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To my influential lovers, thanks for the insanity of pleasure, and the
provocation of insanity. I look back on these poems, most written in the
Nineties, and wonder why I’ve no memory of being committed to the
asylum… or maybe I’m too stubborn to realise I’m dead 😊
To Iceland, my fantasy girlfriend. I watched several of your warm movies
whilst preparing these scribbles. As an activist, it’s inspirational that small
places can be so much more.
To my darling town of Knysna which is stuck on being less than more. The
political nightmare I’m living, the one you’ve supported, hasn’t stopped me
massively missing you. I hope the future finds your estuary lips giving me
a big, wet kiss.
To trolls and conservatives who will undoubtedly point nastily because they
don’t understand my use of metaphors, know that I’m only a sinner in your
world. Don’t make the mistake of thinking that the finger pointing back at
you is yours.
Mike Hampton
Wednesday, 16 October 2019
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Whispers
The Prize (Before and After the Echo)
Folding the Map (Into a Better World)
The Biggest Jigsaw
Falling (From an Empty Pocket)
Dragons on the Shelf
Succubus
A Requiem for Love and Sex
Jabbercocky (The Selfish Poetry of My 1000 Years on a Wooden Shelf)
Codify (Declaring a Long Moment’s Anguish)
Real
A Sometime Hurt
Crawl
The Opening of the Trunk
My Diamond Death
Disintegration (for Rainmakers)
Hunger
See Me
Chunk (The Piece You Stole)
Where is Here?
Memory
I’m a Penis
A Woman and That (Requiem for Surrender)
Defeathered
The Seed
Mother
Paradox
Ashes
Rusted
The Final Dance

31. Even Humans Explode!
32. Saluting You (The Small Business Owner)
33. The One and Only (The Human Race)
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Boogey Man
Raindrop Suicide
Fly (A Rock Song)
A Street Diary
A Poem for the Gullible
The Joker's Home (An Alternative Song)
Animal
The Abortion Gate
Cold (A Fuck-It)
Osteogenesis Imperfecta
Requiem to Heroes or Us?
God Wears Black (A Groove Metal Song)
Hotel Earth
A Lover's Prelude
Dinner for Racists
Listening (To Silence)
Office Traffic
Crossroads
Advice
Bookstore
Loving, Fucking, Dying
Observation, Mesticulation, Evacuation
Swallow Scale
Ever Wondered?
Charlatan
A Poem for Each Commandment
Wicked World Wild
Who Would've Thought Snowflakes So Heavy?
Old (Newsflash: Sweaty Dog Freed)
Face It (A Misconception of Doolittle)

64. Hurley Burley Whirlies
65. It's a Hard Life (For a Cockroach)
66. Dreaming of a Red Xmas
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Poetry is the sacrifice of self. It’s love, hate, desire, fear and the many
entanglements between; the diary parts we’re afraid to show, especially to
ourselves.
It doesn’t matter if the words shit or smile. It doesn’t matter if weapon
letters are symbolic or real, defiance or capitulation. There’s no bad writing
when vomiting oneself clean.
Writing is a weapon for freedom from the false and wretched beings we are
that society created, the lie we embrace for false acceptance. Don’t be
someone else, bound by unjustified morality that exists through the
barbwires of greed, pain and guilt. Our real selves are found in the simple
brutality of Truth.
Let’s masturbate our minds to come in the name of our own gods.
These are my ejaculations, sixty-six of them… a beautiful mess.
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1.

I can be a saviour to everyone but myself
I’m wicked in the way that dolphins are
I’m unable to lose faith I’ve never had
I’ve white lines on my wrist that don’t look like cocaine
I inhale your hate to tattoo my blood
I’ve seen death and kept my sight
If I could unfurl this thinking mud,
who would be dead, who would be blind?
Dreams are my blanket, love-lost my sheet,
my body an extortion of fleshy thought
What grade of thunder writes these words?
We’re all undone, only numbers crying to be number one
I traded ambition for the hope of love,
and love violence’s life into distraction:
“Smile when I rape you, then it won’t feel so bad”
(but angels don’t spread their legs for common infections)
I cannot fuck myself to understanding
or dissolve questions with knives unbuttered
Conversations are cemented with lies
I’m the Outcast, wettened with truth
My passage is silent to gods and pigs
I don’t need the sun when I’m proud with matches
There’s tragedy in the presentiment of souvenirs
Sweets should never be sharpened
I stab my tongue through the lips of this world
whilst armies whisper inside of me.
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2.

My mind would’ve seen you if my eyes were blind;
the snatches of lipped smile and shouting breasts
arresting me to the sexual swatting of fly
and the ill-confident prayer for mounting music
where you and I compose the life and crowd
Introduce rituals expected and enacted
Exhibition saddles the safe of inhibition
so that I’m visiting within you and you in me
Discoveries in sweaty, adult-worded nothings
granted respect by fleshy objects with strings
The feeling floats that we’re bugs on blissing bloom
and so committed are we to the glowing Oneself
that we’re lending hearts without I.O.U.s
Who knows or cares whose is whose
when purpose is abandoned for the dream-awake
Laughter twists in the fatalism of dishonesty
I say objects are objects, you ask what’s in-between
We’ve forgotten our bodies to fuck with our minds
so that solutions play hide-and-seek and love is intrusive
Should we have known that happiness obsesses holes?
This new mind order breeds discomfort and interest
Am I a leaf on a tree or a tree with leaf?
Unanswered, ignorance is a shield and I the common Man
…but asking travels the way of echoes of echoes
until I accept that redemption and victim live hand in hand
This is Alone.
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3.

Today,
I bought the world on a piece of paper
and took it for a walk to the top
of the highest hill I could find
With ruler and folding care,
I separated Africa’s spending spree,
and blinked geography goodbye
so that Indian fish
holidayed in the cold Atlantic
and the Reds surfed on North Shore
Atlantis neighboured the Taj Mahal
yet here it felt the same as before
I freed that aeroplane
on the longest wind,
hoping it would fly far enough
for Life to find it … and find its way back to me.
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4.

This umbilicus between contemplation and action
is so havocked by grey
that the stage we play on
should never torture boredom
But I find myself living mere moments
that, if all were jig-sawed together,
would equal one good day in a year of damp
I slither from non-care to care-most
and, somehow, consciously and unconsciously,
to my pretend surprise,
persuade friendships from this maze
that are more somnambulism
than the conquering of loneliness
and the fetid that accompanies
I give to them a part of me
that they like more than not
But it’s a part that’s a bit
that if used to recreate me
wouldn’t build more than a toe…
a representative for the stinkiness
between what burns behind and grows before
I throw a water of indifference over my shoulder
so that now is never and the future is now
and I’m fucking frightened
by the biggest dreams
that are raped of ambition,
inactivity, pointless activity,
and the possible love of a breast
(deserves special mention,
that timeous war for, and rejection of, love)
Now I face-long into the avoidance of desire
and that which I've witnessed,
wring my hands of impatience and expectation,
and slide my tongue against that which I’ve begotten.
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5.

Awake the dead
That’s me
Not a victim or a sinner
Just a one in six billion part
of this wicked world’s side
It’s a travesty
that I dreamt my reality away
but the price of ambition
was too high
for the empty pocket in my brain
With a smile and love,
I felt salvation on its way,
gravity defined by lies
when I fell
longer than I climbed
And I'm still falling
… through this life
that doesn’t listen
… or the me
that doesn’t hear
History honours those that killed the most
whilst religions die to rise in disguise
Lust disrespects population statistics
and tender can only be found in mud
I’m falling…
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6.

Our love used to soar high
like two dragons in the sky
We used to kiss and make love
and cared less about gods above
We moved in together,
swore we'd face any weather
A beautiful child was born,
to each we were sworn
Then one day we fought
You said: "You're not why I sought
I slept with another man
I'm no longer your all-time fan”
The dream was harshly broken
and all my tears spoken
You and a child ran away
I, with my fears, stayed
Your sins didn't win
so you became uncertain
but it's a far cry from home
talking to you on the telephone
Now you want to come back
so my emotions attack
to leave me confused
and scared of old news
Then one day we slept
and together we wept
for I lied: “It was the same for you
but for me just a screw”
It's not that I don't care
or have nothing to share
It's just me and myself
with life on a shelf.
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7.

Love tangles like dirtied satin sheets
The deafer I become,
the louder your voice inside my head
Daemons are beckoned
to despoil me on my dream of our bed
Memory is more vicious than death
Seeing beauty saddens me,
so much that I paint the world ugly
In the grey eternity,
poems of hurting are labelled pretty
Facing the fact is facing the fear
Where do we go from here?
Baby’s got other men inside her
Dry reality incursions me
I’m an old victim of gravity
Solitude is not within one’s self
I’ve got photos and music
Sleeping single, insides fall apart
Numbed black, deeper than shock,
I’d sacrifice home for a stronger drink.
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8.

Do you intend to make me commitment’s host,
make me laugh and cry,
make me walk and talk with ghosts,
love me and leave me to die?
Or is it…
A succumbing to the slavering of your tongue,
to have your thighs writhe in panting time
and your nails to claw for blood,
have your waterhole filled only to drown me deep in it?
“Love” you reply
Did your mother forget to teach you
that love is a myth
and the reality of myth is pain?
Welcome to my dream-mare
Hear the wet women howl beast-like
whilst hunting me
with skulking intentions
Watch me impale you
with my smoking dick,
pump blood into your head to watch your eyes explode,
scrawl my name into your mess before you dry
No more will you tempt me
with the sodden-leaf smell of experience
or velvet lies of devotion
If God be breasted, I’d understand why I don’t understand
I suck in your love to spit it out,
outstretch my arms to embrace
the only lover I know,
Loneliness.
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9.

It was brilliant in the individual woe:
no surprise in waking and faking,
no publication of the beggar’s throw;
just the succumbing to inner shaking
Fuck! the blanket (say hi to the day)
Emotion to revolution to evolution (?)
No soul gutting and people fray
(feeding the self-raping)
Take a sentence to create and pray
(indiscreetly invest applause)
Be sensitive to Art, have an acid lay,
load your dreams onto a downhill cart
Napped to long, kidnapped!
Pause … birth to cause?
Disdogmafy, include longing, criticise
(so cruel to insist I exist)
Non-committal pigs, why should I apologise
when the me in me persists?
I’ve no desire for rental fear
(rather rear it and drink a beer)
Sanctuary is in protective behaviour;
washed, commercialised, never here
The distance to together is hope
How low? is the distance to me
One, ten, one thousand years, forever!
They thought me so clever (yet)
I’d sacrifice for dirty lips;
a give-up to a pleasure sip.
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10.

In this hour of morning,
I dream of feelings;
in cataclysms and placidity,
in pain and comfort,
I dream of breasts
and the inner you
I plea from lost feet
that don’t want to fight
I’m crying from lower
than my eyes
I’m calling without words
(just all of me)
I’m reaching without hands
(the way of love)
I don’t call from the dreams
that I had as a youth
I love my uncertainties
I want to be loved by my fears
But I never get what I want
(despite travelling the world in my head)
… so I’ll sit in this Winter room
with Pink Floyd as mother’s advice,
fortified wine as my love bone,
and an electric heater as my tangible lover.
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11.

Tearing off petals
- one, two making real
the size of you
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12.

You never acted without good intention
but in the sky my moon is dying,
blackened by your love
Leave me
to treasure your silence,
gain time enough
to grow my wings and escape
your silken pillow upon my face,
and fly
to thrust
my tongue
between
the Lips
of Life.
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13.

Darkened thought,
the present overpowered the past,
a strange despair
defining the imminence of horror
The world is running out tonight
I will fall, or I will crawl.

Wicked Mike’s Black Book

19

14.

The road ahead beckons me
to beauty and destruction,
to sun-blessed beaches and shiny people,
and the way to heaven;
to abandoned lands and dark people,
and the way to hell
It beckons
for it’s the road to me

I was stranded, the night cold when I met him
His hair was long, grinned with missing teeth
He took me to his Knysna home unfurnished
- filled me with lamb, port and the thoughtful queen
“There are a million others like me” he said
“and when I saw you, I saw a part of me”
I didn’t deny him for I swelled envy empty of courage
With morning, I left without goodbye

The N2 stretches for eighteen hundred kilometres;
through mountains and streams, through heaven and hell,
along devilish fields and over dry riverbeds,
beside the ocean, steered by hands of the dead
The radio spills songs of yearning for absent loves
- his wife, his children, his country
But money is master, making alien life call
with the comfort of beer, brandy and whore

You can dance in the dark and hide from the day
but one day curiosity will jerk your mind
so that you open the trunk to discover kisses and stabs
You’ll run away, shunning your friends
yet return ‘til you’ve looked inside the trunk a million times,
each time seeing that the beauty of death is life
Wicked Mike’s Black Book
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The water was blue,
the wind awakening
Upside down, their flippers waved
In Hout Bay,
they frolicked, they hunted
At the end of it all, I loved

Darkness ate me
I felt no pain for its blackness numbed
They rescued me from evil eyes,
threw brandy down my throat
and raised me from the dead,
gave me hope whilst the radio caressed
with blues and ‘gae 'til Knysna
where they left me to miss their laughter

Night,
my friend and enemy,
was with me again
Day,
my friend and enemy,
came after

It’s calling
when I’m so tired and sore
My heart yearns to answer
but there’s battling memories,
well and ill:
The child who smiled,
the car that hunted,
the unwanted hand on my dick
But, YES!
I’ll fuck the land,
and again chase the shadow of myself.
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15.

I’m a jigsaw within jigsaws
and you’re imperfectly perfect
Hearts don’t mix with razors
when love is fleshy masquerade
What did we learn?
Maybe that earning forgiveness
is more sincere than expecting it,
and secrets are little deaths
desiring growth into monsters
Who told you that thought was silent?
There’s a dead Jesus inside us
and a Satan begging for the fall
When the heart doesn’t hold,
the mind falls apart, apart, apart…
Is love a waste of pain?
Ssssh, don’t interrupt
The needles are busy.
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16.

It’s passion that comes to play
whilst moving in mysterious ways
Besieged by ideas
and contrary fears,
I bow my head
and vow instead
to never to lose my soul
to a rack of coals
that I’ve engineered
by all the times I’ve beered
to thoughts of the past
that will always last
‘til I say “FUCKIT!”
and rather write it
in a poem like this
that will never be missed
by anyone
that has never come undone
like me.
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17.

For six days, I left the world around me
and entered a desert devoid of life
On the second day, the Devil paid me a visit
Giggling, he tortured me though soon tired of the game
He bade me farewell the following day
but left behind a many-handed daemon
to keep me company
The daemon’s name was Self-Care
Joyously, he made his home inside of me,
speaking to me by pulling my innards
With the arrival of the fourth day,
my tired blood pooled in the rocks
and drenched the sand
The desert bloomed, and I understood
how God felt at the Art of Creation
for now I was God
The fifth day dawned
to take me away reluctantly
Within moments I missed understanding
like I miss a lover’s smile
Today, half an old man approached me,
hands outstretched for alms
I looked into his eyes and, surprise,
saw that he lived in the place I’d lost
But Sadness hung herself from my heart
when I realized he’d never played God
I gave him all I had
and left with the belief
that all I’d experienced
was Illusion.
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18.

Listen to my heartbeat;
patter, patter, patter
Feel my breath;
stale, moist, growing fatter
Taste my lips;
blood-soft and salty sips
Hear my thoughts;
cultured, vulture fought.
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19.

The wound runs deep
but instead of bleeding I weep
from betrayal
and the unanswered WHY?
Small joys I couldn’t see my eyes
when you entered the room to deliver your lies
Woes I was captured by images of you and him
caught in the dredges of thrusting limb
Long it took you to find your voice
when I demanded you make a choice
I never won by a lot which goes to show
that I wasn’t Love’s glad, certain shot
That never left me forever mad
but inside grew mountain sad
Now, each time you’re away, I get totally lost,
mistrust and insecurity ruling at our cost
My dear, without your help
I’ll fail to fulfil my simple idea
of you wanting me to be your man
and I being your all-time fan.
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20.

I’m the Boy
and the Lover
of a woman that’s insanely wonder
I’m the Man and the Fear
of Time marching onwards and older
She’s the Dream
and the nightmare,
cavernous Shyness her unsaid motto
I’m the Truth and her mirror
in a world not getting clearer
Where is here?
You shut your mind
How can you think you can have it all
I’m the screaming skin for your soft sin
I’m the Truth and your mirror
in a world not getting clearer
She’s Indecision
I’m her Incision
We’re the King and Queen of fantascene
I’m Her and She’s Me,
kissing cogs in an emotional war machine
We can Live or Die wondering,
Where the fuck is here?!
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21.

I live in an empty room
where there’s nothing I like
I walk an empty life
with my company for hate
There was a pretty room I had,
and she had all of me
A woman that was magical,
sunnier than the best
One day she was gone;
the betrayal so abrupt!
Left me for another man
Left me to myself
I think of him and her,
his hands upon her breasts
I doubt she thinks of me
I’m just a loser like the rest
Now, I live with my failings
and cry a crowded tear
She says she’s to be my friend
That’s driving me to end.
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22.

I’m a PENIS;
built by lust,
subtracted by reality,
wet with thought
I’m scattered;
torn by NIPPLES,
cleaved by VULVA,
burnt with betrayal
I’m shrivelled,
as hopeful as a condom
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23.

A balloon pumped by air,
colourful and bloated at a country fair
Balloon deflates its happy breath,
ugly and limp in undesired death
That’s Love
Unbubbled whiskey and bitter beer,
tobascoed chips and coffee to plug a tear
A waving candle flame and menthol cigarette suck
A scrappy paper by pen is struck
That’s Control
Words the mouth of thought
of emotions unwontedly bought
by a lady of honesty and youth
like an unheld receiver in a public telephone booth
That’s Life
Why did trees and ambition not distract
before I became so abstract?
Cast as an old man before the fall,
segmented like a child-filled car greeting a brick wall
That’s Subtraction
And every song that shovels from the speakers,
buries my heart, makes my spirit weaker
Hurts a little, hurts a lot
so there’s no doubt I’ve been shot
That’s Art
And when I’m gone to where none can dance,
will I be settled, or bad feelings enhanced?
Will Jesus or the Devil pay my fare?
All I’ve got to do is gamble my dare
That’s Choice
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Instead, I’ll accept sex and kisses
and hope that loving won’t always be misses
And so I’ll end this rhyme
of the dream of a woman who wants to be mine
That’s just Silly.
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24.

Suddenly,
I was out of this race
and flying into space
Not so anxious
but more unconscious
to the hells and bells
that sought and fought me
to the ground
so that I was inundated
by my emotions unbound.
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25.

Every day’s black;
looking at rainbows
through jagged, glass walls
whilst eating a meal
of chocolates and thorns
Make love to me;
scatter my bones in a field
at the end of the world
to see if I'll grow
into something more
Or just blow away without you;
fated as a loser and everyone’s bore.
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26.

I asked for a Mother
but you gave me a Priest
When I cried for love,
you turned away,
left me floundering in waves of hate
which bred confusion
and questions unanswered
that brought me closer to death.
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27.

I’m a skyscraper
bungee-jumping out of time,
an expansion bridge
swimming for the first time
I’m an alleyway
hosting celebrities,
an outrageous dance club
drumming songs of silence
The City understands
for I’ve spoken to it
in those dark and special hours
when it’s conscious to stormy hearts.
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28.

Gladiator carpet muffins
upon the carpet floor
Ash, shake, ash,
beer bottles happening,
always wanting more
I see you, I see me
Our eyes are quaking
See where we’ve been;
place of memories
and ashes upon the floor
Let's tumble with direction;
climb into a washing machine
to get crispy clean
of our hysterical history
breeding dirt through each other.
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29.

The song can never be played,
the lyrics never discussed,
for the singer is depressed
by love perverted to rust
The world has stopped turning,
its people gone home
Families stare at one another
until they all become kids alone
The poem can never be repeated,
the words never argued,
for the Poet is sad and buried
beneath love like dust.
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30.

Maestro, hear me,
I’ve yearned years for this,
to climb your Watchtower of Lies
I know you, I hunt you, I climb the stairwell,
and each window I pass
stares at my life (a fool in time past)
It pleasures you at the way I tricked myself
I hate the way I changed myself
I’d tear out my eyes to blame shame and stupidity
but you’re a film in my mind,
and you’ll pay for the way the ghosts of your heart
caused you to laugh at the way I writhed...

Wicked Mike’s Black Book

38

Wicked Mike’s Black Book

39

31.

I fell into the sky
of Knysna
when it opened
I love being wet
and, for a while,
being part of this town;
cold yet safe,
in vacuum yet liberated,
one part of its 80,000
…surprisingly alive!
I’m a cloud taxiing
on the runway
of the Garden Route
I’m the clarity
in consciousness
because I know
where I’ll be next
I’m just a raindrop
waiting quietly to explode…
…at home.
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32.

Electricity surges like only electricity can
Rates make a date with government…
like only government can
The ANC and DA fight in a way
that makes no difference
to my brother’s drug addiction,
my daughter’s primary school fees,
my matriculating son’s future
or my stressed spouse’s opinion of me
Yet I open the doors
to my business everyday…
plotting revised adverts and word-of-mouth specials
to locals in the same position as me,
Which staff member will I have to let go next,
probably someone worse off than me?
I open my doors
because survival is better than failure
and courage more human than depression
I open the doors with the determination to be me
…in the company of many, like me,
just wanting to Be…
…to be free.
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33.

Chatsworth to Sezela
Knysna to forever
Does it matter, your birth?
We’re all from this earth
Durban to Mafikeng,
Sandton to Soweto,
from apartheid to democracy,
we decide our worth
Stand in your place
And name your face
Subscriptions are welcome
To One Human Race
Moscow to Istanbul
Mumbai to New York City
We’re getting out of breath
with hundreds still left
Beijing, Ho Chi Minh,
Tokyo, Rio and Jerusalem
Every city rhyming with sin
Stand up, sign your name in
Huh huh...catch that breath
G7, G20, gee whatever!
They say it’s never too late,
We say now or never
Stand in your place
And name your face
Subscriptions are welcome
To this human race
Stand in your place
And name your face
Subscriptions are welcome
To the One and Onlyyyyy
…the Hu-mannnnn Race

(A tribute to Billy Joel and R.E.M.)
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34.

Raggedy Anne,
the lights are out, pleeasse hold my hand
Hide beneath the covers - SSSH – don’t make a noise
Be very still
We mustn’t let the Boogey Man know that we’re here
or he’ll come and touch me in a horrible way
Raggedy Anne,
you’re my bestest friend
Did I do something wrong?
Oh-oh!
He’s back and it smells like he’s been naughty
He’s stolen Daddy’s aftershave again.
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35.

Doctor said that you might hurt yourself
so when I laid eyes on you,
you lay on a white bed in a white room
Your ghosts sat on your pillow,
laughing and stabbing needles into your head
I wanted to offer a word of comfort
but couldn’t for you were as beautiful and insignificant
as an abandoned raindrop on a window
Instead, I said that it was cold outside
You replied, inside to.

(For Pam Avisha)
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36.

The sun is calling out your name from a million miles away
It’s an everyday feeling you share with everyone
Didn’t you see it on T.V. (our species may die today)?
How big is a problem when it’s seen from outer space?
Would you hold my hand with faith,
go with to that better place?
Would you cry, lie down and die
or murder your tears and fly?
Every secret is a bullet, every death a shame
We dream in rock ‘n roll - awake, point fingers and blame
There isn’t enough drugs to set us free when evolution’s burning
On a world that won’t stop turning, you feel it, this urge to flee
Would you hold my hand with faith,
go with to that better place?
Would you cry, lie down and die
or murder your tears and fly?
Up here, night and day are one
With death, from this world undone....
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37.

Every raindrop hits me
In winter night, my skin reads the newspaper
and I awake educated to the street
The cold colds
The robot beckons me to beg a coin
Dressing in my unhappy face
(‘cause they don’t know the unhappiest shows nothing),
I jostle with the Coca-Cola man to get my tax relief
Later, I’ve got my bread and single cigarette
and I’m playing hide-and-hide with the older boys
Thank God, they don’t see the Angel in my pocket
‘cause I’m gonna sniff her all the way to Heaven
Sure, I’ve got no shoes and sometimes shiver
but I know that the only difference
between me and that man in the car
is that he’s always in Heaven.
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38.

Congregation of angels near the exit door
A handful of devils in my pocket
There’s a nametag for Allah, one for Krishna too
Maybe they’re late or it’s that Evangelists are so eager
If I make myself God, I'll be just like you
Take R200 at the start and build your own mind
What’s television like when you looking from the inside?
What’s religion like when it’s backed by a gun?
A is for AK, A is for A-bomb
A is for ALL the times you’ve been wrong
Before the government and kings and all their lies
Before pyramids, condoms, hate and Galilee
Before definitions, faith and the electric chair,
walking on knives equalled walking minus idea
That was the time when choice made us free.

(For those who’ve died or killed for religion)

Wicked Mike’s Black Book

48

39.

Trapped in a fold of darkness that’s razored inside,
the Player meets the Joker
who swirls colours before his mind
The Player stretches but at his grab they disappear;
a feeling that this has occurred before
Joker,
I’m in this world where you play God
Joker,
I’m a squashed fly on the wall
Fantasy’s where everyone’s Jesus has a different face
and laughing Devils are countless
Here the Player stumbles through the maps of deception,
searching for gurus to guide him to the Joker’s home
Joker,
I’m in this world where you play God
Joker,
I’m the gull in the storm
Through dark, unhappy people, the Player travels
and brings his spirit to rest after seas have sighed
Mocks himself, says Jesus and the Devil are one
and that he’s been a visitor in the Joker’s home
All this goddamn while.
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40.

What foul animal
would crawl to your heart
and there abide,
bloating your mind with ideas
so that vomitous fear
gives birth to unhealthy desire,
and you accept the animal
as your own?
Would you let your restraint go
to where the leaves blow?
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41.

Torn paint dressed the fence that hung the broken gate
The broken gate witnessed the death-throe plants
The death-throe plants kept company with nicotine dregs
Nicotine dregs grew from hands above pitted concrete
Pitted concrete bore memories of lost revellers
Lost revellers were lost in a day’s pain and liquor
A day’s pain and liquor were birthed in a dirty tummy
A dirty tummy reminded of nocturnal, loving sperm
Nocturnal, loving sperm screamed from needful things
Needful things lived in the home with the broken gate.

(For the friends I accompanied to the clinic)
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42.

Smile like snake
The light so dark,
a desurrection dream,
infinite by its parts
Lipstick so swift on this shadow god
Do you squirm for heart?
Desire in parts?
Painted tits on a battered mall,
your dream to rise to
F
A
L
L
The mind a lick of all to come,
the wormy fear is bidden,
the unwritten diary undone
Hiccup like neon
or a rock ‘n roll sun
Every view a woman loved, never won
Friendship is a bend
of laughs and glass;
a backward world with a backward glance
Tomorrow is an experience
never touched by today,
a dream on dream but always too much
Now is forever
and forever is now,
an extinguished ‘fuck-it’ of cold.
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43.

Waiting room… stillness…
People beside one another,
ignoring and self-caring
Blissful serpent creeps in the blank walls and floors
I’m 28 … please change my nappy
HELP! scrawled on a shit seat
Why! Why! (can pigs not fly and we must die)
Elevators, halls, computers, more people
- faces empty, faces full, flowers and elevators
Up to where cartooned walls stare at children so old,
a devil’s number in evil beds
Nurses detached in the dark, pain in an exhausted mother
Tortured, the little boy screams but has learnt not to wake
He dreams, he dies, he lives:
“You don’t know injustice until you see me;
a boy of thirteen, the size of a baby
Mom, I know you love me, so tell me the truth
Why can’t I play ball with the other kids?
Why do they look at me that way?
I can’t walk, not even writhe like a headless snake
They say that you left me with a great brain
but what’s the use
when the rest of me doesn’t listen to it?
Tell me, God, where’s the justice in this?
Tell me, goddamnit!”
Injustice lifts her smiling face,
her Brother spinning these webs of hate
With light, the hitchhiking visitor escapes,
stands on the earth and is picked up by an optimist.

(For Anthony’s big heart)
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44.

Through the door
to where Dead sing
songs that echo
from the floors,
telling of Heroes,
lost to the past,
who dreamt of power
but instead aided flowers
upon which we stand
as someone else’s band
who don’t come close
to the fruition of dreams
at all.
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45.

God was on T.V. today
Never a special moment
for he’s the news everyday
Kabila was shot but God lived
‘cause God is everywhere
God
God
God
that

is white, God is black
is a scud missile attack
is a nun, God is the gun
blew Kennedy away

God spoke to Charles Manson
the same way he spoke to Gandhi
Give the people any dream
and they will love and follow you
until I set them free
God
God
God
that

is love, God is hate
is the you that he creates
is a bomb. God is the mom
aborted you gone

God is you, God is me
He’s everything we can see
God is right, God is wrong
He’s the building you jumped from
God wears black
like me.
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46.

I’m a pilgrim of Hell
on an unholy quest,
destruction and death
the mark of my travel,
a room all I desire
in this hotel called Earth
My mother is Harlot
and she never named me
but here I realise
that my name is Man
My father is Liar
and he never told me
that I had brothers and sisters
but now I know I do…and many!
I think
that I’ll fulfil my desire
and stay a while longer
in this hotel called Earth
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47.

And she said to me,
before she sang
the Song of Fragility,
“Death is the limb of love”
Bombs shelter
a welter of tears
that splash from a mother
onto a baby
that couldn’t say goodbye
It was a metal monster
that ripped him from his lover;
left him dead
and her with memories
that made her cry
And God stared
at his world gone weird;
gave it knowledge
out of love
so that it could die
And she kissed me after,
as I slipped away,
killed me
out of Love.
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48.

Oh carrion bird, blotting out the sun,
I saw you feasting yesterday
and forgot to ask you what it felt like to:
Axe your beak into stiffened flesh and jellied blood,
swallow an eyeball or two and spaghetti a sinew;
let a maggot wiggle on your tongue?
Come to dinner, I’ll prepare your best
Have a choice of Honky, Arab, Kaffir, Slit-Eye or Jew
It’s my quest to please my guest
No, don’t worry, it’s not an inconvenience
because they cost less nowadays
Besides, what are friends for?

(Nationalism based on racism isn’t loyalty, only apartheid)

Wicked Mike’s Black Book

58

49.

See
Smell
Touch
Taste
Listen…
not to the religion that drowns your curiosity
and see what controls you, the city, that monstrosity
Smell the stench of rotting, growing money
Feel the jelly breast of the corpse that was your mother,
then suck the swelling nipple of your new-found lover
Kill that plastic power! What you were taught, GIVE BACK!
Listen to the Mommy’s “I love you” to her unborn
and the Daddy who sees the Girl-not-a-Boy, falls forlorn
Smell those decaying years
Experience the touch of Daddy on the Girl-not-a-Woman
and taste her revenge on the Body-not-a-Daddy
Finger the moment
and savour god
Hear, see, smell, touch,
taste life to know you’re dying
and tell those that will listen
to anything but silence…
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50.

Your friends say that you’re so lucky to be working
but your mind is as cold as the air conditioning
There’s no difference in the way that memos are typed everyday
and now your flirt with the clerk you despised the first day
You shake the ciggie shake while waiting for tea break
(where’s comfort in nicotine burning to an ending?)
Your boss responds to your efforts with “It’s never enough”
and lunch is a round of gossip with coke and health fluff
Then it’s the ‘phone talking noise and the copier breaking
before the clock strikes home time whilst the boss shakes his head,
“You’ve got to change the bulletin before it can be read”
Freedom is a traffic jam for the crash on the Esplanade
Tomorrow’s pay day but at least the victims will never be paid.

Wicked Mike’s Black Book

60

51.

Always in want
Never achieving
A pursuit of something that’s always a nothing
vacuums the heart
so that peace becomes death
and death is life
and life is tempting
But it’s an uncertain living;
ethereal and god-like,
or regressive and primitive
Which way to go,
up or down?
And what if there aren’t ups or downs
but only sideward ventures
making us guess forever?
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52.

A flow of handicapped thoughts
from you to me;
my acceptance a distillery for you
Of naked men, baby born,
love shot and confidence rot,
I’m the friendship ear and unlocked tongue
Ask for opinion
and it will lure you ten.
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53.

Web of magic in a Wizard’s mind,
a kingdom conquered by King and sword,
Lovers uttering climatic gasps,
Soldier face-down in blood-filled trench,
Clown laughing, Monster killing,
mountains, Priest, money, sea, Baby,
EXPLOSION!
Ten thousand worlds on a wooden shelf.
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54.

Loving, fucking, dyingseems the norm from outer space
It's only down here it feels insane.

Wicked Mike’s Black Book

64

55.

Seconds shiver as liquor lingers
TV parades wrestling clowns
Hi-fi scapegoats a suicide singer
whilst I drool the death of rhyme
Meat surrenders, screaming somewhere
Hearts conflict, reject, EJECT!
Thought toddlers take a toke
whilst wisdom laughs at age.
Cold, dead to the world, reprobation
Moving inside ‘cause that’s what blood does,
like a black spider willingly contriving malady
A manikin eats and eats but never grows
Itinerants travelling this mind never reach destination
Conquerors are extinct, failed contrivance for voyeurs.
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56.

So long
with a mouth filled
with words never spoken.
instead swallowed
to make the heart
as heavy as the world which,
for the first time,
has stood on a scale
after it’s been told
that it’s only a child
with life to go.
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57.

Ever wondered why butterflies hold secrets
or teardrops cry down windows?
Ever wondered what’s beyond a star
and if we would want to breathe
if we were told that we didn't have to?
Ever wondered why we rule the world
and ants don’t?
Ever wondered what it would be like
to be dead with answers?
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58.

Hey, Preacher Man,
I caught your show the other night
You act so well
when your own religion doesn’t sell
Don’t deny it ‘cause I know your kind!
Your bible says light a jay
and play with the kiddies in forbidden ways
I laugh at your stupidity
for your God thinks
you’re as important as shit
So who’re you going to run to
when someone down here lifts your charlatan skirt
to jerk your daemon tail.

(For Jimmy Wanker Swaggart)
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59.

Ten
God inspired, created to sate his boredom ache
and so committed his first mistake
Nine
Life’s unprecedented evolution race
‘cause of inborn desire to build a domination base
Eight
Since lust and hate are the hottest fuels for further gain,
the species Man climbed to the top of the superiority chain
Seven
Our fatal discovery was that power called Word
for never again would reason be heard
Six
Jealous men became holy men and diseased religion
became war’s devil legion
Five, FourMurder, masochism, rape, anarchy, wills that wouldn’t bend;
all commandments to the end
Three, TWO!
An explosion and the sky bled and the earth bled
Man’s soul was condemned and Man was dead
One
But a child survived, testimony to Man’s lies
To hide his shame, God ensured its demise.
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60.

Awoke this evening to a wicked world wild,
gave my daily prayer to rock ‘n roll
and drowned my tongue in beer
Maybe today’s the date to die,
lovingly enveloped in a lover’s skin
Maybe I’ll see eternity in a pool table
Like it, want it … or not
It’s a dark get-up-and-go
from the prince of let-go;
a flow to the rhythm at a corner bar
and difficulties called people
Books, breasts and beer sucked by straw,
I desire and much more
If I fly, will I kill
everything that joins me, makes me?
Will I be anything other than another question?
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61.

I'm alive with bloom,
strong and suntanned,
leaves floating goodbye,
limbs broken by snow
I'm a tree
Maybe me
Maybe you
Or anything wanting to Be.

Wicked Mike’s Black Book

71

62.

Do you know where the prisoner is?
(Eyeshot by TV, shouting at the mind)
Do you know where the prison is?
(Done territory, boredom dined)
The old dog took a terror walk
lower than the sweaty Point,
lower than the rocks and whores;
all in all, to an awkward joint
“Til death do us part”
met its bastard match
when he smiled and lost his heart
to a wettened devil in a game of catch
“Never mind” he said “for it was old
(and it’s high time I lost some weight)
My blood may run slower
but slugs don’t mind the cold
All I need is a tree to piss on
(to mark my grave),
a map and a soul
flapping towards rock ‘n roll”
Do you know who the prisoner is?
(Judas views and weathered testament)
Do you read reflections well?
(Petrol slickened for eager flint).
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63.

Spit out the sugar and swallow the salt!
If the Devil is sick, then Jesus is sick,
if friends ignore and strangers close their doors,
if your father is fed by your mother whose dead,
if the world is dying and you won’t stop crying,
you’ll throw in your heart all covered in darts,
and swallow the last pill
or face it!
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64.

I was drinking a beer
when she came along,
minding my own business
when my ding went dong
She said “I want a man like you”
With my brains in my balls,
I forgot to ask why
Instead, found myself by way of comply
Five days, ‘hundred times later,
I didn’t have a clue
when she dropped three bombs,
“I LOVE YOU!”
I said: “Woman, GET REAL”
My head invited my brain back
and I was out the door,
a bottle of Jack’s later,
safely passed out on my floor
Love hurley burley mad whirlie words
You give me the hurley burley whirlies
with your love-mad words
Hurley burley whirlies with your mad-love words
One was standing on the corner
when I came her way,
reached for my wallet,
saying “It’s safer to pay”.
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65.

Scurrying back and forth,
let me estimate my worth
I don’t have a job
so around bins I skulk and rob
to eat enough to live
and the world my babies give
It’s a hard existence
with the petty persistence
of the screaming woman
who gets the bar showman
to jump up and down,
without a frown,
to try to squash me
when I’m just
as beautiful as can be.
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66.

All through the streets and all through the night,
the stars were shining but none were bright
It was Xmas eve and Santa was grinning
His time had come with the children sleeping
With grenades in his pocket and guns in his sack,
he took a moment to jerk off his jack
After he gasped, he abseiled the chimney
and found Danny and Sally so innocent and dreamy
“I’ll cut their heads off and leave a present for Mom
Ho, ho! What fun this job is when the flesh is a bomb”
At the glint of his knife, the Moon rushed a call:
“Quick, the kids need help (send one who’s good in the maul)”
Before Santa could jump-step, there was a flash of teeth
An indignant Tooth Fairy said “I’ll show you whose chief”
“Ho, ho, this women’s lib is not that spooky
I’ve been challenged by heteros – you’re just a tutti frutti”
But she demonstrated her karate by dropping his pants
and instead of a blowjob, she taught the Bobbitt dance
The reindeer were laughing with season glow
‘cause it’s funny with Santa's searching for his dick in the snow
All through the streets and all through the night,
the stars were shining with so much bright
It was Xmas and Santa did no more sinning
Festive cheer had travelled its way to winning.
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I’m no poet, just a 76kg atheistic scribbler expelling my
past. Hopefully I offended some of you in the process 😊
Threw this anti-tome under my nickname, ‘Wicked Mike’, so
as not to confuse those who know me as an activist and/or
have read my political book, ‘Same Shit, Different
Government’ (which you can also download for free).
Find me in jail or at https://themikehampton.com.
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