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Other titles that I considered for this book included;


“Echelon Skitt Reads the Riddles of Doom”.


“Mike Peterson, Straight Jacket Required”.


“Felicity’s Kitchen. This has Fuck all to do with Cooking”.


“Four short of a Hundred”.


“The Ghost goes Splat”.


“Depressed? You will be!”.


“Hello Mr Terry”.


“Houston, we have a Poodle?”.


And,


“S’crap” (It’s not that difficult to work it out).





Other books by the same author include;


Guys, it’s just taken me 30 odd years to do this one! For goodness sake! Can my little pinkies have a rest?







This book is dedicated to the memory of my dear Nan, who won’t be able to read it just yet. “Nan, I’ll bring you a copy when it’s my time. And some fish and chips. X”





Extended thanks go to M Harrison and C Darlington. X





Special thanks go to the following friends C O’Toole, R Buscombe, K Bowers, S O’Toole, L Cardiel, L Cousins, E Constantine, S Jones, J Butcher, B Turner, K Gallimore, K Konrad, C Lightowler, L Jones, V Carline, L Cantin. You are all brilliant! xxx





For their help in helping me put this together, big thanks to the Fantastic F Larkin, the Super Smart, S Chafer, the Overly Clever C Docherty and the Mighty Mogul, M Rogers. Yay!!! xxx





Even more thanks to all my family, especially Mum and Jim, M Rogers, A Melton, P Melton, S Jones, A Nickson, G Jones, L Mcaree, J Rogers, R Aitken, S Jones, A Matchett, K Jones, L Matchett, S Nickson, M Jones, C Nickson, T Rogers, M Jones, R Nickson, C Davies, R Matchett, A Nickson, J Mcaree, F Matchett, D Jones, Trixie and Boody. Oh and D R Rogers???





Finally, for her help in helping me find my “Special Place” the Wonderfully Wise A Faulkner. I would never have gotten there without you! X
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WELCOME TO MY MIND


(Maybe there is something in here)





Confined within the pages


Of this tatty looking book


Are a few of my thoughts?


If you care to take a look


Some are good


Some are bad


Some are of women*


I wish I had


Although it doesn’t really matter


What any of them entail


After all it’s just for fun


Therefore if you are laughing


Well then my job is done.





At one point in time, this lot of short songs and rhymes were in some sort of order. Sadly that order collapsed under immense pressure, unbelievable strain and the inability of me to keep it. I was never very good with order! Pages have been rewritten, removed, replaced, relapsed, rereleased back into the wild and of course recycled. Don’t forget to recycle folks! Most of these are as true as the day born, however some have had a little bit of tweaking! I really did write some bollocks!





Anyway, I’ve now just decided to retype the whole darn tooting lot in any sort of order I see fit. I do hope you enjoy it!





*”Women” was the original word, was changed to things, and then changed back!





Please note, no offence is intended! This book does contain naughty words and rude gestures. Names have been removed and dates changed here and there etc, etc, etc.





Please also note any characters mentioned are purely fictitious. Although there are only two, I think. They are Suzanne Lang and Derik Athens. No idea how I came up with the names. Bugger, nearly forgot Norman Service! Take it away Norman!





Chances are you may come across some grammatical errors and the odd spelling mistake! Most of these are intended! Any that are not, erm, poetic license.





In all, this book covers a wide spectrum of emotions from roller coasteringly high highs, to self indulgent rock bottom almost comical lows. 30odd years of ups and downs, now as the title says, would the Echelons please rest?





Thank you.





P.s I have tried my best to fill each page with as much lunacy and tripe as possible. Apart from pages 67, 79, 81, 99 126 and 130. These are graced by the very lovely Red Snow! She is deserving!





P.s Derik Athens is a little rigmarole in itself! See here for answer.







IN DISPOSITION


Futile is resistance


Painting my desire


No chance of assistance


Consequences burn like fire


The future lies unset


Dousing down the furnace


There’s a chance we may forget





So as not to wreck my chances


There’s a number on my door


So I have to ask the question


Have I been here before?


Now the skyline’s looking startled


As the timeline starts to fret


And illusion fails to sparkle


Is there something I forget?





In a pocket full of pebbles


There’s a ripple in the storm


On the door that has no handles


There’s no doorway save forlorn


Deep is such emotion


For the fear we may be caught


But the script’s already written


So we cannot change decisions


Or waste time on propositions


On a cause,


That’s already been fought.







This next piece, not sure why, is in my small list of favourites. It was written sometime in April 96 and pretty much wrote itself. It is called “Fields”.





FIELDS


Dressed up in green


So as not to be seen


Whilst crawling through fields of death





The sky overhead


Is ridicule red


I can taste all the blood on my breath.





They’re not sandbags laid slumped


They are bodies been dumped


In this land where nothing will grow





And the big guns give cover


Whilst I wait for another


Order to stand up,


And go.





At this point, please don’t think that all my poems are a chance for me to liberate my depression unto you, my dear reader. Some of them do hold a small ounce of hope for a vibrantly colourful future. Like the next one. And I was only a wee nipper when I wrote it (smart arse back then as well).







SPRING


Spring, spring


A glorious thing


It’s the nicest season


Of the year


When the sun is bright


And the sky is clear


When birds start tweeting


And lambs start bleating


And insects start to crawl


But you can’t see them


Because they’re so small


And for a while there will be no rain


For spring is here once again.





Normally I would have put a date here, for some reason though, this one, as the next, is ageless?







CHEAP TALK


I’d call you


But we have no past


And though conversations cheap


It simply would not last.





I wasn’t a naughty kid, I just didn’t express anger correctly.





Through the course of my many, many, many years upon this humble planet, I have met some very inspirational people who I have loved dearly. To the extent that I have semi immortalised them in ink. Such is my God like nature. Names have been left out though.







ODE TO A VERY BEAUTIFUL WOMAN WHO USED TO BE MY BOSS!


Armed to the tips


With prestigious lips


Posture as cool as ice


Kept at peek all the while


With a razor blade smile


That could cut you in half like a knife


Incompetent?


“Never”


You are very clever


That much can be read from the eye


Although the joker at bay


Often comes out to play


With your humour, so subtle, so wry.





Somehow, even though I didn’t know its’ true definition, “prestigious” found its way into the opening lines here. Sheer jubilance was expressed when my trusty dictionary enlightened this hapless writer. And it is a great word!
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