'I' Forecast.

What are your forecasts.... for today?
You're at home, we're away

'i' can't really say
Too many intangibles like, who will play.

Yea but who's the best, who's on form?

Who'll still be running when rivals gone home?

Who's in line for a champions league spot?

And who'll have to make do with whatever they've got?

We're funded with millions, our wage bills are huge
Our manager says it's impossible to lose

If we dribble and counter and play as we could

It's a foregone conclusion that we will come good.

Enough of investment, incentives and finance
Our boys have got gumption, eye for off chance
Team proud, honor hungry, fit run not resign
The richest, not only - fire ball past goal line

We've got fast wingers.

We've got big backs.

We've got a team with a past!
We've got a team, that's not last!

You're at home! We're away!

Your goalies gay!



What are your forecasts for today?
Were at home, you're away.

The time is nigh, beware forsooth

An eye for a lie, a tooth for the truth

Thou'll know whents time by black o' the moon
Holocaust imminent! Retribution, gloom.

Earthquakes and angels, famine and pain

Fire and pestilence, thunder and rain

Black and red horses, sword from his mouth
This hell-hole's overdue a surreal clearing out.

You don't seriously subscribe to all that codswallop? Do you?
False diatribe pontificate to facilitate screwing you

If you heed my advice stack gold in pot

get ensconced in yourself and protect what you've got.

What are your forecasts for today?
You're at home, you're away.

'i'm still not there. I'm not allowed

She won't even talk to me, unless in a crowd
My kids call me uncle, my life is a mess

The next time 'round, I'll be born.... in a dress!

She wants an admission, of guilt!.... mine alone
Divorce from assets, a life of her own

Survive or go under, fight or be kind

Do 'i' have choice while retaining my mind.



Why not peruse freedom? Choose the living of your life

If needs must, you can always take up with another man's wife
Lasciviously, savor moments! Humbly raise paled flag!

Why mourn what you haven't, when you can crave what you have.

What are your forecasts for today?
'i'm at home, you're away.

It's gone very dark here the forecast is bleak

The wind's so strong | can't keep my feet

The sun's too hot and the water's not cold

It's hard to keep motivated when you get old
Burden us taxes, thinking's a chore

Grasping small print not a breeze like before

'i'm wonton to say... 'i' can't take much more

But then I've said that before, before and before!

Then look 'i' at the mountains the sky and the ocean

The brave fruit trees and flowers that grow absent emotion
The beasts and their burdens, the will and the fear

The hawks and their prey they will always be here.

'i' open the window, usher power - crackling storm
Tension astounds me, fierce lightening unborn
Ground shaking, fire blinding, twinkle the sky

And there in a flash are gone you and 'i'.

You could fly over continents, dive under the sea
Alter your consciousness. learn how to be

Your prospects are boundless if only you'd see
You're not who you think you are

In fact you are me!



Interlude.....ccoveveeeeeeeeeinan.n,

What are your forecasts for today?
I'm at Home, you're at home

So think you so eloquent, superior to me

Privileged education spawned animosity

But, are you who you say you are, or are you another?
A carpenter, saint, a father or lover?

Or nothing at all, a sad-bag of bad-blood

winging forever to be understood?

'i' suggest an alternative, simple indeed

Change the rules of the game, so you can succeed
Start afresh, foreign land, not know who you are
Try leap somewhat lower when life raises the bar.

Don't dwell on history, embrace your dignity
Fight for your life, and emerge with sanity
Girth up loins, sword sharp in sheath

Stand up and be counted, not slither beneath.

'i' abhor past wickedness, despise my weakness
'i'd gladly change if | could shed this sickness
But how will 'i' manage to do this alone?
Miserably lonely, without crutch, without home.

Have faith in yourself lad you're not finished yet
You've bones fired with vigor and skills yet untapped
If falter or dither should enter the fray

Believe help is imminent, yonder the way!



Hard to do friend.... Easy to say!

Do you mind me procrastinating another day
Acquiescing not easy, my comfort denial
Libido depressing, no more talk of a trial.

Enough! Bury deep, foul depression, sad derision

Be strong, trust in fate, amalgamate division

Sad storm clouds passed, bright light arrive

How preview you now through another man's eyes?

Hail friend, flee fright, feel safe, 'i' love thee
Burdens shared, side by side come forth destiny
Conflict o'er, stand as one, prim lookers on to see
'i'll secretly belie the sham of our duplicity.
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