WHAT THIS BODY (Feb 2010)

Your mother got you a kitten, two big eyes and a snow of fur,
You carried her out to the backyard grass, you were barely older than her,
Which she pawed with such kitty caution, but that didn't last too long—
Oh, the scents and the sunlight, the sounds of birdsong—
Out came the frisk, the pink loll of the tongue—
	Let's see what this body can do…

And how you loved that playground! When you climbed the jungle gym,
You'd hook and dangle from the highest bar, and who cared by what limb!
	Cartwheels, handsprings, elbow tag,
	Hopscotch, jump rope, steal the flag,
	One-step, two-step, jive, bop, shag—
	Let's see what this body can do…

What were you back then, seventeen? a bit behind the curve!
A summer night, he was sweet, and cute, and you felt no reserve.
There was a dance-step you made, to the music of the breeze—
In the park where the shadows were tall and thick with trees—
With a twirl, a tug, a lift, a dip, a swerve of hips and knees—
	Let's see what this body can do…

Through your 20's, 30's, 40's—you loved, you lived that life—
From daughter to working mother, from lover to housewife
Tennis tap dance tuba; first 10K, first free climb
Office crap jobs Zumba romance breech birth no free time
Raise them, praise them, love him, let him have his damn me time
	Let's see what this body can take…

And okay, so you're old now, there's no other word for it.
You don't move well, but what the hell, you're you, you haven't quit--
So your bones ache, but they still work—
With some warm-up , they will work—
Once round the lake, back through the trees, no sweat, a little hill work—
	Let's see what this body can do…
	Let's see what this body can do.

*			*			*			*			*

SWITCHEROO (April 2011)

I have a cadaver, may I have your brain?
when night brings forked lightning
to smite things in twain,
I’ll peel back its skullcap,
can you picture you, you no-name, you dull chap,
plugged in to work its extraordinary circuits,
when we pull our switcheroo?

This science of giants—it’s struggle and strife—
till night brings its lightnings
to spark things to life!
That twitch in your brainpan? it’s going kapow—                        
no hitch in the gameplan is stopping us now!
And I’ll fix you a bride—
just a quick stitch or two—
quite recently died—
to pitch her your woo!
Let’s go pull our switcheroo!

Salubrious is hubris! The risks may be great,
and day bring some wavering,
to playthings of fate—
but its lord and its master—can you picture who?— 
we’ll scoff at disaster—
we’ll figure things faster— go bigger, go vaster—
and trigger the big switcheroo!

So no more palaver: may I have your brain?
It’s use it or lose it,
do I need to explain?
I’ll peel back its skullcap—can you picture you,
you no-name, you dull chap,
upgraded to work its extraordinary circuits?
You might feel a pinch or two.
Let’s go pull that switcheroo.

*   			*			*			*			*

I WALK INTO THINGS  (2017 version)

I walk into things.
This welt reddening my forehead
comes from a kitchen cabinet.
Sometimes its glass door swings
out at me like a warhead—
one hard step will open it.
And I'll walk into things.

I walk into things,
especially in the night.
I've bruised both pinkie toes
this week; this right one stings
like a Jurassic insect bite.
The left just throbs and glows.
Well, I walk into things.
And the world's full of things!
My heart too has its bruises.
Its calluses, its qualms.
But when the stars flutter their wings,
and desire's blowing our fuses,
and the dark throws wide its arms,		
I'll walk into things. 

*			*			*			*			*

I'VE GOT A BODY  (mid 2010s?)
(female lead vocal)

I've got a body, you've got two eyes 
You're checking out the merchandise 
You're kind, you're funny, you're sweet, you're smart 
But I'm not blind, honey, you're not all heart 
You want some body—mine's not too shoddy 

Take a listen, you've got two ears 
There's some breath missing, we're in arrears 
What's that loud beating, be still this heart 
It's overheating, it's shuddering apart 
Time for a check-up—wake us the heck up 

Rivers flow west, rivers flow east 
What's on your chest, boy, famine or feast 
Rivers flow north, rivers flow south 
Body it forth, boy, you've got a mouth 

I've got a body, you've got two hands 
Ten itchy fingers, they've got plans 
I've had some dealings with things of this kind 
I've got a feeling you might feel fine 
May I show somebody—mine's not too shoddy 

Rivers run low, rivers run high 
Rivers run slow till the river runs dry 
We don't get to wade in the same river twice 
The right moment's fading, right now would be nice 

I've got a body, if you don't grow a pair 
I may get a notion to take it elsewhere 
Hope you don't mind a little heart to heart 
Let's go head to head, let's go part to part 
Like partly holy—meets wholly party

We've got two bodies, we've got eight limbs 
Let's go where God is, go howl some hymns 
Yours ain't too shabby—things could get grabby 
STINGY JACK (October 2019)
						
Stingy Jack is dead and gone!				
No drunker drunk was ever born.			
No cheaper cheapskate ever sponged. 		 
No slicker conman ever conned				
	
Stingy Jack had a tongue so glib	
He trapped the devil with a fib—
The devil thought he was the Prince of Lies,
But Stingy Jack took home the prize.	

Devil, oh devil, do you see that tavern?
I'm thirsty as hell and their beer's like heaven
What say we quaff a round or three?
I'm Stingy Jack, so we'll drink for free	

Devil, oh devil, so here's my plan
We have gone twelve rounds we must pay the man
If you'll change your shape for a minute or two
To a coin in my purse I can pay with you.	

Well, the devil being drunk, he thought it funny
To change his shape into good gold money
But Jack's change purse was a bag of tricks
In Jack's change purse was a crucifix

"The devil take you, Stingy Jack!"
"Well, you can't very well, if you can't change back!"
"I'll grant you immunity from hell!"
"You'll grant me a fine long life as well!" 	

So Stingy Jack he clinked his purse
And they shook on the deal for better or worse
So Stingy Jack lived a fine long life
With the devil as his bitch and the drink as his wife

But now it’s Stingy Jack, draw your last breath—				
You can cheat the devil but you can't cheat death.		
Your prize was a get free card from hell—			
But the catch is God says No! as well—  

Stingy Jack, you nowhere soul— 				
Your prize (surprise!) is a lump of coal!			
Go carry it in this turnip shell
To light the ways from heaven to hell. 

Now every year, at Halloween,
When cracks of darkness gape between
The realms of Satan and the Lord,
We light ourselves a hollow gourd,

We carve our pumpkins with Jack's face.			
We lodge our candles in a place				
That once was flesh, and now means jack.			
When you laugh at the devil, the devil laughs back.
							 
And that's the tale of Jack of the Lantern.	.	       

*			*			*			*			*

	THE BOOGIEMAN’S SONG (Fall 2019)
	(from Boogieman, Woogieband, an interlude piece designed to help knit together
	selections of one acts from the anthology play The Forest at the Gates of the Garden)

There was a garden—known as Eden—
	Where Adam and Eve were happy idiots in Paradise.
	Now there’s this jungle world it’s wreathed in
	We’ve called our home since those hicks took a snake's advice.
	There’s a forest at the gates of the garden.

	There’s a darkness, and a mystery,
	That rubs its haunches on your well-lit house.
	There’s a knowledge some call fatal;
	There’s an ignorance and blindness some find worse.
	There’s a forest at the gates of the garden.

	There are poison trees of vengeance.
	There are pageant trees of civil lies and wars.
	There are pleasant trees of kindness.
	There are poetries of beautiful remorse.
	There’s a forest, there's a forest at the gates of the garden.
			
	There are wild cards—in the shadows—
There are kings who see the trees and wield the axe—
There are dreamers—lost in hedgerows_
There are merry men and hired insomniacs—
There’s a forest at the gates of the garden.

When the mind is tilled for seeding—
When the heart’s debris is bulldozed flat at dawn—
When the soul’s fastidious shepherds
Have cropped the truth to one inch of the lawn—
There’s a forest at the gates of the garden.

	There are questions—we need answers—
	So we try, we guess, we test, we lie, we learn—
	We spin stories—we dance dances—
	We jive and tap and cut and bleed and burn
	In our forest, through the forest at the gates of our garden
THAT TALKING TO (April 2021)
 
We fell in love as strangers;				        
and out of love as friends;			         
who knows just when that changes:		        
love clings, hangs on, pretends.

	We came in knowing heartache			
would come due with the check,			
but you pay it if you partake			
or sit out, so what the heck?

So so long, let’s not be strangers, may our memory stay true
to the love that rearranged us for so long and made us new.
Look, we always knew the dangers. We got that talking to.					

	We fell in bed as lovers—				
to score; not settle scores—			
not tug away what covers				
my ass to cover yours—

but came somehow to careless			
tussle, and cared less—				
our closeness became airless—			
where you don't feel: you assess.

	We let dumb shit estrange us,			
and then we just made do.				
Well, we always knew the dangers.
We got that talking to.			

So so long, let’s not be strangers, may our broken hearts still know
of the fire that rearranged us for a spell, an ember’s glow.
Look, we always knew the dangers. We got that told you so.

So so long, let’s not be strangers, may our memory stay true
to the love that rearranged us for so long and made us new.
Look, we always knew the dangers. We got that talking to.

*			*			*			*

SWEET LITTLE LICKS (mid 2020s, from a 2016 poem)

My body is not what it was.
It won’t for long stay what it is.
The reason is blah blah because.
There's a quiz, well, there's always a quiz.


The day turns as it always has
its deaf ears, its little dumb tricks.
The wind sings its whispery jazz—leaves
break into their little licks, their sweet little licks. 

The evening’s ducked out for a toke,
to lean her weight over the deck, 
and straddle the limbs of an oak,
and wreathe a streetlamp by the neck.

The dark turns as it always has
its deaf ears, its little dumb tricks.
The dusk sings its whispery jazz—stars
break into their little licks, their sweet little licks. 

I was young once, and pretty, and broke— 
I loved me some mirrors and smoke— 
the what the heck kicks and the wrecks 
of the next pretty fix. 

But my body is not what it was.
Hey, it’s better than what it will be.
I took a few years on the schnozz.
There’s a fee, well, there’s always a fee.

Time turns as it always has
its deaf ears, its little dumb tricks.
The nights sing their whispery jazz—I’ve 
taken some sweet little licks, my sweet little licks.

*			*			*			*			*	

OLD WISH (early 2020s?) 
(a male speaker, but best interpreted by a female singer—except, I think, on the raucously choral chorus)

You're such a cold dish
I'm gonna heat 
I'm gonna heat you up
It's just that old wish
I wanna eat you up

You're like a goldfish
I wanna crash
I wanna splash your bowl
It's just that old wish
I wanna cash your haul

I wanna rush in and brush skin and crush lips                                     
I wanna lock doors and lock eyes and cock hips 
I wanna lock hearts and rock parts, lock our grips and restart
	Docking ships knocking low at the eddy–
	To rock tipsy rock slow and rock steady

The way that your eyes flare
Like fireflies 
Like fireflies like little stars
A boy feels that old dare
Gotta light up our little jars
                 
*			*			*			*			*	

BEAUTIFUL DAY  (2020ish?)
(female lead vocal)

Such a beautiful day 
I'm such a dutiful bae 
I'm treating you the way you like it 
Oh you beautiful boys 
You make such beautiful noise 
I want to cuff you to my bed and mike it 

They're saying, My way or the highway,
They're saying, Their way or the stairway, 
We tell them, Your way or the doorway? what is this?
Beware who you meet
when respect’s a one way street
Cause how we roll is not their business 

You can preside like a statue 
That you think says you're the boss 
There's winged chariots riding at you 
Crossing where they want to cross 

Such a splendid fall of dusk 
I say we spend it all on us 
Let me spoil you just the way you like it 
Ride you south a turn or two 
Park your pick-up in the dew 
Where the side-trail skirts the wood and hike it 

You can pose like a statue 
That you think shows you're the boss 
But you're about to be a splat you 
I'm so sorry for your horse 

					

I WALK INTO THINGS (2025 version)
(male/female duet)

Voice 1:		I walk into things: this welt reddening my forehead 
is from a kitchen cabinet. Sometimes the door swings 
out at me like a warhead—a sour breath seems to open it—
and I walk into things.

I walk into things
like it’s the only way
to get to point B from point A—
by walking into things.

Voice 2:		I’ve bruised things, especially in the night. 
Maybe a pinkie toe, but the thing stings 
like a Jurassic insect bite. 
Sometimes an elbow. I walk into things.

I walk into things
like it’s the only way
from the start of things
here to the heart of things—
caught in the fray of things.

Both:		Well, so we walked into things, falling hard, I guess,
well, so we hurt some things, your heart, my heart, I guess,
sprawling headlong,
down in the dirt of things—
where things got said wrong—
and things got read wrong—
as we balked at things—
to best not talk of things. 
We weren’t too smart, I guess.

music

Both:		The way we feel things—too tender to the touch of us—
that lay us bare, surrendering too much of us—
can scare us. We clear the air, we clutch,
we skirt, reveal things. We hurt, we heal things. 
We talk, walk back some things.
We weigh the real things.
Voice 1:		For what the night brings, I’ll risk my share of harm
from what it might bring. The bruises and the balms,
Both:		the qualms, the pipe dreams. The frisk of lightning.
Voice 1:		And when desire blows its fuses, and the dark throws wide its arms,
and the stars flutter their wings,
Both:		I’ll walk back into things.
Time to walk into things.

		

AGE IS A NUMBER (2025)

When I was a kid, and I did what I did,
it got me all kinds of applause.
Oh, you could be sure what was on the fridge door
was something of mine, not of yours.
And how did that song go I made on the bongo,
the one about peepee and poo?
How everyone laughed!
‘Cos I’d mastered my craft, and they knew:
there’d be nothing that I couldn’t do.

When you’ve got it, you’ve got it: age is a number you sing in the tub before bed:
“I’m four and a half, watch me splash in the bath!” I said
And the big and besotted would laugh, till it went to my head.

I grew up, I partied, I threw up, I started
to live for those lines and those lays.
From college to thirty, my knowledge of dirty
got wilder in all the fun ways.
I broke hearts, I mastered the arts of the bastard—
the right thing, the real thing could wait.
I wrote frisky songs about whiskey and thongs,
and I thought I was all kinds of great.

When you’ve got it, go get it, young is a number to howl at the top of your lungs—	
one day you’ll be forty, and flabby, and caged, and not so well hung.
What’s that word at the tip of my tongue? [Middle-aged.]

I’m grey now, and grizzled. My spark kind of fizzled.
My midlife is in the rear view.
I’m older; no wiser. To no one’s surprise, yeah,
I still don’t have much of a clue.
The years came and went, and the cash all got spent,
minus the get rich quick first part.
But I’m better than ever at not being clever,
alone with my own little burst heart.
Like always. And man, that’s the worst part.

Think you’ve had it, you’ve had it—old is a number some do on their own selves too soon.
I could have, I should have, till age has your number,
And it’s calling your tune.
