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The Ghost Game of Celebrity 
 
Welcome to the ghost game of celebrity, 
the trick-or-treat vision of fame. 
Welcome to the hope that money and power 
will quickly devour the shame. 
 
Welcome to the restless world of the tabloid spread, 
the cult of the breast on Page Three. 
Welcome to the Faustian pact of a life on the blag 
and nightclub entry for free. 
 
Welcome to the jet-streamed, ephemeral  
glitter-sick hell of Frankenstein’s TV set 
where the ghosts of celebrity present and past 
change caste in a game of Russian roulette. 
 
Will you get rich quick and out of the office? 
Are you slick enough to survive? 
Will you have music to sell us in ten years’ time? 
Will you turn to crime? Will you still be alive? 
 
In the too-brief world of the tabloid god 
brazen self-belief is a must. 
The briefer the candle, the brighter it burns 
but the smaller the urn for your dust. 
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Don't Scoff at the Hoff 
 
He’s a happy cheeseball icon, 
he’s a kosher brand of ham. 
He’ll keep you watching for ten minutes 
till the swimsuit bit with Pam. 
 
He’s kitsch and rather charming 
in his dumb ironic way. 
His hair’s his personality. 
He’s hetero and he’s gay. 
 
He’s Germany’s pop saviour. 
He’s straight in at number three. 
He’s your latest chintzy ringtone. 
He’s Christmas tinsel on the tree. 
 
He’s a lover and an actor, 
he’s a chiselled hunk of cheese. 
He makes a certain brand of woman 
go quite weak at the knees. 
 
He will woo you from a distance 
through the TV screen. 
He’s an oily, happy charmer. 
He’s coffee sans caffeine. 
 
He’s an advertising Hercules – 
for what brand, it matters not – 
but if it takes twelve tasks to sell it  
he’ll give it all he’s got 
 
which isn’t much I must admit, 
but there’s no call to scoff. 
He may be a disco glitterball 
but there’s just one David Hasselhoff 
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so enjoy him while he lasts, 
give him the worship he requires 
until his star is again consumed 
in its own greedy fires. 
 
Pamper him and love him  
from Rio to Berlin 
until at last the time comes 
to make a sofa from his skin. 
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Because I'm Worth It 
 
I want to eat crisps  
and suddenly become a football god and TV personality 
in one fell swoop 
because seriously, I am so worth it. 
I want to live like a celebrity 
choking on money and girls 
and whatever else is to hand 
because I am worth it. 
 
I want weak lager to make me look like Brad Pitt 
because I am worth it. 
When I splash Chanel No 5 on my girl 
I want her to suddenly transform  
by alchemical miracle into Nicole Kidman 
because I’m worth it. 
 
I want the TV to suck me in  
and keep me in its land of happy fantasies 
where the walls are as removable 
as the clothes 
and you can skip several months 
in under a second 
because I’m worth it. 
 
I want to get out of this crummy town 
because I’m worth more than it. 
I want to stop selling shampoo 
over the counter in Boots 
 
in fact 
I want my shampoo to set me up for life 
because damn it I’m worth it I tell you. 
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The British Song 
 
I’m Anglo-Saxon. I’m of German extraction. 
I’m a Celt. My blood’s from the East. 
I’m Norman, I’m Viking and I came hiking 
to the British ethnicity feast. 
 
Yes, I’m British, British, born of the skittish 
aftermaths of empires gone. 
I’m mixed, multiracial and no PR facial 
can take away from the truth of that song. 
 
I’m Muslim, I’m Gurkah, I’m a social worker. 
I’m Jewish, I’m royal, I’m black. 
I’m a desperate immigrant, an urgent applicant 
escaping from torture, attack. 
 
I’m no Nigel Farage. I won’t smugly disparage 
anyone because I’m afraid. 
I’ve heard Albion calling and find it appalling 
when small men take fear on parade. 
 
I’m a Brit, I’m a Brit and anyone’s fit 
to take that name with pride as a tag. 
I live in a world where one cannot stay curled 
hermetically up in a flag. 
 
In the Britain I live in, no one should give in 
to hate or abuse or despair. 
Whatever my creed, orientation or breed 
all that matters is to be kind and be fair. 
 
Yes, I’m British, British, born of the skittish 
aftermaths of empires gone. 
I’m mixed, multiracial and no PR facial 
can take away from the truth of that song. 
  


