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The Old Morass-Pulling Game

It’s goddamn true, I really try to pull myself

At my shortest hair out of the morass

We all see it, yes, I do my utter best

To make it, to create this bloody mess, this restlessness

I’m all wounded, look! but I can’t feel

I’m much too busy tryin’ to be freed

Some shout “you take a rest, you have already drowned!”

But I don’t hear, go on, craving to be crowned

For I promised to myself that I would win,

From the Impossible, from every sin

And here I’m dragging in the dirt, through the sucking mud

To beat the Holy Game, just before the Flood

I simply can’t Surrender to the facts

That I’m a loser, trying to escape

In one direction, in perfection

That my fate’s not resting in my fate

I’m totally crazy and I wonder

Why the people cannot See

Why don’t they bite me, boot me, beat me

Like, in honesty, for long they long to

I’m just like everybody else

That’s why I should be beaten up

Thrown in five volcanoes

Maybe that would shake me up

But I’m afraid I’m sure it is too late

Death stands any torture

And that’s the glory I attained 

As Death I did become immortal

So for penance I applied and cried

And they looked at me and laughed

My karma weighing way too light

My love incurable: just craft

And now I’m running in the dungeon

That I made myself, alone

Eating chips and laughing like a witch

Still preparing, the perfect stone

Then Suddenly, Finally a Lightning:

There’s nothing, nothing to Understand

Yes, for a Second I Remember

And then, again, I try to comprehend

For if I cannot Understand

Why, oh hell, then do I try

Why can’t I just accept the Lie

My humble refusal to Bend

And so it goes on, I have to go

On forever like this, wholly sick

My body’s the only friend that’s left

We had to divorce though, long ago
PAGE  
1

