THE THURSDAY ROOM

There's noise in my beliefs

Things that be, things that come

Never quite become

Clear

There's a blur in my confessions

Walk a life, walk the line

Holding the lifeline

Here

In the Thursday Room

I have grown tired of the closed rooms

& of the reading of cards

They always promise you diamonds in spades

& a profusion of hearts

To the faithful, the puppeteer will always put on an extra show

Oh here I go

In the Thursday Room

There's a space in my fixations

Hands time-tied, hands that wave

On a tidal wave

Of land

There's a freedom in not moving

Freezing outside, freezing time

Stepping outside time

I stand

My own

In the Thursday Room.

April 25th 1999

MARINADE

Something leaves a vapour trail 

Leaves my mouth as I exhale

All the unformed words, all the unsung screams

All the steam

Leaves me here

And I'm no one to anyone as layers of skin disappear

The water leaves my flesh so bare

Touch me here and touch me there

The spices sting and intoxicate, a liquid bed

A trail of red

A bath in blood

A frivolous idea when in real life it's anything but...

(And I muse idly about how blood is so much like the old man's kisses: warm, wet, from the heart and tasting slightly of iron...)

I wait for your mouth

I'm laid before your mouth

I'm made for your mouth
Me, marooned in marinade

The table for the feast is laid

All of me in dazzling scents and flavours

My favourite favours

My tenderest meat

My delicate juices, my savoury for my sweet

Or do I just preserve myself?

April 25th 1999

KING ARTHUR'S CAFÉ


26 years on the road

Waiting not for time nor tide

Decidedly out of direction

But always in for a ride

This is me, this is Holland

There's filming going on outside in the rain

I've just bought an hour of certainty

A stationary menu-reader, I really can't complain after

26 years on the road...

This is me, this is Sunday

Here's a multilingual mouth proficient in being at a loss

I've just bought an hour of silence

A few square feet of fortress where our paths may cross

See you at King Arthur's 

See where we're going

Will you be with me under whoever's name

Some 26 years more down the road

Will you treasure the tales of the mapless years

Will you help me unwind and unload

Will you read to me the lines on my face

Will you help me understand

The well-worn battle charts, the Leonardo plans

In crabby mirror hand

Will you tell me where I've been?

Can you tell me who I've been?

See you at King Arthur's

To see where we're going

This is me, this the moment

Now the only place that I can be sure I'll arrive

Is the same time tomorrow

And I head for that at heartspeed and I feel I am alive

See you at King Arthur's

See where I'm going!

June 3rd 1999

PAINTED SAILS

Take me away 

Beautiful sailing ship 

Take me home

Calm the breath of Scylla

Soft the evening haze

Older now the currents

Shorter now the days

The compass needle quivers in irony

It points at me

The near end of the Odyssey

Take me away 

Beautiful sailing ship 

Take me home

Distant now the sirens

A memory their song

Ice on the horizon

The silence warm and long

The compass needle drops down defiantly

Points at the sea

The far end of the Odyssey

Take me away 

Beautiful sailing ship

Take me home

Though your mast may be worm-eaten

Though your navigation fails

Though they may be frayed and blackened

I recognise your painted sails

Take me away...

June 3rd 1999


NORMAL SONG

I find my way by sight - applying cryptic tricks

Pundits think up words - so do lunatics

All of this just to signpost a labyrinth?

Upstairs downstairs, stop on a landing

A lunar landing

Modularising floors

Zonal logic, a black and a light

A wrong and a right

Counting in twos and fours

A tick of a clock, a rhythm of normality

I don't think my mind is in touch

I can't say I mind all that much

A thousand contradictions

I hit that floor - a possibility

I fall right through - imaginarily

Truth as odd as fiction

Ask a madman to think and watch his action

Draw satisfaction 

Out of his milling hands

Scratch your mark on this glass, map out unknown paths

You'll cross your own paths 

Plainly in no man's land

Advancing backwards through irrationality

I don't think my mind is in touch...

A void:

Holding up communication

Multitudinous typos

Corrupt my computation

& I abandon thought for living!

June 24th 1999


SEMAPHORE

All that's left is to write

As the imprints of our palms

Fade away on the shore

With weak and aching arms

We're down to semaphore

Whatever happened to licking the words 

(replaced by silence)

From each other's lips

Foregoing eye and ear?

Whatever happened to tracing the letters

(and letters of love they were)

With lazy fingertips 

Why is it now that 'near'

Means nothing any more?

When the distance that we need to bridge

Is the distance that we need to talk?

All that's left is to write...

We swim in air without a sound

Give me a sign you're still around

Arms flailing

Words failing

Hands cupped

Message corrupt

Only one word in seven makes sense

All that's left is to write...

We swim in air without a sound

Give me a sign you're still around

Throw your fireworks around me to incense my weary body

Throw your firearms around me and be sure of me

Throw your fireworks around me to incense my weary body

Sail your fireships around me and be sure of me

With my arms open wide

Cross-read me

With my hands loose by my side

Concede me

Just the space it takes to breathe.

All that's left is to write...

We swim in air without a sound

Give me a sign you're still around.

August 16th 1999

FINS

The story begins

With fins:

And with waves licking our feet

Into shape

With going overboard

The great escape

At first, all is white

All is motion, all is ocean, all is swirls

Bubbles split the light

Like the skins of a million happy pearls

And the hunt for treasure is on

Down, down, down...

So soon, all is blue

All is current, all is floating, all is flight

All is distant from you

In a weightless cubic world of sight

And the limits slip from your hands

Down, down, down...

At last, all is black

All is heavy, all is solid, all is calm

Feel the fins on your back

As the sea holds you in its arm

in an ever-tightening grip

And you slip -

In the nick of time

Out of the slackening lump of flesh that rockets upwards

And with an echo of the bends

The story ends.

August 16th 1999

EVE (CRESS REFERENCE)

Wherever there's men there's wretchedness

Never ever tell them there's help

Remember

When we grew between the reeds 

September

Well-fed restless seeds

We met the needs 

Ever better

Remember

When we rested next these streets

December

Embers led the feet

We were replete

Even then

When we were there

Where we met

The few decent rejects there were

We descended, yet

We were fed preserved sense

When we needed decent reference

Let there be me

Let me be remembered

August 22nd 1999

WRITE WITH NO PEN

The pen on the desk laid to rest

You write

Painting letters on your chest

You fight

They say you cannot write yourself

You might

But your movements will not cloud

Your sight

Write with no pen

No credits for the writer

The largest part of you remains unseen
no riddle to decipher

the movements of your pen have never been

Curtain call

For you

Letters fall

For you

Letters fall

And line the stage boards three feet deep

Over you...

The movements of your mind will not

Betray

The convolutions of your plot

They stay

Mindwritten in the margins

In grey

At last your figures enter

The play

Write with no pen

No credits for the writer

The largest part of you remains unseen
No mystery to decipher

The movements of your pen have never been

                                                                                                   w/ Tobi Jung 7/9/99

HERE COMES IOCASTA

Here comes Iocasta

The perfectly charming disaster

Faster than rumour and certainly louder

With an air of g flat minor and smoking gunpowder

She's so fine, she's a mine about to go bang

She's got that lemonoid tang

She's got that flavour in the mouths and the slang of each gang

About

She's seriously far out

Of her skull cap

Without a map

She made it from the mother of all laps

To the more artistic gaps

You'd better clap for her rap

She takes no crap

Have you met her? No?

Well, there you go...
Here comes Iocasta

The perfectly charming disaster

You'd better make way for her if you can

Maaan...

Here comes Iocasta

The perfectly charming disaster 

Master of the nick-of-time appearance

She's a paradigmatic paragon of dogged perseverance

She's a dog, she's a god, she's a goddess

She's in a holy mess

Won't go for anything less than the best

Or the most

Got pipped at the post-

Modern bitching game

Where she came

Second but anyway she came

Another notch to her name

Another claim to fame

And no shame

She shakes the spear

Right here
Here comes Iocasta

The perfectly charming disaster

You'd better make way for her if you can

Maaaan....










Sept 30th 1999
DEFENESTRATION   

I'm here in the desert – can't get my sleep

Happy bloody hour

Bright moon scar crescent – is mine to keep

Horse eating flower

And  can't come up with anything

That I would rather do

With a razor sharpened mind

I split the world in two

And all of this is mine

All except for you

And a window to throw you out of










Oct 9th 1999

PHOSPHORUS


P stands for present

Pressing problems

Overkill of everything, richness of decay

P stands for past

Perfect picture

Haven't things always been better than today?

Standing on the end of the line, standing on the brink

We figure ourselves less inclined to swim than to sink

Release the line – it's about time

P stands for putrid

Cities like dunghills

Rotting ever so softly, and it's oh so hard to cope

P stands for prophets
So they will have us believe

In a day and age so lamentable only fools and horses hope

When ahead all is blackness and behind all is bright

A Golden Age in afterglow, a sweet hypnotic light

Now rise & shine – it's about time

Ever wasted a thought on the idea

That the P for potential is right now & here?

And that the radiant light we see

Is the phosphorus distilled from memory?

To unlearn the most powerful alchemy yet

We'd have to learn not to forget

Cursed and blessed - sieve for a mind

To have or to hold – we make our own time










Oct 25th 1999

READ ME

Do what you do best

Navigare necesse est.











Nov 1999
AMMONITES

Take me into no man's land tonight

I'll be a good girl and keep my mouth shut tight

Pretend you've got me in your hand

In no man's land

Behind the wall

Where you can retell the story of it all

And when your mouth runs dry

And when your mouth runs dry

Then paint my name on the ammonites

To remind yourself of me

Breathe life back into the ammonites

Revive the memory

And when your mouth runs dry

Just try again

Make my face from ammonites tonight

I'll be a good girl and keep my mouth shut tight

And you'll curl up inside your shell

(just as well)

And say your prayers

For a love that is no longer there

And if your mouth runs dry...








January 2nd 2000
