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Stories, Scripts, Illustrations, Film Ideas, Production Design & Storyboards
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SWANSONG

Final part of the Zackariah Swift story.
He is now very old and can hardly move
around, bui his quiet days are suddenly
interrupted by a couple of strangers who
take him on the journey of his life.

ZxZ

Second part of the fantasy story told in verse.
Feeling lost in the middle of life, muddled in
his own story and with an inabity to see the
value in the life around him, Zachariah Swift
wrestles with himself and his world in this
odd and imaginative iale.

ZAK & the GENESTALK

Fantasy story in verse. As a young boy,
Zak has a bad fall but with the help of Dr.
Xueebody and a spirit brother, Zimo, he is
helped to help himselfin this strange tale
Jull of imagination and loving sentiment.

APRIL’S CLOCK

After losing the love of her life, April
Snow lives in a lighthouse overlooking the
waters that took her lover. In old age, she
suffers alone until her radio crackles with
a strange message ...

THE MAGIC MACHINE

A mysterious stranger arrives in a town
where everyone seems to argue about
everything. He invenis a strange machine
with which he teaches the townsfolk a
lesson and a more peaceful way of life.



2002 Writer & Illustrator

The Wooden Hill

Fantasy saga in verse. Guardian of dreams and
amazing inventor, S.Milus ban Tomn, builds an
apprentice and takes off on a journey to discover
more of his strange world. He meets many odd
characters, sees many strange sights and becomes
caught up in a search for a dangerous individual
who's destiny can only be altered by Milus himself.




1997 Writer

1996 Writer & Designer

ArtWars

Black comic fantasy in which a scientist uses
cloning to bring famous artists and writers back to
life to combat the organised assassinations of
present day practitioners. Designed to be a highly
stylised film, it is a satire on the art world and it’s
many flamboyant and bizzare characters.

Asylum

Dark supernatural tale of young lovers who are
discovered by the girl’s mother, a witch. She curses
and banishes them to a limbo in which they remain
until, hundreds of years later, they find a way back
into the world when the remains of the witch are
unearthed near a remote farmhouse.

Dead Man’s Handle

Early monday morning, a womans body is laying
before a man who slowly gets ready for work as an
underground train driver. He goes to work and
embarks on a reckless journey through the dark,
culminating in a breakdown and realisation of his
actions in a surreal trial where he has to explain
himself.






































































You

Knowing you
I wouldn’t dream of that

Not knowing you
I couldn’t bare to dream of that

Hating you
I could dream of that

Loving you
How I love to dream of that

Loving you
How I'd love to live like that.



Exorcising Doubt

As the rocking chair creaked
the Blackwood sang
so soft and dark
silent memories
sent the meanings
hit me
later on
flitting in
and out of focus
getting lost in doubt
SO unsure as evening comes
so resigned as daylight goes

the pirates of the mind
could never captain such danger
like the blue devils that Tom saw
those psychic vampires I heard about
shadows at the edges
of sight and conciousness

They come

when Hercules is tired

when Einstien is asleer
they came

to take what made them laugh
through tunnels and clouds
biting on cyanide
in Black Magic’s pouch

The garden soaked up the night
as I smoked at the back door
I couldn’t give up the ghost
although I toyed with the idea

my solid breath remarked in vain
‘it was the pain that made me change’.



Speed the Game

Night crawls
licking the land
soaking the sky

dancing the fields
climbing trees
breaking hearts

non stop

he needs no breath
to pounce from boughs
to snake the green blades
like the wind inside the sea

Silence the word
Speed the game
Timelessly pretending

He pounces
to slice the light into himsel
it’s all he knows

He finds us at the starting blocks
making conversation and love
wishing below
a gust of tired geese
lit by the milk of the moon
torever fresh
we leap the bowing trees
hurdle kneeling rocks
we outrun the wind

Running to the East
against the rushing current
neck and neck
with the tide of night.



I can see her

I can see
the life that is really her
dancing in that fleshtone frame
prancing in a garden game

Her mind is made of music
happy within her head
her mind knows in it's way
that nothing need be said

[ can see her
far behind those breathing eyes
far beyond that field of hair
her face before the music
her mystery and melody

My everlasting dream wrung dry
is hers to melt and mould
in the afternoon when all seemed lost
the sun turned into gold

I can see her
well within that twisted beauty
a mad truth hits an elegance
I'm not fooling
like I did to do the dance
upside down to learn
how on earth that old romance
was fresh at every turn

I can see
she doesn’t see me
I can tell

she doesn’t know me

Reasons call reasons but logic must fal
I don’t dare call what others call love
Reasoning doubts that there’s reason at all
To spend time with her is reason enough



My Hero

All the time
I was playing
the fool
acting
the goat
pretending to be
my hero

my childhood hero

All the time
something
was happening

All the time
something
was digging
and taking away

Taking away
my hero
my adult hero

my hero.



Going Nowhere

I've travelled far beyond Wit’s End
through winding lanes and back again
I find I live inside Square One

the turn off, out of town, has gone

The traffic lights are always green
to travel ‘round and ‘round unseen
however fast, however keen
I always end up where I've been

One day I thought I'd found a way
to leave the road and off I strayed
but all I got was lost and found
myself to be a backward hound

I joined in with the current throng
helped them make and do me wrong
kept my brightness out of sight
as if those fools had got it right

I saw that they were capable
of raping something rapeable
and overcome with mortal fear
I reached out for another beer

My impact craters multiplied
the path to death was simplified
a bright red carpet led the way

it looked as if I'd had my day

I agreed but wouldn’t go
I argued with myself but no
it seemed that I would stick around



Like Indy Jones
beneath the truck
like any poem
by Chuck Buk

like Byron DONE
for all his fancies
Da Vinci DONE
for Necromancy

like Oscar Wide

in Reading goal
like Einstien

in a roaring gale

like those who tend
to fuck and judge

make up their minds
and never budge

like those that think

they’ve got it right

because the future’s
out of sight

like those believing
each new day,
each thing believed
yesterday



Autumn

We must meet somewhere
[ warm to hear you
in the snuggled slumber
of a frozen morning
I smell her nimble breath
within the red of Autumn’s womb
a pure white winter sets to bloom
I was looking for the bones of a snowman
I cut my throat on a broken promise
we drank wine and talked
we made love
we slept
we woke
half kissed
kissed
touched
her breast
her hair
she was so warm
hot, warm
inviting and intriguing
so warm and real next to me
wonderfully tired
complicated
white magic
she devastates me
how haphazard
the things she says and does
she would be scared
to hear my mind
and still the snow will fall
and the morning becomes a day
I couldn’t drink, but I did
and slept all the way through Christmas Day.



Home

With everything to come home to
and nothing to go away for
I'll sit here in my little town
and write my little fairy tales

I'll farm a little land
for just enough pay
to feed myself and anyone else
who happens along the way

The fields are just too beautiful
to leave this time of year
the children are too wonderful
to spoil with city tears

parents and then grandparents
are always by my side
as I will be with my children
so I can seek, when they hide

so how does my holy wife
clean out my woven hive?
She fills out my molish life

and keeps my dreams alive.



Mountain Cries

I heard a rush of mountain cries
before I left my lay
and much more strangeness came to pry
before the break of day

and in the dawn the wailers came
heath trudging, fork and song

my terrors flew, left heards lame
and church bells floated long



