YULE TIDE

yule tide……..

rather cruel tide

           in the hurrying 

                           and the scurrying

of the pleasures of the flesh

like inebriated ants 

lends……

the rushing in a mad frenzy

of lunatic self persecution

commercialism and neon lights

clutch the throat right and tight

in frantic convulsions

with the crispy feeling 

of bank notes and coins

in the crashing

               and the bashing

                             and the ringing

                                                and the jingling

of tills and cash boxes

how hi the sounds

from the fi

drifting around and by

making you wonder why

there’s no pie

                           falling from the sky

masochists of the soul

these times play a role

and you ask yourself

             ‘whatever happened

to the first noel’

                                       or the silent night dole

with the robust hollow laughter

and the glazed seeing eye

fulfilling the precipitation

                of unwilling premeditation

oh what a sacrilege

what mockery of sanctimony

what salacious

saltatorial

scuffle

what scurrilous scum

sculptured the screech

                        of celebrating christmas

                  fused in such satirical fashion

woe to the little boy

                  lying in the manger

picking his nose whilst

waiting for the magi rangers

woe to the sheperds

and their flock

counting sheep in stock

woe to the flight 

from herrod the parrot

not knowing that he cannot

oh come all of you faithful

haven’t you heard of the saviour

forget being so playfull

watch your manners and behaviour

come

kneel down and pray

yesterday today everyday

instead you shout

“hunt him down

find him now’n

kill!

kill!

   kill!!”

with froth on the mouth

searching east 

       north

  west

south

in the jungle bells 

                       and the reindeers

in fortifications

of whiskies and beers

       the bugles are sounded

the hounds are rounded

you pull out your guns

call up your sons

who sharpen their knives

predators of life

dominus vobiscum

                         et cum spirit tu

lord have mercy

lord have mercy

they know not what they do

i want to wish one and all

a merry christmas

coupled with a prosperous

New year

and listen to the tidings i bring

of peace….

                      love….

and brotherhood

the vicar in his vicarage

conveys the mood

while tending his soul 

                                        as mortgage

poor man

a fugitive of yule

chanting invocations

of absolutions

misere nobis

misere nobis

in his foul breathed voice

brother what a load of bull

cogitative 

                incoherent

                                concoctions

the choir starts to sing

amidst the shooting

                    and the looting

one life lost

one life gained

while those who remained 

became drunk in merriment

come all of you faithful

rejoice and worship the birth

peace to man on earth

a king is born

this world tired and forlorn

no more iron rule

glory in the most high

allelujah on the stake

hell man 

for f**k sake

I know I want to cry

not for me

                  but them

who corrupt and coagulate

everything that’s good and right

like I can’t relate

to an intermediate using might

i mean…..

what’s good is good

and what’s bad….

well good my foot

what’s bad is sad

which makes me mad

come let us sing

                                       good tidings I bring…….
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