CANCER WARD, TERMINAL WING * (Feb 76)
(from conversations with James Treadway, John Brewster, and Doug Brown)

His is the only truth that matters—
this husk may lie in tatters,
but my soul is His.
Praise be, I’m not what’s dying of cancer,
Death asks for me, I’ll answer:
Jesus died for me.
Read this book—take a look and tell me what you think.

The pain never seems to leave me,
the tablets don’t relieve me,
the treatments are in vain.
I try, but every bite upsets me,
why can’t they just let me
go back home and die?
Read my chart, listen to my heart, I’m going to sink.
Read my scans, make your useless plans, I need a drink.

If we return each generation
in some new incarnation
I’d like to come as me.
I guess I’ll soon die of this cancer
but I was a dancer
my whole life said, Yes.
Read your palm, you who sit so calmly in the pink.
Come your time, tell us how we’ll find you on the brink.
Come my turn, tell me who I’ll be as the sea churns over me.

*			*			*			*

OLD CANOE * (October 76)

Old canoe, step into it like a shoe
Walk out on the water we will float
The night is blue, you are with me too
Waving to Will and Wendy in the other boat
Stripping to go skinny dipping, sipping some white wine
Go Walt and Pauline, calling to us from the shoreline
A flash then splash and dive and thrash, jump in, the water's fine
Do the doggy-paddling dog
Wooh! we bump into a log

Afar, one car, wish on it like a star
Winding down the high road up the hill
Will's guitar, twelve beats to the bar
Fumbling tumbling mumbling rumbling runs and scales
Stripping to go skinny dipping slip into the lake
We flash we splash we dive we writhe we slither like a snake
We lie and dry now what a sky wow give our hair a shake
Do the dance of the wet dog
Wooh! You bump into a log

Dripping wet from skinny-dipping, sipping some white wine
Lie and dry now what a sky wow me and these friends of mine
Chilling, grilling something filling, the firelight's divine
I’m a hotdog hogging hog 
Wooh! Would you listen to that frog?

*			*			*			*

OH CATHEDRAL * (October 76)

(SOLO)		Oh Lord, you celebrant of pain
stretched out on your bed of nails you’ve got me once again
with your stone angels, with their hands out to the rain
oh cathedral, holy cathedral

(DUET)	What light is breaking through stained glass
Tonight I think of Wenceslas
who stooped to help a poor man pass
and they tell the tale still
and they tell the tale still

(CHORAL)	What spires, what glory to behold
what fires, what ice, what light, what cold
what choirs, how gloriously, have told
our need for faith still
in creed and grace still
and life eternal

(SOLO)	Seekers of God’s way
broken souls in broken clay
(CHORAL)	mouthers of God’s holy word inflected how we may
(DUET)	we kneel today to pray
to the shadows we prefer
(CHORAL)	of who we say you are and were
oh cathedral
(DUET)	oh cathedral
(SOLO)	oh cathedral

*			*			*			*

HILLBILLY SOUL (spring 77)

Squeeze by the bar to the dance floor
Look at you move to that funk
What you got ants in your pants for?
Sweetheart, it could be you’re drunk
Hear that sweet guitar go wailing
Hillbilly soul spiked with punk
Feel the beat, footloose feet flailing
Sweetheart, it could be we’re drunk

Bodies spin circles round bodies
Limbs pull their tricks from the trunk
It feels like I’m going where God is
Though, sweetheart, it could be I’m drunk

When someone collides with your ankle
and someone else smells like a skunk
and none of it can rankle coz the rhythm section’s tight
maybe we’re drunk; maybe that’s all right

Find our seat, sink back upon it
High as a flying slam dunk
What are these bees in our bonnet?
Hillbilly soul, and we’re drunk

Find our seat, sink back upon it
Buzzed like a babe and her hunk
What are these bees in our bonnet?
Hillbilly soul, and we’re drunk

*			*			*			*

KLEPTOMANIAC (Dec 78/Jan 79)

If you drive to the top of Cloud Mountain
on a day when the air’s sharp and clear
you’ll see a circle of haze hanging over the town—
its center, my friend, is right here—
where the drunks hang around the ABC store
and they beg for those quarters and dimes
with their “White wine, I love you, I love you
I love you, I love you, white wine—
You stole my heart away, you wouldn’t give it back,
you kleptomaniac.”

There’s the tall one, one-eyed, with a walking stick,
like a scarecrow on a coat rack,
telling passers-by he just got out of the hospital, they had to take his eye out
telling those who’ve heard it before they had to try to put it back
If he could just get a hold of a bottle
he would rock that sweet baby to sleep
crooning, “White wine, I love you, I love you
I love you, I love you, my sweet—
You stole my heart away, you wouldn’t give it back,
you kleptomaniac.”

Let’s drive to the top of Cloud Mountain
tonight when the air’s clear and sharp
let a halo of haze settle over our head
and I’ll finger your hair like a harp
You know, everyone’s jealous of us, love
and especially of you, coz you’re mine
Oh Sally, I love you, I love you,
here’s to you with a glass of white wine—
You stole my heart away, no, I don’t want it back—
just shove the rest back on the rack—
you kleptomaniac. My kleptomaniac.

*			*			*			*

HUNGERFORD BRIDGE * (late 78/early 79)

I was walking in the mountains when I saw something glitter
and a dozen big red buses came rumbling through the trees
All the lights of the South Bank were dancing on the water
as I stood at Charing Cross in the evening breeze

It’s been too long a time since last I saw my brother
or the cracks along the pavements on the streets where I grew up
The people here are friendly, strangers talk to each other
but oh those endless suburbs, my love for them still overflows the cup

REFRAIN	And it’s woah, woah, listen to the busker
oh, oh, on the Hungerford Bridge
woah, woah, still playing for this hiker
along the Falls Trail in the Blue Ridge

This lane where we played cricket, a lamppost as our wicket
This park we rode our bikes to, this market stall’s wood flutes
First crush, worst kiss, fast friendships, grass stains on prefect jackets,
First shit job in the city, first itchy suit, first rush hour train commute

*			*			*			*

LET THE DAYLIGHT IN (Feb 79)

Are you going to the sell-out? Is it something to enjoy?
Is it the dreamer, or the bigot, or the hero’s next of kin?
Has Sisyphus’s pebble crushed another golden boy?
Has some wrestler with God’s angels discovered a new pin
in a haystack full of self-doubt? Or a wooden horse of Troy?
On Pirate Jenny’s frigate, with some sudden call of gin?
Will it free him, can he swig it, could it be the real McCoy?
When the voice of pain goes treble, will it help him lift his chin
and kind of grin? To let the daylight in.

Oh, it’s always been a tough bout between misery and joy,
and there’s just one way to rig it—that’s by letting misery win.
You may think that you’re a rebel, but you’re nothing but a toy
if you can’t break the hold, and find a grin—
to let the daylight in.

It’s such a sweet and easy way out, it’s such a soothing ploy,
and sometimes you just dig it, that mudhole of self-pity, jumping in.
You may think you’re on the level till the mud pies start to cloy—
spit them right back out and damn well grin—
let the living daylight in!

You can hide, but can you hold out? Can you play it cool and coy?
Can you toss the gods a gigot? Can you watch the planet spin?
Let it be, you let the devil dance from darkness and destroy—
you open up that spigot and you grin—
you let the daylight in!

*			*			*			*

YANKEE PARANOIA * (Aug 79)

Don’t go down to West Virginia
You’re an arabesque and they think linear
Come Thanksgiving they’ll invite you home and skin ya
Don’t go down to West Virginia
Yankee you don’t know what you are missing
There’s a whole real world here you’re dismissing
Mountain air and views that would just awe ya
You and your Yankee paranoia

Well, don’t go farther south than Carolina
Things down there are worse than darkest China
Best restaurant in town’s the strip mall diner  
Don’t go farther south than Carolina
Yankee you don’t know what you are missing
All those Southern girls you could be kissing
Get in trouble, call a strip mall lawyer
You and your Yankee paranoia

Well, stay away at least from Alabama
They’re gonna throw you in the slammer
Cut that hippie hair off with a hammer
Don’t go down to Alabama
Yankee you don’t know what you are missing
There’s a whole real world here you’re just dissing
There’s even a museum I could mention with a Goya
But, you and your Yankee condescension, 
you and your Yankee paranoia
Well, maybe don’t go near Louisiana 
They’ll feed you to a tank full of piranha 
and say they mean no harm, it’s just their manner 
Don’t go near Louisiana
Yankee, you don’t know what you’d be missing
What Northern Kool-Aid swill they got you pissing?
Check out Mardi Gras, come be a voyeur
You and your Yankee paranoia

Run away to southern California
They say it’s hipper, healthier, and hornier
No one east or south will miss or mourn ya
Run away to Southern California

Some hearts are hotels big as a sequoia
Some lure you in with palm trees in the foyer
Some scam you, pimp you, pressgang and deploy ya
Sometimes it’s just your skanky paranoia.


*			*			*			*

LILY’S BLUES * (Nov 79)

Lily's got the blues. 
She tells me it's no use. 
We might as well go and shake it off, and dance it off, and laugh into our beer. 
When Lily feels the windows and walls close in— 
when the shadows fall with their gallows grin and the old wounds ooze again— 
it's no use again— 
she can't shake them loose again: they're still here. 

Now Lily's got the blues again. 
She tells me pass the booze again. 
We might as well go and shake it off, and laugh it off, and dance so wild and smooth— 
when Lily and I can find ourselves on some dance floor, 
me, I can't think about any old blues no more— 
oh no, oh Lord: because see that Lily move. 

She can jive, she can jump, she can rock, she can roll, 
she can writhe, she can bump, she can buck, she can stroll, 
she can hop, she can slide, she can swing, she can slam, 
she can bop, she can glide, she can cling, she can samba till sunup. 
She can two-step and one-up. 

She can sling, she can deal, she can dish, she can dance, 
she's the spring in my heel, she's the hitch in my pants, 
she's the gleam in my eye, she's the steam in my dream of romance— 
but Lily says, but Lily, but Lily says, Pass the booze, again. 

When Lily's got the blues again, 
I tell her she's my truest friend. 
She tells me I don’t need to spell it out, 
or yell it out, shell out for the tattoo. 
Just please pass the juice again,
coz she’s got the blues again.
Not much can bamboozle them. 
But what else can Lily do? 

The Arabs and the Jews again are fighting for Jerusalem. 
Lily's got the blues again. 


*			*			*			*

OH JOHN * (Dec 9, 1980)

I heard it on the radio, this morning when I woke
That some poor nameless nobody had shot him in the back
Another roll, another roll of Sisyphus’s rock
Another roll, another roll

The night still filled the window, I heard his gruff guitar
Playing sweet and scratchy. I couldn’t find my car.
I wandered up and down the street for almost half an hour.
I wandered up and down the street

Oh, John, you were the one,
Oh, John, I can’t believe you’re gone

Maybe there’ve been others who’ve written songs as fine
Who’ve sung as true, or given just as fiercely of their time
But John you laid your whole enormous soul upon the line
Another roll, another soul

