The 1990s are the height of my lost songs era. I completely stopped copying texts into my song journals in 1991, after “Bedtime Stories.” Somewhere, there must be typescripts of “Ten Mile Mall,” “American Males,” who knows how many others, but this was pre-computer. My digital files start in 1999, when I borrowed a PC to take to the VCCA. But I do at least have copies of lyrics I wrote for the C Beasts project (several more of them than I’m featuring here), and two song I put together at the request of kids I was teaching (one for a children’s theatre piece; one as part of a Poetry Club challenge—they drew words from a hat to give us all the same title.) Apart from my French class stuff, and for some reason the choral hymn “Close Your Eyes and Look,” that’s about all I can unearth right now. (I’m still looking.)


BEDTIME STORIES * (late 90/early 91)

A little bit more energy is what I’d wish
I’ve got a little bit more right now than a dead goldfish
The alarm clock rings, I float up to the top
Take a peek out at the world, right there is where I stop
Mama says I’ve got to hop out on the carpet for the cat to squish

Oh mama, can’t I lie in just a little bit more?
Maybe just until the summer? I’m working on my store
	of bedtime stories

A little bit clearer head, that’s all I want
The sky looks kind of inside out and kind of back-to-front
There’s a world out there wearing whiskers and a leer
Would you like some cheese? then it’s got you by the ear
And you’re looking kind of hunted, mumbling, Kind of you to join the hunt

Oh mama, can’t I lie in just a little bit more?
Maybe just until the summer? I’m working on my store
	of bedtime stories

	Are you a little bit bitten, just a little twice shy?
	Does an itty bitty kitten make you feel small fry?
	Does it look from where you’re sitting like the hoop’s yay high
	And the whole world’s hollering Jump!
	When you’d really rather be a lump?

A little less food for thought’s all I really need
I’ve got a whole lot more right now than I’ve a mind to feed
Turn off the bathwater, I’m throwing in the towel
Whatever’s going hungry, let the darn thing growl
I’m a born sweet dreamer, give me bedtime stories to read!

So shut off the computer, sedate the dogs
Raid that upstairs apartment, steal the neighbor’s clogs
I’m a born sweet dreamer, give me bedtime stories to screen
I’m a born sweet dreamer, give me bedtime stories
THE BUTTERFLY SONG (fall 1991) (written for a children’s theatre group show)

One day as I was eating, I saw a butterfly,
as pretty as a picture, just kind of flutter by
It floated round the garden, then it sat down on my pie
I laughed out loud to see it, and I’m going to tell you why

I used to be a nervous child, I couldn’t even chew
worrying about some silly little thing I had to do
“I know why you ain’t eating,” my mama said to me
“It’s butterflies in your tummy! Laugh loud and they’ll fly free.”

Refrain: 	Laugh loud, ha ha ha! Laugh loud, ha ha ha!
		Laugh loud, and they’ll fly free
		Laugh loud, ha ha ha! Laugh loud, ha ha ha!
		Laugh loud, and you’ll fly free

Now butterflies are pretty, with wings like painted light
And you may find it lovely to watch them float and glide
But not into your tummy! Or there will be no space
For all the food you’d really rather stuff into your face
Refrain

The jam gets caught in traffic, the gravy rides a boat
The hot dog and the chili dog go walkies down your throat
The sandwiches take submarines, eggs run, and ketchup tries
The food goes down all kinds of ways, but only butter flies
Refrain

*			*			*			*			*

POLYESTER CURLS  (10/27/ 93 & 10/31/93)
(written for a school Poetry Club challenge, using a title comprised of words drawn from a hat; first stanza composed during the drive home, the rest a few days before the next meeting)

She met her in the mirror on her mother’s closet door
In silver heels two times her size and a dress signed by Dior
She rimmed her eyes with eye-shadow, she rubbed her throat with pearls
She crowned her scarecrow straw hair with gold polyester curls

She put aside her baby dolls and primped her china face
She decked her out in makeshift gowns of white brocade and lace
She sat her down to tea at Lady Jane’s with dukes and earls
“What eyes!” they sighed. “What grace! what poise! what polyester curls!”

In the dark, she sent her out to schmooze with stars of song and screen
She dreamed she’d turn into her till she damn near turned eighteen
A time or two she tried it, in corsage and red silk swirls
They seemed about as real as those gold polyester curls

She dated Kenneth Winslett till he moved away to school
She drove up once to visit, they’d agreed to play things cool
She wondered why his two new girlfriends both looked just like squirrels
Goodbye to false gold glamor, to polyester curls

She worked her way through college at a Southside biker bar
She caught some rides to nowhere, but it rarely seemed that far
In blue jeans and black leather, she was just one of the girls
Laughing at blond doll bimbos in their polyester curls

She made it into business school and married a marine
While he was out at sea she sold her first wax figurine
By the time he got back home, supplies were two months behind referrals
Candle effigies of cows in polyester curls

So she got rich, then got lazy, got a trailer and some gin
Became a bitch, went crazy, shot her sailor in the shin
She’s not some floozy who’ll salute each time his flag unfurls
Go find some baby Barbie, boy, with polyester curls

Now she’s got this big screen TV and a studio in the woods
Her public still adores her, and this time she has the goods
Behind her on the VCR, Garth parties on and hurls
She’s carving candle Halloweens with polyester curls

One day, when she’s in politics, and running for the House
She’ll unbend to mikes and cameras, in a grey suit and pink blouse
And tell her whole half-true life story, as miles of newsreel whirl
Behind her, her bald third husband smooths a polyester curl

And straightening the mirror of their daughters’ vanity
She’ll check her new reflection for its poised urbanity
She’ll kiss each twin’s sweet sleeping brow, and twirl one’s bangs a twirl
She’ll tuck a fallen doll in by its polyester curls

A dream is frail as smoke, when you breathe on it it moves
A life’s barely a life that runs by pattern and in grooves
We’ll dance it to a circling tune that shifts course as it skirls
Light candles to new dreams and issue old ones our demurrals
In jeans or pearls, in smocks, in suits, in polyester curls

She met her in the mirror on her mother’s closet door

*		*		*		*		*		*

°BALLAD OF THE CAAING WHALE *  (during summer break, I think in the early 90s)
A name of Scottish origin for the pilot whale, or blackfish

North of the Highlands, north of Kirkwall,
The North Isles of Orkney stand fairest of all.
Where the skerries rise shivering in the froth of the sea,
Where I came with my Jamie, here to North Ronaldsay.
Now it’s far by the Shetlands goes the white of his sail,
For he’s north among the Faroes, gone to follow the caaing whale.

I was born in the Highlands. It was spring in Kirkwall
I met my own Jamie, the fairest of all.
At the kirk of Stennes, there he took me for his bride,
Away to North Ronaldsay rocked me home with the tide.
Now it’s far by the Shetlands the white gulls tell his trail,
For he’s north among the Faroes, gone to follow the caaing whale.

The caaing whale steps to the reel of the waves.
He’s led many a poor Orkney man to a cold water grave.
For he’ll rise in his thousands, and strike for the deep,
And the price to be paid for his capture is steep.
For he’ll frolic through ice fields to jig in the gale,
Far north among the Faroes, singing, “Follow the caaing whale.”

Now when the wee bairnies who straddle my knee
Have grown into manhood here in North Ronaldsay,
Will they dance like their father to the call of the tide,
And go long from their croft and the arms of their bride?
Far beyond the Shetlands, must they turn and turn tail,
Far north among the Faroes, gone to follow the caaing whale?

*			*			*			*

°COOTIE PAGEANT * (I think the early 90s)

Some cooties are beauties, the belles of the ball—
To lice, they’re the nicest cooties of all.
Here’s to Miss Cootie, 'tis she we salute:
How beauteous her gluteus! Be bounteous, her fruit!

The Miss Cootie Pageant was held just last night,
Miss Beiruti Cootie & Miss Parisite
Made Podium Princess, but their queen, Ms. Flea’s Knees,
Was that Cutie of Cooties, Miss Louse Angeles.

Some snooties paraded, & kicked up a ruckus,
And claimed it degraded all decent bloodsuckers—
But how good the loot is! And how grand to see
That Miss Cootie’s swimsuit is minuter than she.

Miss Cootie’s state duties begin next weekend
With a tour of your city. Please come. Bring a friend!
Singing, “Here’s to Miss Cootie, tis she we salute:
How beauteous her gluteus! How hirsute her suit!”

	If you’re the kind who won’t shower till you smell sort of fruity
	You may find you’re the kind they’re inclined to frequent—
	Snorting your scent,
	And shaking their booty!

Tonight all the cooties are holding a dance,
They’ll party till dawn in the folds of your pants—
And there they will boogie & bop till they drop,
And dance the incomparable Crazed Cootie Hop.

And when they have drunk too much wild dandruff wine
They’ll link arms & hiccup in a long cootie line.
That itch that you're feeling around your patootie?
It’s maybe the yeehaw of boot-scooting cooties.

Some cooties are goofy, some cooties are gluttons,
Some cooties make whoopee in old folks’ belly-buttons,
Some cooties are beauties, the belles of the ball;
And here’s to Miss Cootie, the Cutest of All!

*			*			*			*			*

°CHIHUAHUA BLUES (I think the early or mid 90s)

Got a sweet plump puppy, chihuahua waddle when she walk
Got me a sweet plump puppy, she wahwah waddle when she walk
There ain't a canine Casanova don't spin round on his leash & gawk

She lies on the sofa, chihuahua watches that front door
Just lies on the sofa, she wahwah watches that door
When I walk in through it, she licks my whole face raw

When she walk, she waddle
	When she lick, she kiss
	When she woof, she holler
	And she howl like this:	[dog wail]

I let her ride in the front seat, I feed her all the steak chihuahua wants
Let her ride in the front seat, let her feed on all the steak she wahwah wants
'Cause when I scratch her ears & nuzzle, she just closes her big eyes & grunts

I got me a sweet chihuahua, chihuahua warble & wail
I got me a sweet chihuahua, she wahwah warble & wail
She yap she woof she snuffle, chihuahua wag some tail (& that's love)

(°These C-Beast texts are also in my book Scattershots, “Cootie Pageant” in an alternative printed page version.) 
CLOSE YOUR EYES AND LOOK  (mid 90s)

Brother, I saw you again last night 
Sister, we were walking with the stars shining bright 
The sun rose up, and you turned back to light 
I woke with a head full of sky 

And every face and place I ever saw 
And every voice I've ever loved to hear 
And everyone and everything that ever called me soul to soul 
Were there in that blink of an eye 

By sunlight or moonlight or starlight 
By dawn's light and day's light and twilight 
By the half-light of a stained glass skylight 
Close your eyes and look up to the sky 

REFRAIN: 
Close your eyes and look, close your eyes and look up 
Close your eyes and look up to the sky 
Close your eyes and look, close your eyes and look up 
Close your eyes and look up to the sky 

By the glitter of the river in the first spring floods 
By the flutter of the leaves falling from the last redbuds 
By the twitter of the blue jay in the back yard woods 
Close your eyes and look up to the sky 

By the shed skin neon of a storefront in the rain 
By the streetlights, by the tail-lights in the left turn lane 
By the strip malls and the strip clubs, by our need and our pain 
Close your eyes and look up to the sky 

By the story of the glory and the story of the fall 
By the heart that lies broken, by the hope that limps and stalls 
By the hurt that is forgiven, by the breath that halts in thrall 
Close your eyes and look up to the sky 

REFRAIN 

By starlight and store lights, by dawn's light and by twilight 
By floodlights, firelight, floor lights, by a nightlight and a skylight 
By the light that is your light, and the light that is my light 
Close your eyes and look up to the sky 



DANCE IN THE LONG GRASS (March 1999)

Round and round with the moon in the sky
To the sound of an antique hi-fi
We’ll dance in the long grass tonight

Fireflies making eyes from the woods
Summertime in the old neighborhood
We’ll dance in the long grass tonight

REFRAIN: 	OLD FRIENDS, GOOD WINE, SOME CANDLESHINE
A THREE COURSE MEAL OR TWO
ROUND BACK OUTSIDE, THROW THE WINDOWS WIDE
TO LET THE MUSIC THROUGH

Shadows arm in arm cast on the hill
The darkening charm of their boogie quadrille
As we dance in the long grass tonight

Toe to toe, ass to arse, cheek to cheek
Swinging low, till the stars lick the creek
As we dance in the long grass tonight

*		*		*		*		*		*

MATIN DE PRINTEMPS (le 7 mars, 1998) (1999?) (stanza tune: “Making Whoopee”) 

Le monde s’éveille
le monde s’étire
et quelle merveille
c’est l’avenir!
le jour se lève, retour de la sève, matin de printemps

Frotte-toi les croûtes
de ton bon oeil
regarde, écoute
le chant des feuilles
le jour se lève, bourgeons et sève, matin de printemps

	Encore un hiver fondu en rivières
	L’aurore s’éclaire, le monde respire 
Chaleur et lumière, la terre en vert
Féconde de mystère, féconde de désirs
 
L’éternel deus 
ex machina–
jonquilles et crocus
pleins tous les bras–
un jour se lève, retour de la sève, matin de printemps
les brumes s’élèvent, journées de rêves, matins de printemps
BIPEDAL GOAT-BOY ON THE CELL PHONE (spring 1999)

You want to make something of it? croaked the Old Goat to the nurse.
Let it simmer a few decades, and I’ll meet you by the hearse.
When it’s last rites of spring time in your after dark time zone,
you can reach me at this number and I’ll peel you a bone,
I’ll be the (bye bye, bye bye) 
Bipedal Goat-Boy on your Cell Phone.

There’s a guy out in the alley, says he’s fresh out of strange,
got a jute sack and a cudgel, needs some skulls to rearrange—
wants to know if you’re not busy, could he call in that loan,
when he let you ride his Harley for three shivers and a moan.
Says you’re his (bye bye, bye bye) 
Bipedal Goat-Boy on his Cell Phone.

Bridge:	Call me horny for your breath,
	Let me love you half past death...
	Sell your soul, nobody cares; 
	You and I say the same prayers.
You want to leave a message? Hold on for the tone:
“This is the Bipedal Goat-Boy on your Cell Phone.”

There’s a teenage trick from Texas doesn’t know where to turn.
There’s a whiskey breath from Warsaw claims his gut’s begun to burn.	
Those triplets who’ve been saying don’t you take me on alone,
we do everything together? One just struck out on her own.
He’ll get here when he wants to, Mr. Rockstar, Mrs. Crone,
See, he’s the (bye bye, bye bye)	
Bipedal Goat-Boy on your Cell Phone.


*		*		*		*		*		*

Finally, from memory, here’s the first stanza of “Ten Mile Mall,” from the early 90s. I remember really liking the song, and that others were less impressed. It was quite long, and got quite weird.

You go shopping with your baby in Ten Mile Mall.
She keeps you walking till your feet fall off.
There’s no stopping for coffee, there’s no stopping at all—
you just keep walking till your feet fall off.
There are windows big with bargains every way you turn.
There’s a fire in her eyes and she’s got credit to burn.
Uh-oh she starts to slow down; things look rough.
Keep her walking till her feet fall off.

