M’EN FICHE * (mid 85)

je m’en fiche, je m’en fous
je suis riche, je suis soûl
et ça biche si je triche 
donc je triche
et j’y prends goût

tu t’en vas, tu t’enfuis
de mes bras, de mon lit
n’en fais pas, c’est comme ça 
dans ces draps
de tant pis 

on est chair et esprit
coûter cher, c’est le prix
of our share of l’affaire
rien à faire
c’est la vie

car we’re tous, we are all 
hanging loose, off the wall 		
where our excuse, what’s the use 	
lets its noose 
catch our fall 
			
but m’en fiche, but m’en fous
je suis riche, je suis soûl
et ça biche si je triche 
donc je triche
voilà tout

*			*			*			*

MIST ON THE POOL * (Oct 85)

I think I’m gonna tell you goodbye
I think I have to tell you goodbye
And it’s so hard to do
It’s so hard to do

I think I have to go back and try
to let the cards lay where they lie
and play this deal true
and it’s so hard to do
though it’s all I once knew

So pardon the part where I harden my heart
if I seem not to care it’s a scheme and a prayer

Because I’d like to throw my arms round your neck
just open up the throttle and wreck
and it’s so hard not to
it’s been so hard not to

So pardon just who I may harden into
or if I’m distant and cool but there’s mist on the pool
it’s just some heat hitting again

*			*		*			*

THREE PROBABLY CUT BITS (from the first two songs here)

(M’EN FICHE: possible penultimate stanza insert)
Do I care? I’m immune—
I’m up there, dans la lune
où j’ai mon verre, et je m’en sers
chantant cet air, 
this merry tune

(M’EN FICHE: I sing this song to myself often enough to have multiple unlikely supplementary stanzas)
la bagarre, j’en ai marre
so somehow, here I are 
bidding Ciao to the bar
now où se gare 
the damn car?

(MIST ON THE POOL: possible intro) 	
I’ve been wading in the break of day chill
between the rock pools of I want and I will
half-waking from sleep 			(Pardon the part where I harden my heart)
half-taking that leap 			(If I seem not to care, it’s a scheme and a prayer)

Foot-dragging through a surface of mists 
where the heat hits its cold water kiss
heart sunk in wish-deep— 			(So pardon just who I may harden into	
part junkie, part sheep…			let’s be distant and cool forget the mist on the pool)

*			*		*			*

WELL-WISHERS AT THE WISHING WELL * (Jan 86)

I’ve been down by the water’s edge, tossing this coin,
I’ve been dreaming of a pair of loving arms I could join,
how will I know
which way I should go
my friends are there with me, they worry for me so

Chorus:	Ooh, baby, what price are you willing to pay
Ooh, baby, what you gonna give to get your way
Ooh, baby, look into your dreams tonight
Ooh, baby, wish upon the dancing lights

I’ve come down to the wishing-well to throw in my nickel
I’ve been wishing for a pretty pal to talk with and tickle
someone who’s kindly
who’s safe to love blindly
someone when I’m lost who will know how to find me

Chorus:	Ooh, baby, etc.

Bridge:		Well-wishers at the wishing-well, 
will you wish him well, won’t you wish her well?
Good will is all they’re asking for,
Just a shot at love, and a jot of luck—
Just a little push, just a bit of pluck.

You can drop in a penny, you can drop in a dime
you can pray your bottom dollar you’re not just buying time
	how high will they sell you
	their not much of value
listen to your friends, they’re all vying to tell you
Ooh, baby, etc

I’ve been down to the wishing-well to drop in my quarter
I’ve dipped in my finger and I’m testing the water
I’ve come down to the wishing-well, I’m stripped to the skin
I’m reaching out my hand, I’m gonna follow it in

*			*		*			*	

CIRCLING HOME * (July 86)

It seems like half a life ago
I squeezed you tight and turned to go
you blew a kiss into the air
my heart leapt up and caught it there
and now above this aerodrome
tonight at last I’m circling home to you

CHORUS:	And I will fly to you, cry for you,
		swear I’ll live and die for you
		sigh for you, try to woo
		the stars out of the sky for you
		lie with you, buy with you
		everything in life we’ll ever need
		And I will talk with you, ache for you 
		walk and work and wake with you
		flirt with you, hurt with you
		heat and eat dessert with you
		stare at you, share with you
		this everything in life we’ll ever need
And now above this aerodrome
tonight at last I’m circling home
my heart is floating in the air
the rest of me is with it there
it’s been a thrilling ride to find
the thrill that’s best’s the thrill I left behind
CHORUS:	And I will fly to you, etc.

It seems like half a life ago
I squeezed you tight and turned to go
and now above this aerodrome
tonight at last I’m circling home
my soul is walking on a cloud
there’s something it would like to say out loud:

	Oh my lover, oh how fine to recover your lifeline
	I’ve been drifting on the foam
	but today at last I’m circling home

	Oh my lover, oh how fine to discover you’re still mine
	I’ve been drifting on the foam
	but today at last I’m circling home

Let those others fly their coop business class or tourist group
	whatever roads lead them to roam
me today I’m circling home

*			*		*			*

I SMELL A RAT * (March 87)

It’s midnight, Friday evening, the 13th of July
The full moon’s playing hide and seek in a cold October sky
There’s a whisper in the curtains that we’re past due for the fall
There’s a rumor in the wind-chimes says you won’t show up at all
There’s an odor in the shadows, something turning stale and flat
I feel like a Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum fool: I smell a rat

It isn’t looks, or money, or style, or warmth, or fame
There’s just something about you, honey, puts the sun and moon to shame
There’s something in your hunger, and something in your strength
There’s things you’ve said have made me shiver up and down my length
There’s that whiff of soil and sulfur that you wipe off on the mat
I feel like a Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum fool: I smell a rat

You tell me this, you tell me that
You’d lie and tear a heart out just to chew the fat
The sum of everything you turn your nose up at
Wouldn’t feed an alley cat
I smell a rat
Your friend that fallen angel, you say he drops by just to chat
I dreamed that a star’s wink struck him funny and he turned into a bat
Then somehow the moon became a gargoyle living underneath your hat
Which looked at me and yawned like it was straining at a gnat
Would I even know the devil if he mouthed me down and shat?
I feel like a Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum fool: I smell a rat

*			*		*			*

SOCKS KNOCKED OFF * (March/April 87)

I’m just your Tom, Dick, or Harry, your regular Joe,
but I met me this girl about a month ago,
we got to talking, she laughed at my jokes,
she told me her stories, I’m telling you, folks,

I got my socks knocked off, nowhere to run,
I got my socks knocked off by a certain someone,
got my socks knocked off clear into the middle of next century.
I got my socks knocked off, she had that style,
that way of being human makes a grown man smile,
I got my socks knocked off, clear into the halfway to the moon.

I was walking around in a daze with no socks—
it might have been weeks, I forgot about clocks—
I was playing it cool like there was nothing awry
when my best friend Fred said, “Look me in the eye,

You got your socks knocked off, why don’t you come clean!
Don’t you make out that you lost ’em in the washing machine—
you got your socks knocked off, clear into the halfway to the moon.”

Let me tell you something, she is something else—
there’s something when I see her in my heart just melts.
Sometimes I get stubborn, I start acting tough,
but there’s something about that woman knocks my socks clean off.

I was driving round town with no socks, in a daze,
when I ran into her—to coin a phrase,
my shocks went shaky, my clutch just quit,
she looked at me and laughed, and said, “Why don’t you admit

you got your socks knocked off? Coz so did I!
I’ve a feeling I could like you till the day I die.
I got my socks knocked off, clear into the halfway to the moon.” 

Let me tell you something, she is something else—
there’s something when I see her in my heart just melts.
Sometimes I get stubborn, I start acting gruff,
but there’s something about that woman knocks my socks clean off.
Tonight we’re going dancing, me and her—
we’re going to shimmy till our limbs are just a boogying blur—
then we’ll drive out to the river, find some cozy little rocks,
and we’ll strip right down to what would have been our socks,
and we’ll wade into the water, here we come,
wade into the water with our certain someone,
wade into that water, clear into the halfway to the moon.

*			*		*			*

WHITE PEBBLES * (from “Baby, Baby”) (circa 1986)

If you go for a walk
If you go for a walk in the woods
If you go for a walk in the woods and you may lose your way there
When you’re worried by dangerous talk
When your pa and your ma are up to no good
When you don’t mind a walk in the woods but you don’t want to stay there
There’s one simple method and means to make sure
The road you go back on’s the road to your door
It’s to pack up your pockets with pebbles galore
And drop ’em discreetly when nobody’s looking
Who’s plotting to lead you astray there

		White pebbles 	White pebbles
		White pebbles 	White pebbles
		White pebbles!

There’s one simple method and means to make sure
The road you go back on’s the road to your door
It’s to pack up your pockets with pebbles galore
And follow their trail home and when you get back may
 	their arms pull you in as they sob and they hug you 
may cheese dip and chocolate grow wild in the weeds
And the only month ever be May there

White pebbles 	White pebbles! 


“Baby, Baby” is one of five 10-30 minute fairy tale plays that I wrote to string together as a longer show called The Forest at the Gates of the Garden. I abandoned the project, nearly completed, when Into the Woods came out, but at the school where I taught, I did produce two of the component parts as one acts. Three of the five playlets featured songs; one was pretty much a musical, using hymn tunes. Both of the one acts which I staged were written with our high school students in mind. Once I started teaching, let it be said, I wrote dozens of songs that don’t really have a place here: they were intended as teaching tools (you can find a folder of songs in French under the PARLEZ-VOUS tab, at PAST GLORIES); or written for the faculty to sing to the student body at our annual end of the year banquet; or were slotted into playlets or sketch comedy shows and the like. Let “White Pebbles,” which I hope can be appreciated independent of such a context, stand here as a representative of that body of work. 

In the 2010s, I did return to this project, and am still working on it. It’s expanded into an armchair theater anthology of one acts and meditative pieces; a song from one of these later subsections is featured in the 2010-25 lyrics file.
