Polyfiller
A pinioned point held between then and tomorrow,
windows looking out over space contorted by conditions.

Conditions manifested, immortalized as memory.

A quick fumbling in a paint peeling doorway,

tasted like fags, dry pussy needed some spit,

thirteen year old tits, posing as a bird from “Mayfair”

a scene under dads bed,

we consumed it, thought we was to be consumed.

Over painted lips bigger than real,

leaving kisses on pints, rings on cocks.

Checking out the comp. down the local, she’s here,

sends me pouring over the eyelined eyes,

mirror that’s reflected a whole teetering inadequacy, many faces.

Biology, mind you, natures way to fight in the gene pool,

bikini mud wrestling for the best cum.

Farcical joinings, always the actress, some cuts through though,

dad never kissed me.

Back on the razz, commando for the lads,

a chimp with a red arse, screaming, fuck me now,

just one more and it’ll sort me out,

spunk like polyfiller, congealing in the crack.

Gave new age a go, crystals, ganj, throat warbling charms,

God within, not without, my body, the cock, consorting with the air.

I am my own father, mother too, the whole extended family, dog and all,

the universe is one, a knife point sharpened on a lonely stone.

One.

A glass submarine though, cracked with too much depth,

washed up in a cell, padded with some shit crust on the wall.

All technicolour dream coat and no knickers,

syringes of Parkinson shakes, shook me down to the baby,

pushed out with a loving scream, dad visited and kissed me.

“Settled” now though, the mud,

thick layer at the bottom of a clearer river.

Porn pages float aloft, pert tits just visible under a ripple.

Still want the knife though, worms in the mud see.

A slash here, a severing tuck there,

30 year old tits now, suckled twice,

no worms in the milk I pray.
