Set 1- Him and Her

Riddles's Playlist: 1.30

We were stray kids in the park, seasons in the sun.
Together in electric dreams in next to next beds.
Talking to the moon about the year 2525, we were foolish kids in the dark.

Those were the days of our lives. 
I was your brown eyed girl, glory of love, heat of the moment, who were we kidding we were only 9.

They tried to tell us we're too young.
But you knew who you wanted, I knew who I was.
New man, button down, binder, blue suede shoes,
twist and shout yell it out, do what you wanna do.
So:

Boyfriend.

Boy who is a friend.

Boy who was a girl loved a boy like you, 

now loves someone else. 
And it's different love, not less, not more, just different.

The world isn't big enough to keep me away from you.

And this new love, it's comfort and warmth and coffee and tea with Misfit biscuits in an early morning or a late night blurring into one.

I wanted a memory, a movie scene ending 
with you, 
dramatic and aching but instead it was slow.
It was slipping through my fingers while you slipped out of view.

It's been coming on so long I was just the last to know. 
Had to grow up one day and I will,
some day. 
But not away from you. 

You and your summer night city, while I have pink sky shepherds warning over daybreak dawning on Welsh lands and cold hands wrapped around steaming mugs.





For Millie: 1.30
My midnight bedroom, lamplight,
the calm of approaching night and the muffled downstairs television
Voices up the stairs across the hall, doors shutting and I'm safe from them.
Here 
With you
On the phone, crackling through the speaker
Crackling laughter like a lightning storm, we kept them awake with our thunder
Words on the page, in my mind, out loud, words from you to me and back again and through the page and my god do we laugh.
One day we won't have these stormy nights and paper cuts but for now they are everything. 
One day I will be lucky if I get you once a week, 
With your schedule and my forgetting, and all of the things that life throws our way;
the course of true love never did run smooth.
I was in love, in a sense.

I am in love… that’s what it is. 
Not like your love for him or my love for them, but it’s love all the same 
And though you don’t say it often, I feel it in that crackling phone.
I feel it in the visits you make and the time you take and all the little things you send to make me laugh like we used to.
My god do we laugh.

And when we get those moments…
On the sofa that used to be leather in the lounge that used to be red, your feet in my lap, my hand in yours
Movie playing in the dark room with the empty pizza boxes, that’s when it all comes back 
and you’re mine 
and I’m yours
And nothing and no-one can take that.




Set 2- Me Myself and I
Eulogy to Him: 3.20 
When I die, I want the whole world to stand still. Quiet splendour.
I want to know I mattered. I want to be remembered. And by that I mean my little world; my 6 people, my tiny town and green Welsh village, my home away from home and the one I was born in. 
I want to see tears, big dramatic ones, I want to see mugs thrown at walls and 'why is the world so cruel!?' and breakdowns that wrack them for days. I want to know their worlds won't be the same. 
I want to matter, even if it's too late.
I want them to know me, I want them to say: Music was the only thing that made him feel human, friends were the only thing that kept him living, his partner kept him dreaming and his family kept him stuck. His parents didn’t get him, but damn he wished they would. 
I want my mother and father to call me son. 
I don’t know what happens when I’m gone, where I go or what I am but I hope I can come back again. Reincarnation, kumbaya, cycle of life, et cetera… A chance to love everything a second time ‘round, to be someone who makes my parents proud. Maybe I’d come out improved, with a little less anger and a little less blue or a mind that can hold a thought for more than a moment or two. 
Maybe there’s a heaven, maybe there’s a hell. 
Not sure where I’d go, depends on who you ask I suppose; does the love that I have make me a sinner, do they not take those who weren’t believers, does my body fit the lock on the pearly gate, does God accept those so full of rage and hate. Maybe I’d be safer with those down below, away from the divine’s judgement glow.
I’ve thought about coming back as a ghost, but I think it would hurt… watching everyone mourn and grow old and forget, lay alone in a bed with a sheet overhead. No… 
I think I’d have to haunt someone far away, throw shit at their head, make a poltergeist remake – they used real skeletons as props, so it was cursed they said… 
I’d like to be a nuisance long after I’m dead… move the keys around, hide a favourite mug, lock the cat in the bathroom till it wakes someone up……

I think about it too often; what they’ll think when I’m gone. If that kid from year 6 remembers playing mechanics on my lawn… if the boy who I loved for 16 years could move on; find a new best friend, someone basic and blonde. 
If the girl who turned up and became my world overnight could forget me as quick without much of a fight. If the ones that I lived with would care, should I just disappear, should my mugs in the cabinet lay thick with dust and the hinges of my door begin to rust. 
Would the tap-dancing turtle take a second look at the notes that I wrote in his favourite book. Would the birds fly the cage if I left the latch open, would they wait on the perch still whistling and hoping. Would my sunflower wilt in the window pot or learn how to live now than I do not. 
All these things that I wonder that I’ll never know. Or maybe I will, but I’ll never tell. I need to go out with a bang and have everyone know, that I loved every moment of this godforsaken show. 

I want them to dance at my funeral.
Untitled Breakdown: 2:00
Listening to Radiohead, you know the one. I think it was playing in the bar but now it’s just playing in my head, over and over, the lines scratching over the truth already etched on my mind. 
I’m a creep. 
  		I’m a weirdo. 
  			  What the hell am I doing here? 
  									            I don’t belong here.

The room knows it. Or maybe I’ve imagined it. Maybe they see me as one of them…
I doubt it. 
They must know, the aliens in the Halloween costumes, they must see I’m a lost. It’s not just the two day old tee-shirt I can’t help thinking reeks, or the scuffed shoes or the spot on my face that just won’t fuck off. It’s in the way I move, in the way I breathe and speak and blink. I don’t belong here. 
The room is swimming in noise standing out against the bass in my head
1  -  2
1 – 1 – 1 –      2 
1  -  2
1 – 1 – 1 –      2 
I catch glimpses of conversations; try to block them out. Thom Yorke kicks it off with the first verse and my head is drowning in sounds, words, beats, thoughts in the form of hums and voices: If only I could think in images. 
Maybe it would be peaceful.
My friends are looking at me with worried frowns. I mean, they’re hardly the picture of normal, they’re like me in so many ways, they understand me in so many ways, But…
I feel alone. 
I feel like the only me in the world: a world of us and we. I am a them. Them in the corner. That one. That thing with the shifting gaze and the angry face. But I’m not angry, 
I’m lost. 
Always lost.
Sea of faces, sea of voices and I’m the only me. I have never felt so… wrong. 
Do you ever just sit and realise that you are the only you? The only one who can feel what you feel and think what you think and hurt like you hurt. Doesn’t it drive you mad?
I want to be an us, a we. Not a me. Not when I’m the only one.
An Alien At A Garden Party: 1:00
I stand in the corner, safe and sound,
A secret we keep while you do the rounds.
Too much of one thing, not enough of the other,
Tried the mask that you wear but it only smothered.
Not like you and your mask that you wear so well,
Mine is clear, see straight through, everyone can tell.
You perouse, fake a laugh keep that smile plastered on
I sit still, hold my breath hope they don’t catch on…
That i’m odd, that i’m weird that I simply don’t fit
Keep it hid underneath pack it tight with a zip.
Wonder why, wonder if, if there’s something wrong,
Yes there is and its this and it’s not your fault
But the eyes and the voices and the rules I don’t know
And the lines to learn to put on a show
It’s too much, it’s too hard, too loud and too bright
And each time that I try I realise they’re right. 
Something’s wrong in my head, i’m wired differently
Surrounded by voices and they’re all telling me
It’s not hard, you should try, you might get there one day.
But why should I blend into their shades of grey?
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