RAT ATTACKS!

Between the

Grimace and the grimoire

The guilty and the guillotine

What your dreams became, 

And what they should have been

The pot of gold, the heart of tin

The bloody lot, the meager win

The axe and the anxieties

The mirror and the memories

The minor and the major keys

The static and the symphonies

The fire and the frequencies

The sailor and his seven seas

Of prayers and of pleas

The feeble light creeps through the cracks

The flesh-like flowers, the iron-bees

In the Garden of Gethsemane

The storm heralded by the breeze

The rustling of the Judas tree.

GOOD NIGHT

… and yes, I’ve fallen ill again

From thinking of your other men

I think of all the other men

Who are better men than I.

And yes, I’m weak – so very weak

I cannot will myself to speak

Nor humbly turn the other cheek

And yet I shall not die.

CROTALIS HORRIDUS

Crotalis Horridus

– horrible cruelty!

Spitting poetry like blood,

and blood like poetry

Nights spent with serpents,

days spent too alone

Lamenting every broken bone,

and every ail ran home

I am The Dark Soul

– bad, bitter, beast!

A tidal of bad luck

against a shore of misery

Divided for Love’s sake,

for the sake of unity

Afraid to lose my poverty,

I cling to thee.

I cling to thee.

SONG FOR A DARK GIRL

Way Down south in Dixie

(Break the heart of me)

The hung my black young lover

To a crossroads tree

Way Down south in Dixie

(Bruised body high in air)

I asked the White Lord Jesus

What’s the use of prayer

Way Down south in Dixie

(Break the heart of me)

Love is a naked shadow

On a gnarled and naked tree.

BLACK HORNED SAINT

O my frenzy: Another storey before we go to bad

One girl: The way she walks makes me feel so sad

Right into  my arms, then out of the door

Right into my arms, then out of the door

I swear I’ll follow from mountain to shore

Then even the seas rise against me

To roll me like a dice 

You know there are times you don’t ask no price 

But simply claw 

At every straw and

Black Horned Saint

My Black Horned Saint 

Black Horned Saint

Black Horned Saint 

My Black Horned Saint 

Black Horned Saint

Black Horned Saint 

Oh Black Horned Saint 

Of things that are, 

and things that aint

My Black Horned Saint!

Watch me play this half-woman, half-harp

With strings so sharp & glowing

With locks so soft & flowing 

I’ll whisper her name till her doors off it´s hinges

And mightily move my gaze inches by inches

From her face to the sky 

Her face in the skies

Unseeing, and still with no tears in my eyes.

STRANGE DAZE

These are very strange days

You’re sticking needles in my doll-face

These are very strange days

All these hours have left no trace

And now the whole room seems out of place

These are very strange days

Strange daze.

ENIGMA

The Enigma of the Sphinx

It deals with age and loss

And in the very scheme of things

How fitting that’s of us 

The good ship Mary, named Celeste 

Holds it’s Enigma, too

And in it’s ghostlike loneliness

A mirror still holds you

So is it then, so must it be

With mirrors and with ships

And if the desert mirrors me

There’s the ocean of your lips.

VINEGAR & SUN

Heaven showers us with kisses

And stars rush out in your eyes

I don’t like to see Him rise

I don’t like the way He flies

And I’m waiting outside the hall

With my mind far away from it all

And I cannot heed the call

No, I cannot heed the call

You know I hate to see you crawl

With no water here at all

Just vinegar & sun

Who’s hung this bird around my neck?

Who’s led my thoughts to a wreck

That must never be? It wasn’t I. It wasn’t me. 

Your face is cracking like the sky

Fetch me my cross bow 

And do not ask why. 

REDHEAD

Eve breaks it out to impress her friends

She likes to play

The deadly games of mornings lost

“Here comes your mother now”

“She’s got that frightened look”

“How many guests inside her head today?”

“Redhead, your mother’s dead!”

“One hour ago they saw her in the village”

“They took her to the pillage”

“And they shot her blue”

Now you sing a song of glorious fury

You want to be alive, but you just can’t endure it

Would you like to listen? Would you like to see?

Would you like to hear the things she said?

“Now she’s dead.”

SONG ABOUT LOVE

What a vaste waste this is

Like this body for my kisses

And how degrading love is

When love is on the low grade

I spend my nights in your shade

Like a widow whose memories fade

Shaking from cold, while it’s too hot to think

I watch our ships as they come in to sink

What do you want, my love? 

What do you need? 

How do you haunt, my love? 

What is your creed?

Put out the flame with your tongue

Tell me that nothing is wrong

Through the door blows a very dark song 

All about us, and some about love

This is just the wind that I need

Full of life’s little joys. Such as me

Such as these ruins I see. 

LITTERCHURCH

Her immortal breath & suicide heart

Sometimes beat with my own

Welcome to my little church

Welcome to my litterchurch

His graceless grace & windscreen wings

Sometimes beat with my own

Their clockwork cocks & voodoo bells

Sometimes beat with my own.

Do not go gentle into that good night 

Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

– Dylan Thomas

