PICTURE ME AND THE WATERMAN





In the middle there is me


As there always used to be


All around me there is sea


Silent ocean





Not a ripple, not a breeze


I can feel my fingers freeze


Paralysing waters seize


Every motion


Ever emotion





Here Ego goes again, emerging at my feet


Crying's not for me, it says, not for me


What good is denial when I have cried a sea


In memory





Picture me and the waterman


If you can


Picture me and the waterman


At sea, all at sea again.





Sometimes I wish you had let me run onto the rocks


You just disappeared, like fog, disappeared


Who can you be if you belie your very name


Fie for shame!





Picture me...





Do I throw around for direction?


Do I scream my lungs raw for help?


Is it true that all I crave is detection?


Or isn't it just as well


That I lie low, lost in introspection


Adrift on bitter sea


After all that recollection


What is left for me?





Picture me...
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