
Th’up a bit, down a bit blues… Someone, somewhere, is taking notes.  All that’s left for me to do is hope that they dispel the myths this time.  Six long days of solitude, complications 
misconstrued.  Let’s leave some gaps in what we tell the kids, waiting for the golden hours to come.  I always look for things I know are not there… I always look for things I know are not 
there; I’m always chasing these old circles through the air.  I never said that I didn’t care?  Six long days in solitary despair, and, I still couldn’t find a single thing to wear: it doesn’t matter how 
much you prepare.  I always look for things I know are not there, but, if it’s coming for you then you can’t hide anywhere at all.  I always look for things I know are not there; I’m always 
chasing dumb ideas through the air.  Did I say that I didn’t care?  Six long days in solitary despair, and, I still couldn’t find a single thing to wear: it doesn’t matter how much you prepare.  I 
always look for things I know are not there; I’m always chasing these old circles through the air.  I never said that I didn’t care?  Six long days in solitary despair, and, I still couldn’t find a single 
thing to wear: it doesn’t matter how much you prepare.  I always look for things I know are not there; I guess that I was never told this would be fair, and, if I’m honest, then I’ve never cared.  
Let’s keep it clean… Roll it over, cut it out.  Things are taking shape: last night we both admitted that we miss the background noise and bedroom hiss.  It’s underground, doll it up.  The 
monster that we made last year has quit the scene; we know the score, if you know what I mean?  Let’s keep it clean.  Write it down, hide it away.  The crap you talk always betrays the better 
things you have to say.  I think we need a holiday?  Over the top, oh, little death!  Your fingers creep across me as your teeth sink into my neck as I dream of what is next.  Let’s keep it clean.  
It may not show but you know that I mean it.  I’ve put up with your shit for far too long.  Bring a towel… We missed the chance to have our photo taken: pissed away the time again.  Ducked 
for cover from the rain that comes before this in the story of the day we pissed away again.  Next time, bring a towel.  How am I supposed to feel superior now..? So they tell me you’re a 
visionary now?  Well, I am twenty-twenty and I can see the future too, so, beat that, if you can?  What’s that?  No dogmatic comeback?  Well, how am I supposed to feel superior now?  So 
they tell me you’re a missionary now?  It isn’t the position I’d have put you in if you had let me choose.  What’s that?  No sarcastic put down?  Well, how am I supposed to feel superior now?  
Bath robe blues… Most of my favourite writers are dead, but, my heart still keeps regular time.  You said you were mine?  But property is theft?  And, as I kissed your treble-clef you hummed 
my favourite lullaby and said goodbye.  I wrote: “I wept a thousand tears,” but the page stayed dry.  Rubber horse… Hold me down until I tell you what I wanted to do.  Pass the crown, and 
sceptre too.  You never know what might be around the corner, you called her, but she wasn’t home?  You should have known as she told you she wouldn’t be home tonight.  Hold me down 
until I tell you what I wanted to do.  Pass the crown, and sceptre too.  Death of the author… I stared at my surroundings the way you used to do.  And even though you’ve never set a foot 
inside this room, everything in it reminds me of you.  So, I pour another whiskey, light another cigarette, and then the blood starts to pour down the walls just like it did in that book I read 
before you left.  And, all I’ve read is Roland Barthes, since you broke my heart.  Now the days are getting shorter, sometimes they don’t even start, and the crystals that once kept me warm 
are slowly tearing me apart.  But, what are we if we are not receptive creatures?  And, what units should I use to measure the distance between us?  And, all I’ve read is Roland Barthes, since 
you broke my heart.  Nijinsky’s feet (down a bit, up a bit)… Refurbishing the attic, unwinding the stacks: struggling to find what you didn’t know you’d lost, and, waiting for them to attack.  
And then you told us you were God, but, in a second you were gone.  No way of capturing such ornamental choreography, but, we’ve got Stravinsky’s song.  It was pointless trying to fight it, 
and, who gave them the right to open up Nijinsky’s feet to see if he could fly?  Tear apart the wardrobe, and, write down what you find.  Try not to be too distracted by those footsteps on the 
stairs; try not to lose your mind. And then you told us you were God, but, in a second you were gone.  No way of capturing such angular arrangements, but, we’ve got Stravinsky’s song.  It 
was pointless trying to fight it, and, who gave them the right to open up Nijinsky’s feet to see if he could fly?  I’ve not felt this complete before, even though I’m splitting in two.                     
Do you miss Madonna..? Do you miss her?  Miss Madonna?  All in black along canals and back again:  “You and all your friends will disappear someday.”  It was raining; honestly, I wouldn’t 
want it any other way.  Douglas Adams was buried there.  Karl Marx, too, and Masterman, and Mary Anne Evans.  Almost every act was captured digitally.  Fika then the Rough Trade Quiz: I 
wouldn’t want it any other way.  Liquid afternoons… Don’t forget about the time we saw Madonna and that guy told us all our friends would die, and, he was right, but it freaked us out: it 
still freaks me out.  As we made light of the awkward silences and relieved a little pressure from those liquid afternoons that, like all good things, end too soon.  So, slip a preparation my way, 
whip a smile across those aching lips, and, if you have to fake it, fake it good.  I’ll take it.  No regrets about the karaoke fuck-up: the broken glass and bloodied knees?  Well, it’s a night that we 
won’t struggle to remember.  Not like all the others.  And, then, the camera died and we lost our nerve, as we wrestled words from empty verse on that liquid afternoon that, like all good 
things, ends too soon.  So, slip a preparation my way, whip a smile across those aching lips, and, if you have to fake it, fake it good.  I’ll take it.  Rodin… We rode in on rubber horses: rolling 
tobacco and leather.  Left all the prisoners under some rocks in the desert to decompose. And, now?  We drove to the coast but the ocean told us that we were the sea.  All the philosophers, 
carving their myths out of thin air: we sang their song.  “And now, I can see clearly again!”  Blue honey… When you have sprung but overshot the topic.  When you can’t find the spot?  If the 
swine have spoilt the crop: there’s no peak without a trough.  When life’s no longer funny, dip your finger in the blue honey.  What the crystal’s clouded method’s shown: when your reason 
isn’t at home, find a garden overgrown.  There’s no high without a low.  When life’s no longer funny, dip your finger in the blue honey.


