No, it’s my flesh
Inside there’s no pain
My flesh falls from the bone
I’m thinking, no one knows
In the morning  the question
whose bones are these?
How sad this is, the word echo out
where was this concern
Before I killed myself
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Joy, Fear and Fuck It
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Sibling Ribaldries
 
There is a Tune
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