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 SELECTED LYRICS:

Backs of Vans

 

sick societies grow strange varieties

of monsters in the shapes of men

hatching plans in backs of vans

with a rifle or a camera lens

 

when I walk you home you know I'm all broke up

can't stand that I can't see you 'til the sun comes up

in a world so full of wicked men and evil thoughts

well I know you're better here with me 

 

I wanna be your man

don't you understand 

that I can't stand to leave you all alone

 

been afraid to tell you baby cause I 

know just what your worth

buy you a ring do anything to

keep the best thing on this earth

Radio Suicide

everybody says they hear the new sound

everybody says they’re gonna keep their ear down

to the underground

everybody hopes to find the new wave

everybody hopes they’re gonna find some new way

to say the same old thing

meet the new rock same as the old rock

radio suicide – rock-n-roll is dead

television homicide – finish what is left

radio suicide – learn to love the voice inside your head

everybody loading up the old van

everybody rolling down the open road, man

but no one gives a damn

everybody prays they find the new wave

silence terrifying trying for some new craze

they get the same old thing

tell me why you let me inside your mind

let me waste your precious time

voices inside your head

The Train Home 

like a siren I can hear her call

it echoes through skyscaper halls

off cubicle walls

 

she says I won't wait for the rest of my life

 to see you face when yours has passed you by

the company's called...

 

she's had it up to here with all the local losers

I tried my damndest but I 

couldn't fool her

 

I talk until I'm out of breathe 

I think she'd rather choke to death 

than listen to me

 

success its own failure brings

they run together like the ring

she's expecting from me

 

she's had it up to here with all the local losers

I tried my damndest but I 

couldn't fool her

 

She took the train home without me again

Burning Inside

ignorance is bliss if this is your future 

one of sixty cubicles

they forget you were a double threat ten years ago

you could catch and throw the ball

sit and stare at a spreading gut

or linger round the blonde’s desk down the hall

teacher made you a useful thing

but an education’d be no use at all

“estuans intrinsicus ira vehementi

in amaritudine loquor mea menti”*

handed you a pass with a photograph

for your safety sir, please wear where we can see

your team meets in a plastic suite

with color photos of happy employees

earn a prize when you memorize 

your second phone servility

modernity is a riot staged by provocateurs 

who can’t stand to have you think

burning inside with furious anger

let me speak my mind in bitterness

12th c anonymous “the archpoet”
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