TIME & TIME





Time and time again he leaves you feeling so low


Time to go


Time and time drain aways from you day by day


Time to go away


Time to go away





A way to go, a way with words


A way out of this, even though it hurts


I won't pretend it is an easy way to go


But when your waters overflow like I saw you today


I wish you a way


I wish you a way.





Time and time...





A way to go, away without leave


A wayward soul, away to receive


The kisses and the killer blows


But when your water overflows any future day


I wish you a way


I won't be far away





Time & time...





And when your skies turn a deeper grey


I'll be here to stay


I won't go away





Time & time...





									February 24th 1998


�
SWIM





Can I still remember how it felt


To have my feet on solid earth


Can I raise a weary smile


Or laugh for all I am worth?


Swim swan swim


Swim swan swim


Swim swan swim





In movements mechanical 


As my head/ skin/ eyesight pales


When all of life is but


An elegant dive onto the rails.


Swim swan swim


Swim swan swim


Swim swan swim





In white white waters where I cannot see the ground


My head the pupil in the white of an eye, casting its gaze around


Where are all my heroes? Indifferent or drowned.


And no more soothing voices, nothing but the sound





Of white water in my ears


Closing channels down opaque


Milky lips restrain the question 


Of how much more of this I can take


Swim swan swim


Swim swan swim


Swim swan swim


A baby in labour in a sea of milk


A lady in state in a bloodless pose


A middle-aged dancer everyone knows


My favourite skeleton turning his back


An eyeball of white in an ocean of black


Come close my eyes...





									March 18th 1998�
TEN NINE EIGHT





That stale taste lingers in my mouth


Ten nine eight


Those bygone dreams of going south


Ten nine eight


Those twin red rail tracks running late


Ten nine eight


Seven


Too close for comfort: heaven?





That ever-widening wine-red pool


Six five four


That sweat against the evening cool


Six five four


My palms all red, my throat all sore


Six five four


Three


And ever less and less of me.





Me, a setting sun suffused in red


On a distant earth I bleed a bed





Or roses - watch them wilt to black


Three two one


Spinal column falling slack


Three two one


How many breaths under the sun


Three two one


None


So this is it; how easily I'm done...!





								April 8th 1998�
L
