When the Fame Hits My Head 

You knock on the door and I open it up 
Who’ll be there to answer and splinter my cup 

The reasons pour in and brim over the top 

Until more is overflowing than I ever could stop 

I fall into favour to a handsome degree 

Slip back out again so I can feel free

Hide behind curtains and hide behind walls

So I don’t have to meet their glaring enthrals

They package me up, I’m delivered and sent 

I look at the box; ribboned, brown with a dent

Pretty pictures they flash every where that I walk 

Am I really the person about whom they talk 

Wretched and vain all trapped in myself 

As fragile as silver and shallow as delft 

To think I’m a stick man, a hollow wooden frame 

With the weight of the world tasting of blame

Dragons reside and brim in my soul 

I’m burning with heaven, God shovelling coal 

Fire and lightening cascade on my head 

I’m more alive now and I’m dying in dread

The blackest of nights takes root in my heart 

I’m made of a fabric no shears rip apart 

Like the star dotted sky expanding to space 

The more that you look, the more that you face

Comprehension leaves its boots at the door 

And I’m buzzing inside as I fall through the floor

An endless horizon of forever entranced

All bound up in my face in one mirror glance

I let shouting reach, it lands on my ears 

It sounds all the bells of a thousand ringed fears 

This black hole that sits in the base of my skull
Calls them to me. Let them feel this lull

Paper thin people and paper thin cries 

Only rips up my paper bourne lies 

The flash in their eyes as they spark off my own

Reminds me again there’s a whole lifetime unshown 

In each of their beds lies a world that’s unsung 

And in each of their hearts a human being begun 

Soft hands where they hold their favourite things 

All the jewels they create mark the joy that they bring 

I leave them today and I leave them tonight

I drop my face down and don’t meet at the eyes

But something passes between of snowflakes and dew 

And I know in my heart I’m connected to you 

Peace sinks me down and sits on my chest

And the room is warmed up by these people at rest 

Brimming and filling a place I don’t know 

So much further to explore than I ever could go 

My fear is my own and I paint it in blue 

Sorry for shouting, it’s not down to you 

