
Space Debris 

 
The critics are telling us what to choose, 

But we can’t choose because our choices are getting bigger, 

And we aren’t happier being surrounded by all of this noise, 

Voices reaching out and paralysing us, gripping us. 

 

Maybe Morrison was right on the night when he intoned; 

The end, the end my only friend. 

Because quite liberally our society is taking back our liberties 

And freedom perished in favour of security 

 

The four walls are closing in and the sandpit is shrinking 

Like a star wars inter galactic space compactor 

And if you are claustrophobic you had better pick up another phobia 

Because they are handing them out these days  

Like lollipops at a child’s birthday. 

 

In fact I am getting a phobia about phobias! 

Is there such a thing already? Perhaps not, but then, 

There are a tonne of pyscho-analysts ready to unblock your mind, 

And burden your soul with a million questions, 

On the path to enlightenment, but 

No one’s really left the light on 

Since the big chubby guy sat down pondering the falling of the leaf. 

 

Speaking of falling, since when did falling become fashionable? 

Dropouts are now tech geniuses. 

Deadbeats are celebrities. 

Tells all’s become tall orders and, 

Redemption is the only song sung. 

 

But if your humanity scratches the polished stainless steel virtues of society, 

Then look out because the new digital gendarmes, 

Patrol the corridors of power in the data age. 

But hey, thank heavens for the Space Debris, 

As we all need to know who is peeing, eating and sleeping. 

Statuses throb away like a nightmarish 1984. 

 

So where art thou Romeo? 

Well I’m in roaming the last place where they can’t reach me. 

Or can they? Paranoia slams shut the final door to the mind, 

And in the darkness, the prisoner sighs and etches another numeral on the wall. 
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