cont. (4)

B Underneath The Window, Underneath The Sink" sharpened stone - you always were such a strangely
WICE !Emma's House" passionate girl. Yet these days you only bring
Rilot heerie Moraithan ATiaytel tears, with your cold-hearted silences, elaborate
feanenea) ey practical jokes, staunchly neo-Lutheran worldview
Morning Comes To Town" and refusal to speak anything but medieval Spanish
to my parents. Gone are the days we'd lie eyes—
tight in the reeds and let the sun's sticky
fingers explore the more vulnerable parts of
our bodies (or so I told you), gone too the long
afternoons I'd perch on the sluice-gate or lowe
sewage outfall composing exquisite lim
in praise of your beauty, and you'd em
country girl's homespun wisdom and rudi
knowledge of plastic explosives to mi
walk prior to early communion. Why di
it all with" lies and ‘hypocrisy, wh
deceit? And why di ¢

placing “her jam-jar do
and snuggling damply beg
day, when we can no long
one solitary soiled :

in exchange for help dra g the
in short, we're left starving and ‘homel
having put 3 songs on a 7" once tie o
we can eat him and use his legs as téptpc
And increasingly now I am acco
ewards from the chemlsts by small ye!

feet  saying: "WHY:
BARAH 38 a 10"?" "WHY
unny?" And I wriggle

shout at the nice P ¥
Well, if you wills dod
gll apart,
o Winter so u
o be decanted
he sink. Bobby gréW
bffects pedals, and sif
bhat people do," |
Last night
Worrall road




