The Guy You Work With 


What you want more than anything 
is to grab the zebra in your jaws. 
Forget the job. Forget teamwork. 
Roll the nature film, 
You've seen your neighbor 
in his flashy car. 
You've heard the whispers 
of bonuses for others 
delivered behind locked doors 
like secret Mason handshakes. 
You just need five minutes or so 
of stalking in the dry Savannah grass. 
And then one good sniff of your prey 
nibbling weeds by a small lagoon. 
What better than a slow creep 
up behind that unknowing striped back 
as deliberate as sharpening a pencil. 
And then the pounce, 
the real law of the jungle, 
you with your fangs around its rump, 
it braying in agonizing terror. 
What you want from life 
is to trot back to your den in triumph, 
zebra intestine flapping in your jaw 
like spaghetti. 
So they don't pay you as much as the next guy. 
You're at the point now 
that if they paid you in zebras 
that would be enough. 


John Grey
It's time
It's time to give
It's time to forgive
All your relatives and friends 
It's time to give
It's time to live 
Honestly with no pretends
It's time to share
It's time to care
About every move you make
It's time to share
And time to declare
The hope in my heart won't
break
It will never break
It's time to speak
Not to be weak
It's time to stand up for right
It's time to seek
The highest peak
And to struggle with all your might
It's time to strive
And to survive
In this big chaotic place
It's time to fly
With your head high
So that you are not pushed down
It's time to eye
The endless sky
And to reach out for your crown
It's time to glow
From head to toe
To look like a shining star
It's time to flow
And to let go
To heal every wound and scar
It's time to make
And not to break
The bond that you left behind
It's time to grace
A smiling face
That reflects your inner soul

Alone
I know this place from time of old,
Dark, scary and very cold.
To be left alone to stand and stare,
Out of the shadows of despair,
To be left to feel so tired and stranded,
The doubt of a liar branded? 

With no-one there to understand,
Who's with me to hold my hand?
Left to cry myself asleep,
I alone will secrets keep,
For I must learn how to cope,
From this dark place with little hope.

Heavy baggage forever to be carrying, 
Will it prevent me from marrying?
Can I ever again feel whole?
At least this has to be my goal.
All I long for is a hug and a cuddle,
But that's what started this awful muddle.

I tell you one thing that's a definite must, 
A dependable man to love and trust,
One that's patient and tolerant of baggage,
To sweep me off in a golden carriage,
To a new life, uninhibited and free,
But most of all to love me for me.

But that sort of thing only happens in books, 
And besides, I know I don't have the looks,
Someone please strike a match or a light,
Just so I know an end is in sight,
I know I won't feel like this forever,
I would like to think I'm just that little bit clever. 

But please will someone share my path?
To chat to drink and have a laugh,
To say everything will be all right,
To share my load and make it light,
Now it's time for this to end,
Guess what I need is a very close friend. 
