songs To Hope After
And Not Die Under

To talk of - or listen to - others,
Remembering others,
Often now strangers.

Tears fall from those
You never expect would kill,
And try to squeeze

A new life
From the formula
Of an extinct chemical.

Everything has failed,
Everyone has fallen,
Everything must go!

You must let the sadness surface
And tenderly simmer it
For uncountable days and months,

Like an Irish Saturday stew,
And out of it will come
Not the path or the end of the rainbow

But a step and a sound,
Songs to hope after
And not die under.

To do list

Things I need to remember
when it all feels too much:
girl, put your fears down,
stop scrolling,

live for the sake of living
and know you’ll be ok.

Enjoy the sun on your shoulders
because eventually it will rain.

An unproductive life doesn’t mean one not well lived.

Live like you mean it

and sometimes like you don't.
Don’t just live with this,

live despite it.

Maybe try to live like you like it?

Get. Enough. Sleep.

Eat something green.

Think positive.

Know it’s ok that when this list feels impossible -
it’s ok to wallow, to feel low,

but try to leave the house?

Take it back to basics

and you’ll build back to the bigger things -

like life for the sake of living.

Don’t know

It lingers, that sense of - where did he go?

I know, I know,

they carried him off in a body bag, two men

and later after the funeral when

I collected the ashes, he sat on a shelf upstairs with the printer.
A glaring absence all that winter.

It took time getting my head round carrying out his wishes,
out on the ocean scattering his ashes,

not really scattering, more poured from the jar.

They seemed to slide into limbs (was that my imagination?)
Did he wait before he took his leave,

Take time to say ta ra?

But the dolphins were real, leaping in formation
around and under the boat, putting on a show.
They suddenly appeared, all a bit weird.

Where did they come from and where did he go?

I don’t know, beats me,

don’t know.

Peaceful times

I remember when it was peaceful times

Waiting In Vain

Another’s lost and lonely cause
Knocking on Death’s many doors,
Offering to sell their empty souls
For comfort of white crystal coals.

Discomfort’s pain abruptly to salvation turns
Bringing devaluation’s loss of self-worth,
While in their addictive, captive mind

Life’s obscured and reality 1s blind.

Politicians converse in alien tongues

As streets of valour and vain succumb,
Leaving society’s rule cloaked, hypnotised
Through eyes of the troubled and traumatised.

Night and day suited trawlers dredge
And scour, rehearsing honours of pledge,

While behind the walls of wrath
Envy and greed dissolve life’s path.

Mothers’ and fathers’hearts yearn in turn
For the souls of their children to return.

Grey

I feel kind of grey.
Nothing new, especially, it just is.

Not a feathery grey-blue of a bird,
soaring over heads

not the bright grey sky it flies beneath
just your average British day

not the trendy soft grey of a jumper
and its matching fleece tracksuit bottoms

not a deep grey of a fish
in a deeper, greyer pond

not the faded grey of a scratchy pencil doodle
on a grey-tinged sketchbook

but the murky grey of too many paints mixed together
and left untended in a cup

the loud grey found behind closed eyelids
closed so tightly it hurts

bleak grey found in a fog hanging low around your ears
diffusing into your head

fuzzing up your brain, not unlike
greying spores. That kind of grey.

My grandad, aunties, cousins, twin brother, uncle and little sister just born
Lived in one house and grandad used to buy KFC and fruits for us to eat, and cook for us.
He used to put me and my brother on his lap and we used to pick a horse to bet on - he used to gamble.

It was peaceful times.

Our dad used to come in with loads of sweets and let me and my brother go to bed late on any day.

Peaceful times.

He was in and out of jail, it felt like I was living in hell, never used to smile - that’s where I got my gangster style.

It’s still peaceful times when I see my dad.

He spent a lot of time in jail but when I was 15 he said he was not going back.

That’s very peaceful to me.

Am in hospital, I haven’t got peace right now
But I will leave one day cause freedom is a must.
Smoking and drinking is peaceful to me

One day I’ll have back my peaceful times.

RIP Grandad and the rest of my loved ones.

She’ll be living peaceful with the rest of my family and friends.

Call it peaceful times.

If a bus drove around the corner... I'd walk under it
The bubbles in the pool on the

other side of the wall, chat away

discussing small nuggets of today’s news,

but I am all alone; a man so Down,

I am against the ropes swaying

like a confused clock pendulum

as thoughts jab and punch my brain.

A head stuffed so full of internal noise

it has no space for human voices

The recurring theme of course, is Death
and as so many times in recent years

I wish him to take my hand

to pull me through the door...

and like the gurgling water outside,

tears playfully trickle down my cheeks

as my nose acts like a child’s water slide.

I blow my nose to clear the runny mess

and wish I could blow out my brains just as easily.

I am mentally shattered; living life

in the shadow with the Dead; feeling as if I am
constantly standing beside an empty grave
trying to hang onto a semblance of normality
but tilted forward and weighted by Depression



DarK sumner JAYS
Cf’se_c_ovo-.ni From ’BuLLJch

Anxiety Ropes

One thought, two thoughts, three thoughts.
Here I go again, in a flurry of my worry,
Maybe I can sleep the thoughts away,
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Until I’'m sick.
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And my heartbeat slows.

And my thoughts stop.

And tomorrow I’ll go to school and my friends will tell me to go to bed earlier,
And to stop playing on my phone so late,

And they will tell me I look exhausted.

I am.

I am exhausted.

I watch the thin panels of light

dance on the wall at night.

I try to make my heart stop

by thinking they’re octopus tentacles.
They wrap around my neck to end
whatever life that’s left in me;
perhaps a mouse, a shrew, a worm,

or maybe a mere, black pebble

is all that’s left in me.

I turn to the wall, and see my dull reflection.

How can I stop my body from disintegrating, decaying?
How can I stop the hurt swelling in me?

I have no answers, and I turn to the right.

I am empty, my soul hurts.

My stomach growls for attention, nourishment,
but the fat voice in my head stifles it.

And yet, I am persuaded to lift my sleeves

and tear away at the walls given to me,

now etched with silver remnants of a bad day.

I sit up because the air smells rusty and red.

Sweat drips down by back because of the nightmare,
except this...is real. Not a figment of my imagination.
How can I end this suffering?

As I lay on my back, the cruel reality faces me.

I want the light lines to be a noose.

I beg it to descend on me.

But I guess I'm too underground for it to reach me
because somehow, after this long, it never has.

A trip to the hidden realm

There exists a world behind our own.
It cannot be seen by most people.
You will not find this place on any map.

P — You do not choose to go there but simply arrive.

You recognise this place.
The same people, trees and buildings but, however familiar, something is not right.
This is a grey world: monochrome, painted by sadness.

r economy cannot afford to love the sad people,
unless they're anxious enough to keep working

con't mourn the loss of people who breathe, Anxiety finds its rhythm.
A b et The steady flow of a toxic cocktail.
he day was gone and the light, Behind every corner, your daemons watch. | |
it never felt bright enough to wake up to. The pistons of an overactive mind fire you with primal alertness.

[t's easy to Sink back in

Comfortable, almost.

Watching your fears on continuous repeat
you begin to suspect they are real.

Dark water rises, bulkheads fail.

You have to leave this place.

The usual setting off point, familiar walkway It is time to go.

beaten, boggy

Summoning all your strength, you pull yourself back into the fabric of the real world.
: . The land of colour.
Past landmarks into the narrowing tunnel My mouth sends messages to my soul from the outside in —and | can now read pain Bright light burns away the shadows haunting your mind.
blood pushing at the walls with tiny white hands out loud, like a trigger warning. | For a time you can see clearly.
ooking for an out, heart whamming loud But| no longer wa Sun to rise. You speak to others tales of this place.
| wait for my heart to set, so tch its hues as it says good bye- They listen and nod.
I know it well. ‘I hope to see you tomorrow.” Although trying their best, they do not understand.
They have not been there.
A stamp missing from a passport.

| remember asking my sanity to wait outside, so that | wouldn't have to face that I've
The path ends, world opens to wasteland fight.

glue river becomes thick lake. I get in

The deep dark collects over my head
it’s easy to sink back in

But I don't.

Here is the hand that reaches, a steadfast grip
that pulls me from the slick, in clothes that stick

I stand, eyeing as I have before the lapping oil
the flailing of alien others, the overhead
control tower, its windows burst

It would be easy to sink back in.

But I've stood poolside
as many times as I've been here -

I’'ve got out, looked back
Let go of the hand that reaches.



