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            Brando in Waterfront in the car doing the “I coulda been somebody” speech. Put it to a guitar. The same for Blanche in Streetcar. The “kindness of strangers” recitation. Can’t you hear it sung?
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            Preface

         

         At a certain point, if one is lucky, you have a collection. Not the “Best Of,” but everything, from the very beginning to now. It is interesting, as the writer, to see these lyrics, to proofread them and resist the impulse to redo them all. Translators ask for explanations of words, phrases that cannot be provided. Some things are unknown. Some questions cannot be answered. And sometimes the writing was just the rhythm and the sound and made-up words with no meaning other than feeling. I have tried to remain true to all my songs. There are no favorites. I’m amazed that I can write them at all and I have no profound understanding of the process other than when I can do it it is relatively easy and when I can’t I might as well take a car engine apart.

         My teacher Delmore Schwartz showed me the beauty of the simple phrase and I have tried to do that my whole writing life. Andy Warhol was pretty good with words as well and from him I learned a work ethic and the value of repetition. But I’d also learned that long ago from rock and roll and blues. I wanted to do these great monologues to a drum and guitar. I wanted to act the song. I wanted to write the play with the music of my heart. I love the New York accents. The psychology of the streets. And now as I am older the terrain of meditation, the lessons to be learned. And most of all: what to write about now.

         
             

         

         —Lou Reed, 2008

      

   


   
      
         
            Pass thru Fire

         

         The exact line is “Pass thru fire licking at your lips …” My other favorite line is “there’s a door up ahead not a wall.” There are many favorite lines of mine that run through the album Magic and Loss. It was originally intended to be about Magic, real magic, the ability to make oneself disappear. I had heard stories of magicians in Mexico with strange powers. I thought if I put out songs about magic they would get in touch with me and tell me their secrets. After all, people are always telling me their secrets, and I often put them in song as though they happened to me. Unfortunately two friends died of a virulent cancer within one year of each other while I was writing and so Magic became Magic and Loss. I wished for a magical way to deal with grief and disappearance. I wanted to create a music that helped with loss. It seemed we are always starting over, given a chance to deal with things again.

         In the New York album I’m struck again by the interest in outside forces. “Caught between the twisted stars …” The stars are twisted, the map is faulty. Romeo Rodriguez loses his soul in someone’s rented car. A bleak environment to start out in. But predictable enough if you believe the dictum of one of my earliest songs, “I’ll Be Your Mirror,” where the singer offers to “reflect what you are, in case you don’t know.” That was a love song, but the ability and desire to reflect can go other places, and show us other rooms and conditions within and about us.

         I have always thought my lyrics went beyond reportage and took emotional, albeit nonmoral, stances. In the early lyrics this was often seen as a celebration or glorification of what was commonly seen as sin. Sinful behavior and actions going unpunished. That this occurred in a recording was of itself thought sinful. A recorded cauldron of sin. This plus the backing of Andy Warhol made for an incendiary brew. I came back to these times in Songs for Drella, which was an attempt to give you a feeling for the times and the man and the position of respect he held in our eyes as an artist. It’s wonderful to this day to see how he manipulated and handled the press, his extreme work ethic, his attempts to stay relevant in a world geared to the latest whatever. The new generation looks to define itself and the first thing it does is throw away the prior, the old.

         In Time Rocker, a play that I did with Robert Wilson, we were interested in transcending time, passing through it and its various boundaries and worlds. This type of travel meant something to me, being a form of magic. We didn’t have a rented car but a time-traveling fish. It brings me back to the desire in “Trade In” from Set the Twilight Reeling to transcend oneself to trade your very soul the very same soul that was “up for sale” in “Coney Island Baby.” The same Average Guy in “The Blue Mask” who put “pins through the nipples in his chest and thought he was a saint.” Love and the desire for transcendence run through these songs. “The Proposition”; “Make Up My Mind”; “Wild Side” for that matter. The characters in these songs are always moving toward something; there is conflict and they try to deal with it. In “Some Kind of Love” he “put(s) jelly on your shoulder.”

         While later trying to “Hang on to Your Emotions” so that you can “Set the Twilight Reeling” as the “moon and stars sit set before my window.” The actresses relate because they’re acting. They understand the desire to see “The Bells,” to hear the announcement of transcendence and freedom. And that’s what all the lyrics are about.

         
             

         

         —Lou Reed, 2000

      

   


   
      
         

            Introduction by Martin Scorsese

         

         I met Lou Reed for the first time at the restaurant at L’Ermitage Hotel in L.A. I was a great admirer of his solo work, “Street Hassle” in particular (I came later to the Velvet Underground), so I went over and introduced myself. I was in Los Angeles working on the post-production of Raging Bull and I invited Lou to join us as we played back the final mix, the only time we actually screened the film on the West Coast. When the lights came up, he seemed fairly overwhelmed. I remember that he was even impressed with the use of music, from Mascagni to Louis Prima.

         After the screening, I happened to mention to Lou that I wanted to make a film out of a short story called “In Dreams Begin Responsibilities” by Delmore Schwartz, which I had read the year before when Bob De Niro and I were working on the script. I was amazed when he told me that he’d been a student of Schwartz’s at Syracuse University, and he was just as amazed that I knew this autobiographical story by his mentor, the man who gave him a foundation in poetry, and that it had resonated so deeply for me. Later, I thought about adapting “In Dreams” for my contribution to New York Stories. I’d still like to make that film one day.

         Lou’s lyrics have two lives: as they are sung and heard, and as they are read on the printed page. And I think that they could only have come from someone who grew up in the New York area and came of age in Manhattan, who moved and wrote and sang from the pulse of life in this city. They describe the city as it was but they also incarnate it. You feel it in the rhythms (for instance, the driving rhythm of “Street Hassle” set by the string section, or the propulsive guitars on the live version of “Sweet Jane,” to name two favorites), you feel it in Lou’s voice, and you feel it in those words—really, they’re all one and the same. It’s essential New York speech, and it feels so close to what I was always trying to do in my own pictures, in the way the characters speak to each other and express themselves. You read or listen to the words and you see those people, hanging out or waiting or hustling on streetcorners or talking in tenement halls or going out on the boulevard.

         Take this section of “Street Hassle,” about a woman who’s OD’d and the hustler she picked up who’s stuck trying to get rid of her body:

         
            You know, some people got no choice

            And they can never find a voice

            To talk with that they can even call their own

            So the first thing they see

            That allows them the right to be

            Why they follow it, you know, it’s called bad luck.

         

         That is a movie.

         Lou and I got to know each other over the years. I was so touched when he wrote a song about me and Sam Shepard on his 1984 album New Sensations—actually, it was about our work and how much it meant to him. In 1987, he auditioned for the role of Pontius Pilate in my film The Last Temptation of Christ, but his old friend David Bowie ended up playing the part. In the 90s, we tried to get a film made based on the title song of Lou’s album Dirty Boulevard, from a script by Reinaldo Povod, who had written a play called Cuba and His Teddy Bear with Bob De Niro and who later passed away at a very young age. We were never able to get that picture into production.

         When I got the news that Lou had died, I was absolutely shocked. We had lost touch and I had no idea that he had been so sick. He was a great singer, a great writer, a great New York artist … a great artist, period. He actually spoke and sang in the voice of the lowest of the low, the dregs, the “least among us”—the people looking to follow the first thing that gives them the right to be. He spoke the language of people with nothing but their own humanity, and he elevated them. His words and his music—sometimes as close to everyday life as breathing—inspired many, many people over the years. I’m one of them.

         
             

         

         —Martin Scorsese, 2019

      

   


   
      
         

            Introduction by James Atlas

         

         Lou Reed was a poet before he was a rock star. He was also a poet after he was a rock star. As a high-school student growing up on Long Island in the 1950s, he read Allen Ginsberg and Shakespeare; his Forest of Arden was Greenwich Village, an urban bower for young literary toughs determined to become writers. Lou Reed belonged to this seedy, longhaired fraternity. “In his mind,” recalled a friend, “he was a great writer.” It was only a matter of time.

         At Syracuse University in upstate New York, Reed met Delmore Schwartz, his muse, the poet he called his “spiritual godfather.” Delmore – no one ever called him by his last name—was then in his late forties, only a few years away from the heart attack that would end his life in the hallway of a Times Square fleabag as he was taking out the garbage. He was fifty-two when he died. Three decades earlier, T. S. Eliot had declared him the great hope of American poetry, but he had been undone by alcohol and amphetamines. Long past his prime, he held forth from a table in the corner of the seedy Orange Bar near the campus—reader, I have been there, researching a biography I wrote of Delmore long ago, and it was seedy, a garish glare of neon lights and buzzing pinball machines. The air stank of beer fumes.

         Reed loved Delmore, and he loved Delmore’s work. He thought “In Dreams Begin Responsibilities,” the short story Delmore published in the first issue of Partisan Review when he was twenty-four, a perfect work of art. “To think you could do that with the simplest words available in such a short span of pages was incredibly powerful,” he marveled: “You could write something like that and not have the greatest vocabulary in the world. I wanted to write that way, simple words to cause an emotion, and put them with my three chords.” Portrait of the artist as a young man with a guitar.

         A year before his own death in 2013, Reed wrote an introduction to a new edition of Delmore’s stories, In Dreams Begin Responsibilities, a piece of rhetorical magic reverberant with devotion to the master. Delmore reading Finnegans Wake, Delmore reciting Yeats, snot pouring from his nose: “I cried—the love of the word—THE HONEY BEAR.” (Reed is referring here to Delmore’s poem “The Heavy Bear Who Goes With Me,” but never mind; “honey” is just as good.)

         “You must never write for money or I will haunt you,” Delmore used to warn his hungry acolyte. But I suspect he would have been proud of Reed’s fame, his consorting with rock stars like Mick Jagger and David Bowie, his concerts in Madison Square Garden and the Royal Albert Hall. Delmore was the highest of highbrows, but he was a populist, too. He would have seen Reed the way Reed saw himself: “I wanted to write. One line as good as yours. One mountain.” He wanted to write one line as good as a line of Delmore’s. And he wanted to write one song as good as anyone had ever written. Reed’s ambition was huge.

         Delmore wasn’t his only source of poetic inspiration. In 2000, he began a collaboration with the composer Robert Wilson on a rock opera entitled POEtry, based on the work of Edgar Allan Poe, which premiered at the Brooklyn Academy of Music three months after 9/11. For Reed, Poe was another madman with ungovernable appetites. “Obsessions, paranoia, willful acts of self-destruction surround us constantly,” was how he explained his fascination with a poet he saw as his double: “Though we age, we still hear the cries of those for whom the attraction to mournful chaos is monumental.”

         Mournful chaos was Reed’s medium. To immerse oneself in his ballads, lyrics, and poems now is to be transported back to a time when you could spot Patti Smith and Robert Mapplethorpe on West 23rd Street—they lived for a time at the Chelsea Hotel; or see W. H. Auden padding around St. Mark’s Place in his bedroom slippers; when you could call up to Allen Ginsberg on East 10th Street and have him throw down his keys from his third-story window; or loiter by the door of Andy Warhol’s Factory in Union Square, hoping for a glimpse of Tennessee Williams. You could go hear the Velvet Underground at CBGBs. Or you could hang out at Max’s Kansas City. (Someone please explain what the sign that said “Chick Peas” meant? People didn’t go there for the chickpeas.)

         Reed’s work is the chronicle of this history. When you read instead of listen to “Walk on the Wild Side,” you get to think about what the words mean instead of just experiencing them as the raw emotional power of music:

         
            She says, Hey babe, take a walk on the wild side

            Said, Hey babe, take a walk on the wild side

            And the colored girls go

            Doo da doo da doo

         

         Reed is instructing us to go outside of our safe zone, to shoot up (“I’m waiting for the man / Twenty-six dollars in my hand”), have sex with men and women, engage in threesomes, get stoned, get drunk, annoy the shit out of people, alienate one’s friends, harass one’s enemies, act like a jerk in public, transgress … Here is an astonishing poem nearly impossible to imagine being recited anywhere by anyone today:

         
             

         

         Wanna Be Black

         
            I wanna be black

            Have natural rhythm

            Shoot twenty feet of jism, too

            And fuck up the Jews

            I wanna be black 

            I don’t wanna be a fucked-up, middle-class college student anymore

         

         No danger of that.

         Yet he could be elegiac, too:

         
            I’ll be the wind, the rain, and the sunset

            The light on your door

            To show that you’re home

         

         Isn’t that lovely? No matter how hard Reed tried to strip his work of beauty, it peeped through, illuminating a world that he felt impelled to desecrate. He was half-hearted about it, though; what’s so striking about the lyrics collected here is how radiant, even sentimental they are. He was a nihilist who loved life. Reading “I Found a Reason,” I discovered that Reed was a romantic:

         
            I found a reason to keep living, and the reason dear is you

            I found a reason to keep singing, and the reason dear is you

            Oh, I do believe, if you don’t like things you leave

            For someplace you’ve never gone before

            
                

            

            Honey, I found a reason to keep living

            You know the reason dear it’s you

            I’ve walked down life’s lonely highways

            Hand in hand with myself

            And I realize how many paths have crossed between us

            
                

            

            Oh I do believe you are what you perceive

            What comes is better than what came before

         

         Long after he became a rock star striding the world’s stage (or at least that part of it below 8th Street), Reed continued to think of himself as a poet who made music. He never gave up his aspiration “to become a writer in the literary sense,” wrote the rock critic Lester Bangs. Nothing about his public sexual hijinks, his addictions, his self-destructive attitudes toward friends and lovers, could interfere with the purity of his aesthetic.

         I’ll be your mirror: and he was.

         
             

         

         —James Atlas, 2019

      

   


   
      
         

            The Power of the Heart by Laurie Anderson

         

         In 1992 Lou and I were both invited to play in a John Zorn festival in Munich and John asked all the musicians to feel free to collaborate with each other. Lou and I had never met but we bonded over my new laptop and he asked me to read “A Dream” from Songs for Drella—a piece he wrote in Andy Warhol’s voice—in his show while his band played a slow, almost ambient, groove. I read the hilarious and heart-rending song in the most mundane voice I could find. “Perfect!” said Lou after the show. “Exactly the way I would have read it.”

         Lou and I were together for twenty-one years. When we met I didn’t know much about him or his songs. I knew he was a rock star but I had the vague impression that the Velvet Underground was a British group. I’m not proud of that but I just mention it because there were many fewer musicians and artists back then and each scene was separate. Since this was New York, each scene was called a world. So there was the art world, the jazz world, the fashion world, the financial world, the rock world, the experimental world and so on. There wasn’t much crossover between these worlds, unlike now.

         I didn’t want to fall in love with a rock icon, but with the man I had actually met. From Ecstasy on I was suddenly able to see the way life and experience became words, melodies and grooves in Lou’s writing. Many of the songs are full of images that are like vivid photographs and home movies for me. People, cars, meetings, dreams, arguments, and places all transformed into words. Sometimes these subjects were contained (bad dreams made safe in lovely songs) and sometimes they were even more harrowing and articulate than in life. Lou’s range was from murderous to tender.

         Lou had an indelible voice. He called me many times a day. “It’s me,” he would say, each time giving those two words a different meaning or referencing one of our countless running inside jokes. Stepping back, I see that Lou is one of those writers whose voice is inextricably bound to his language. He could do the Jimmy Cagney swaggering street twang. Lou loved tough guys of all kinds but more to the point he loved guys who could play them—like Bruce Lee and Marlon Brando. He liked men who understood and could dig down into the tough guy act—Philip K. Dick, James Ellroy, Hubert Selby, William S. Burroughs, James Lee Burke, Raymond Chandler, and above all his teacher Delmore Schwartz. Like Lou, some of these writers performed their work. And their voices, like the deadpan drawl of William S. Burroughs, drill into the back of your brain and you can never read their words without hearing their voices.

         Who was Lou the writer?

         In this book of collected lyrics it’s possible to follow the many threads that run through Lou’s writing. The tenderness in “Perfect Day,” one of his early songs, is still there many decades later in “Turning Time Around.” His empathy, fierce social justice, and uncensored honesty run through his work expressed and reinterpreted through decades of his life as he and the world changed again and again.

         Lou wasn’t a confessional songwriter. He didn’t write about generic “you” and generic “me.” He cast himself sometimes as “the waterboy” sometimes as the observer or a mirror. “I’ll be your mirror” was the engine of many of his songs. When you look at me you will see yourself—or actually you will see yourself as I see you. Even at his most empathetic and encouraging Lou was always the writer, the definer. He was also masterful at describing the many alchemical ways we change each other, as in “Perfect Day”:

         
            You made me forget myself

            I thought I was someone else, someone good

         

         and “Pale Blue Eyes”:

         
            If I could make the world as pure and strange as what I see

            I’d put you in the mirror I put in front of me

         

         Of course when you’re a mirror you’re invisible. Magic acts, conjuring and disappearing were magnets for Lou. He was looking for magic. We looked for it in many of our adventures. “I thought if I put out songs about magic they would get in touch with me and tell me their secrets,” he said. Lou was restless, always looking for ways to change, to become better, to do things differently. Sometimes people forget he was also a deeply experimental artist, as in Metal Machine Music and work like the overlapping lyrics of “The Murder Mystery.”

         Talking Music

         Talking was an art form for Lou and he loved to throw in words of his favorite writers, which were seamlessly integrated into his word stream and conversations, punctuated by the loudest, most outrageous guffaw. These brief quoted moments were complete with accents and gestures. They were like miniature plays. He would suddenly be the greedy cigar-chomping manager or Andy Warhol whining in his studio. These bits of acting were never cruel or patronizing. They were illuminating.

         When something absurd happened Lou would often drop in a quote. You had to keep up with the references in these high-speed conversations, which took some hairpin turns. Sometimes Kafka’s “Gregor Samsa awoke one morning … and found himself transformed into a gigantic insect …” or Delmore Schwartz’s foreboding, “No good will come of this!” Then suddenly he’d be riffing on Hunter S. Thompson in a convertible with his Samoan attorney, an image that never failed to crack him up.

         As a songwriter Lou was also essentially a playwright. He created casts of characters who all had names—Rotten Rita, Sally, Billy, Little Joe, Candy, Jim, Caroline, Mulberry Jane, Newspaper Joe. He also knew the difference between himself as a writer, a person, and a rock star. He could shapeshift quickly between these roles. He could take his fame off like one of his leather jackets or he could decide to use the pose as a weapon. We talked about how to do these quick changes in life and how to do them in writing. These conversations often circled around the uselessness of metaphor and the many subjects we shared, among them doubt, angels, justice, parents, and whales.

         When we met I was reading and rereading Moby Dick and thinking about rewriting it as an opera, which turned out to be a somewhat ill-fated adventure. We talked endlessly about what it’s like to try to find the voice of a writer, and so when Lou began POEtry and later The Raven we talked about how to translate the other way—written words into music.

         When his words made it into songs they still often sounded like conversations, words from everyday life. And it was the timbre, pitch and tone of his voice that were always telling parallel stories—sometimes commenting on the words, sometimes mocking them, sometimes putting the emphasis on an unexpected syllable.

         He was always surprising his band. Sometimes he waited until almost the end of the line to fit all the words in, improvising. It was never boring to play with Lou. When the words were inside the music, the beats and bars were there as markers for the language to play against. The words rushed and tumbled ahead sometimes underlining things, sometimes lagging behind the beats, making a counterpoint that had a whole new meaning. Lou could croon a cruel line or spit out an intimate one. He could put audio “quotes” around words. He could make them shimmer and last forever or drop them down at the end of the sentence, making them almost disappear.

         He was always reinventing his own songs, looking for new ways to say them, to play them. I remember when Jimmy Scott taught Lou how to do vibrato. “Just go back and forth slowly between these two pitches,” said Jimmy. Vibrato made the words last even longer and Lou loved this floating technique of singing.

         Lou was the most vivid person I ever met. He was my other half—a magnet, a shining star, danger, a safe home, a mirror, love itself. And it’s now that I can see why and how he wanted to write music about how to deal with disappearance, loss and grief. “I wished for a magical way to deal with grief and disappearance,” he wrote. And especially when we began to meditate, this added whole new realms to the adventures:

         
            It must be nice to disappear

            To have a vanishing act

            To always be moving forward and

            Never looking back

         

         As I read the words to these songs now in many ways I have become a reader, another person who is looking at his pictures of couples, love and relationships. Often I find oddly familiar descriptions of our life together in some of his earliest songs.

         After Lou died I was talking to David Bowie and saying how hard it was for me to read the violent lyrics of Lulu. David made a big point of saying to me, “Listen, Lulu is Lou’s greatest work. This is his masterpiece. Just wait, it will be like Berlin. It will take everyone a while to catch up.” Recently I began reading the lyrics again. Lulu is so fierce. It’s written by a man who understood fear and rage, abandonment, terror, revenge and love and wasn’t afraid to express them. Lulu is an American King Lear.

         Now sometimes in my own shows I perform “Junior Dad” playing Lou’s prerecorded voice and joining him on violin. “Scalding, my dead father has the motor and he’s driving towards an island of lost souls,” he sings. If I close my eyes it’s like we’re on some of the tours we did together playing each other’s songs.

         I’ve spent a lot of my life backstage waiting for my own shows to start and sometimes watching Lou’s shows from the sidelines. In 2015 I used “Turning Time Around” in the credits for a film I made called Heart of a Dog. Often at the end of screenings I would be backstage waiting to do the Q & A. “Turning time around, yes that is what love is,” sang Lou. The sound was boomy and the words were muffled by the curtains and it almost always seemed like he was still onstage finishing one of his shows and any minute he would appear and we’d go to the green room and then out to dinner to celebrate whatever there was to celebrate that day.

         Silent Music

         The thing that strikes me most about the words in this book is their silence. They were born with accents and presented in whispers, shouts, moans and rants. In this book Lou’s deep voice is gone. The infectious grooves and all the beats are gone. The words here rest on the page. They are like petrographs. Words without sound. Some of the remnants of melody survive in the patterns of the words as they scatter, dance and line themselves up across the page.

         But suddenly you can read them at your own rate. You can take your own time, make your own song, create your own verse/chorus. The words have been set free. They have a new strange and stranded beauty, open for you to read in your own way.

         My favorite song is one he wrote for me and now I sing it to myself any way I feel like:

         
            You know me, I like to dream a lot

            Of what there is and what there’s not

            But mainly I dream of you a lot

            The power of your heart

            The power of your heart

         

         I hope you love this book of songs and make it your own.

         
             

         

         —Laurie Anderson, 2019

      

   


   
      
         

            THE VELVET UNDERGROUND & NICO

         

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Sunday Morning

            

            
               
                  Sunday morning

                  Brings the dawn in

                  It’s just a restless feeling by my side

                  Early dawning

                  Sunday morning

                  It’s just the wasted years so close behind

                  Watch out, the world’s behind you

                  There’s always someone around you who will call

                  It’s nothing at all

               

               
                  Sunday morning

                  And I’m falling

                  I’ve got a feeling I don’t want to know

                  Early dawning

                  Sunday morning

                  It’s all the streets you crossed not so long ago

                  Watch out, the world’s behind you

                  There’s always someone around you who will call

                  It’s nothing at all

               

               
                  Sunday morning

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               I’m Waiting for the Man

            

            
               
                  I’m waiting for my man

                  Twenty-six dollars in my hand

                  Up to Lexington 1-2-5

                  Feeling sick and dirty, more dead than alive

                  I’m waiting for my man

               

               
                  Hey white boy, what you doin’ uptown

                  Hey white boy, you chasin’ our women around

                  Oh pardon me sir, it’s furthest from my mind

                  I’m just lookin’ for a dear dear friend of mine

                  I’m waiting for my man

               

               
                  Here he comes, he’s all dressed in black

                  PR shoes and a big straw hat

                  He’s never early, he’s always late

                  First thing you learn is that you always gotta wait

                  I’m waiting for my man

               

               
                  Up to a brownstone, up three flights of stairs

                  Everybody’s pinned you but nobody cares

                  He’s got the works gives you sweet taste

                  Then you gotta split because you got no time to waste

                  I’m waiting for my man

               

               
                  Baby don’t you holler, darlin’ don’t you ball and shout

                  I’m feeling good, you know I’m gonna work it on out

                  I’m feeling good, I’m feeling oh so fine

                  Until tomorrow but that’s just some other time

                  I’m waiting for my man

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Femme Fatale

            

            
               
                  Here she comes

                  You’d better watch your step

                  She’s going to break your heart in two, it’s true

                  It’s not hard to realize

                  Just look into her false-colored eyes

                  She’ll build you up to just put you down

                  What a clown

               

               
                  ’Cause everybody knows

                  The things she does to please

                  She’s just a little tease

                  See the way she walks

                  Hear the way she talks

               

               
                  You’re written in her book

                  You’re number 37, have a look

                  She’s going to smile to make you frown, what a clown

                  Little boy, she’s from the street

                  Before you start you’re already beat

                  She’s going to play you for a fool, yes it’s true

               

               
                  ’Cause everybody knows

                  The things she does to please

                  She’s just a little tease

                  See the way she walks

                  Hear the way she talks

               

               
                  She’s a femme fatale

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               Venus in Furs

            

            
               
                  Shiny, shiny, shiny boots of leather

                  Whiplash girlchild in the dark

                  Comes in bells, your servant, don’t forsake him

                  Strike dear mistress and cure his heart

               

               
                  Downy sins of streetlight fancies

                  Chase the costumes she shall wear

                  Ermine furs adorn imperious

                  Severin, Severin awaits you there

               

               
                  I am tired, I am weary

                  I could sleep for a thousand years

                  A thousand dreams that would awake me

                  Different colors made of tears

               

               
                  Kiss the boot of shiny shiny leather

                  Shiny leather in the dark

                  Tongue the thongs, the belt that does await you

                  Strike dear mistress and cure his heart

               

               
                  Severin, Severin, speak so slightly

                  Severin, down on your bended knee

                  Taste the whip, in love not given lightly

                  Taste the whip, now bleed for me

               

               
                  Shiny, shiny, shiny boots of leather

                  Whiplash girlchild in the dark

                  Severin your servant, comes in bells, please don’t forsake him

                  Strike dear mistress and cure his heart

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               Run Run Run

            

            
               
                  Teenage Mary said to Uncle Dave

                  I sold my soul, must be saved

                  Gonna take a walk down Union Square

                  You never know who you gonna find there

               

               
                  You gotta run run run run run

                  Gypsy death and you

                  Tell you what to do

               

               
                  Margarita Passion I had to get her fixed

                  She wasn’t well, she’s getting sick

                  Went to sell her soul, she wasn’t high

                  Didn’t know things she could buy

               

               
                  Seasick Sarah had a golden nose

                  Hard-nailed boots, wrapped around her toes

                  When she turned blue, all the angels screamed

                  They didn’t know, they couldn’t make the scene

               

               
                  Beardless Harry, what a waste

                  Couldn’t even get a small-town taste

                  Rode the trolleys, down to Forty-Seven

                  Figured if he was good, he’d get himself to heaven

               

               
                  We gotta run run run run run

                  Take a drag or two

                  Run run run run run

                  Gypsy death and you

                  Tell you what to do

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               All Tomorrow’s Parties

            

            
               
                  And what costume shall the poor girl wear

                  To all tomorrow’s parties

                  A hand-me-down dress from who knows where

                  To all tomorrow’s parties

                  And where will she go, and what shall she do

                  When midnight comes around

                  She’ll turn once more to Sunday’s clown and cry behind the door

               

               
                  And what costume shall the poor girl wear

                  To all tomorrow’s parties

                  Why silks and linens of yesterday’s gowns

                  To all tomorrow’s parties

                  And what will she do with Thursday’s rags

                  When Monday comes around

                  She’ll turn once more to Sunday’s clown and cry behind the door

               

               
                  And what costume shall the poor girl wear

                  To all tomorrow’s parties

                  For Thursday’s child is Sunday’s clown

                  For whom none will go mourning

               

               
                  A blackened shroud

                  A hand-me-down gown

                  Of rags and silks—a costume

                  Fit for one who sits and cries

                  For all tomorrow’s parties

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               Heroin

            

            
               
                  I don’t know just where I’m going

                  But I’m gonna try for the kingdom if I can

                  ’Cause it makes me feel like I’m a man

                  When I put a spike into my vein

                  Then I tell you things aren’t quite the same

                  When I’m rushin’ on my run

                  And I feel just like Jesus’ son

                  And I guess that I just don’t know

                  And I guess that I just don’t know

               

               
                  I have made a big decision

                  I’m gonna try to nullify my life

                  ’Cause when the blood begins to flow

                  When it shoots up the dropper’s neck

                  When I’m closing in on death

                  You can’t help me, not you guys

                  Or all you sweet girls with all your sweet talk

                  You can all go take a walk

                  And I guess that I just don’t know

                  And I guess that I just don’t know

               

               
                  I wish that I was born a thousand years ago

                  I wish that I’d sailed the darkened seas

                  On a great big clipper ship

                  Going from this land here to that

                  Ah, in a sailor’s suit and cap

                  Away from the big city

                  Where a man cannot be free

                  Of all the evils of this town

                  And of himself and those around

                  And I guess that I just don’t know

                  And I guess that I just don’t know

               

               
                  Heroin, be the death of me

                  Heroin, it’s my wife and it’s my life

                  Because a mainer to my vein

                  Leads to a center in my head

                  And then I’m better off than dead

                  Because when the smack begins to flow

                  I really don’t care anymore

                  About all the Jim-Jims in this town

                  And all the politicians making crazy sounds

                  And everybody putting everybody else down

                  And all the dead bodies piled up in mounds

               

               
                  ’Cause when the smack begins to flow

                  Then I really don’t care any more

                  Ah when that heroin is in my blood

                  And that blood is in my head

                  Man thank God I’m good as dead

                  And thank your God that I’m not aware

                  And thank God that I just don’t care

                  And I guess that I just don’t know

                  Oh and I guess that I just don’t know

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               There She Goes Again

            

            
               
                  There she goes again

                  She’s out on the streets again

                  She’s down on her knees my friend

                  But you know she’ll never ask you please again

                  Now take a look, there’s no tears in her eyes

                  She won’t take it from just any guy

                  What can you do

                  You see her walking on down the street

                  Look at all your friends that she’s gonna meet

                  You’d better hit her

               

               
                  There she goes again

                  She’s knocked out on her feet again

                  She’s down on her knees my friend

                  You know she’ll never ask you please again

                  Now take a look, there’s no tears in her eyes

                  Like a bird, you know she will fly

                  What can you do

                  You see her walking on down the street

                  Look at all your friends that she’s gonna meet (there she goes)

                  You’d better hit her

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               I’ll Be Your Mirror

            

            
               
                  I’ll be your mirror, reflect what you are

                  In case you don’t know

                  I’ll be the wind, the rain, and the sunset

                  The light on your door

                  To show that you’re home

               

               
                  When you think the night has seen your mind

                  That inside you’re twisted and unkind

                  Let me stand to show that you are blind

                  Please put down your hands

                  ’Cause I see you

               

               
                  I find it hard

                  To believe you don’t know

                  The beauty you are

                  But if you don’t

                  Let me be your eyes

                  A hand to your darkness

                  So you won’t be afraid

               

               
                  When you think the night has seen your mind

                  That inside you’re twisted and unkind

                  Let me stand to show that you are blind

                  Please put down your hands

                  ’Cause I see you

               

               
                  I’ll be your mirror

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               Black Angel’s Death Song

            

            
               
                  The myriad choices of his fate set themselves out upon

                  A plate for him to choose, what had he to lose

                  Not a ghost-bloodied country all covered with sleep

                  Where the black angel did weep

                  Not an old city street in the east

                  Gone to choose

               

               
                  And wandering’s brother walked on through the night

                  With his hair

                  In his face

                  Long a long splintered cut from the knife of G.T.

               

               
                  The Rally Man’s patter ran on through the dawn

                  Until we said so long to his skull

                  Shrill yell

               

               
                  Shining brightly, red-rimmed and red-lined with the time

                  Effused with the choice of the mind on ice skates scraping chunks

                  From the bells

               

               
                  Cut mouth bleeding razors forget in the pain

                  Antiseptic remains coo goodbye

                  So you fly

                  To the cozy brown snow of the east

                  Gone to choose, choose again

               

               
                  Sacrificials remain make it hard to forget

                  Where you come from

                  The stools of your eyes serve to realize pain

                  Choose again

               

               
          
        

               
                  Roberman’s refrain of the sacrilege recluse

                  For the loss of a horse

                  Went the bowels in the tail of a rat

                  Come again, choose to go

               

               
                  And if epiphany’s terror reduced you to shame

                  Have your head bobbed and weaved

                  Choose a side

                  To be on

               

               
                  If the stone glances off split didactics in two

                  Lay the colour of mouse trails all’s green try between

                  If you choose

                  If you choose

                  Try to lose

                  For the loss of remain come and start

                  Start the game

                  I Chi–Chi

                  Chi Chi I

                  Chi Chi Chi

                  Ka–Ta–Ko

                  Choose to choose

                  Choose to choose

                  Choose to go

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               European Son

            

            
               
                  You killed your European Son

                  You spit on those under twenty-one

                  But now your blue clouds have gone

                  You’d better say so long

                  Hey hey, bye bye bye

               

               
                  You made your wallpapers green

                  You want to make love to the scene

                  Your European Son is gone

                  You’d better say so long

                  Your clouds driftin’ good-bye

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

            WHITE LIGHT / WHITE HEAT

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               White Light / White Heat

            

            
               
                  White Light

                  Goin’ messin’ up my mind

                  White Light

                  Don’t you know it’s gonna make me go blind

                  White Heat

                  White Heat

                  It tickle me down to my toes

                  White Light

                  Lord have mercy White Light have it goodness knows

               

               
                  White Light

                  White Light

                  Goin’ messin’ up my brain

                  White Light

                  Oh, White Light

                  It’s gonna drive me insane

                  White Heat

                  White Heat it tickle me down to my toes

                  White Light

                  Oh, White Light I said now, goodness knows, do it

                  White Light

                  Oh, I surely do love to watch that stuff drip itself in

                  White Light

                  Watch that side, watch that side

                  Don’t you know gonna be dead and dried

                  White Heat

                  Yeah foxy momma watchin’ me walkin’ down the street

                  White Light

                  Come upside your head, gonna make you dead, hanging on your street 

                  White Light

                  Movin’ me between my brain

                  White Light

                  Gonna make you go insane

                  White Heat

                  Oh, White Heat it tickles me down to my toes

                  White Light

                  Oh White Light, I said now, goodness knows

                  White Light

                  Oh, White Light it lightens up my eyes

                  White Light

                  Don’t you know it fills me up with surprise

                  White Heat

                  Oh, White Heat tickle me down to my toes

                  White Light

                  Oh, White Light, I’ll tell you now, goodness knows, now work it

                  White Light

                  Oh, she surely do move speed

                  Watch that speedfreak, watch that speedfreak

                  Yeah we’re gonna go and make it every week

                  White Heat

                  Oh, sputter mutter, everybody’s gonna go and kill their mother

               

               
                  White Light

                  Here she comes, here she comes

                  Everybody get it gonna make me run

                  Do it

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               The Gift

            

            
               Waldo Jeffers had reached his limit. It was now mid-August, which meant he had been separated from Marsha for more than two months. Two months, and all he had to show were three dog-eared letters and two very expensive long-distance phone calls. True, when school had ended and she’d returned to Wisconsin and he to Locust, Pennsylvania, she had sworn to maintain a certain fidelity. She would date occasionally, but merely as amusement. She would remain faithful.

               But lately, Waldo had begun to worry. He had trouble sleeping at night, and when he did, he had horrible dreams. He lay awake at night, tossing and turning underneath his pleated quilt protector, tears welling in his eyes as he pictured Marsha, her sworn vows overcome by liquor and the smooth soothing of some Neanderthal, finally submitting to the final caresses of sexual oblivion. It was more than the human mind could bear.

               Visions of Marsha’s faithlessness haunted him. Daytime fantasies of sexual abandon permeated his thoughts, and the thing was, they wouldn’t understand how she really was. He, Waldo, alone understood this. He had intuitively grasped every nook and cranny of her psyche. He had made her smile—she needed him, and he wasn’t there. (ahh …)

               The idea came to him on the Thursday before the Mummers’ parade was scheduled to appear. He’d just finished mowing and edging the Edisons’ lawn for a dollar fifty and then checked the mailbox to see if there was at least a word from Marsha. There was nothing but a circular from the Amalgamated Aluminum Company of America inquiring into his awning needs. At least they cared enough to write. It was a New York company. You could go anywhere in the mails.

               Then it struck him. He didn’t have enough money to go to Wisconsin in the accepted fashion, true, but why not mail himself? It was absurdly simple. He would ship himself, parcel-post special delivery. The next day Waldo went to the supermarket to purchase the necessary equipment. He bought masking tape, a staple-gun, and a medium-sized cardboard box, just right for a person of his build. He judged that with a minimum of jostling, he could ride quite comfortably. A few airholes, some water, and perhaps midnight snacks, and it would probably be as good as going tourist.

               By Friday afternoon, Waldo was set. He was thoroughly packed and the post office had agreed to pick him up at three o’clock. He had marked the package “fragile” and as he sat curled up inside, resting on the foam-rubber cushioning he’d thoughtfully included, he tried to picture the look of awe and happiness on Marsha’s face, as she opened her door, saw the package, tipped the deliverer, and then opened it to see her Waldo finally there in person. She would kiss him, and then maybe they could see a movie. If he’d only thought of this before. Suddenly, rough hands gripped his package, and he found himself borne up. He landed with a thud in a truck and was off.

               Marsha Bronson had just finished setting her hair. It had been a very rough weekend. She had to remember not to drink like that. Bill had been nice about it, though. After it was over, he’d said he still respected her, and after all it was certainly the way of nature, and even though, no, he didn’t love her, he did feel an affection for her. And after all, they were grown adults. Oh, what Bill could teach Waldo. But that seemed many years ago.

               Sheila Klein, her very, very best friend, walked in through the porch screen door and into the kitchen.

               “Oh god, it’s absolutely maudlin outside.”

               “I know what you mean, I feel all icky.” Marsha tightened the belt on her cotton robe with the silk outer edge. Sheila ran her finger over some salt grains on the kitchen table, licked her finger and made a face.

               “I’m supposed to be taking these salt pills, but”—she wrinkled her nose—“they make me feel like throwing up.”

               Marsha started to pat herself under the chin, an exercise she had seen on television. “God, don’t even talk about that.” She got up from the table and went to the sink, where she picked up a bottle of pink and blue vitamins. “Want one? Supposed to be better than steak,” and then attempted to touch her knees.

               “I don’t think I’ll ever touch a daiquiri again.” She gave up and sat down, this time nearer the small table that supported the telephone. “Maybe Bill will call,” she said to Sheila’s glance. Sheila nibbled on her cuticle.

               “After last night, I thought maybe you’d be through with him.”

               “I know what you mean. My god, he was like an octopus—hands all over the place!” she gestured raising her arms upward in defense. “The thing is, after a while you get tired of fighting with him, you know, and after all I didn’t really do anything Friday and Saturday, so I kind of owed it to him—you know what I mean.” She started to scratch.

               Sheila was giggling with her hand over her mouth. “I tell you, I felt the same way and even, after a while,” here she bent forward in a whisper, “I wanted to.” Now she was laughing very loudly.

               It was at this point that Mr. Jameson, of the Clarence Darrow Post Office, rang the doorbell of the large stucco-covered frame house. When Marsha Bronson opened the door, he helped her carry the package in. He had his yellow and his green slips of paper signed, and left with a fifteen cent tip that Marsha had gotten out of her mother’s small beige pocketbook in the den.

               “What do you think it is?” Sheila asked.

               Marsha stood with her arms folded behind her back. She stared at the brown cardboard carton that sat in the middle of the living room. “I don’t know.”

               Inside the package, Waldo quivered with excitement as he listened to the muffled voices. Sheila ran her fingernail over the masking tape that ran down the center of the carton. “Why don’t you look at the return address and see who it’s from.”

               Waldo felt his heart beating. He could feel the vibrating footsteps. It would be soon.

               Marsha walked around the carton and read the ink-scratched label. “God, it’s from Waldo!”

               “That schmuck,” said Sheila.

               Waldo trembled with expectation.

               “Well you might as well open it,” said Sheila, and both of them tried to lift the stapled flap.

               “Oaah,” said Marsha, groaning, “he must have nailed it shut.” They tugged on the flap again. “My god, you need a power drill to get this thing open.” They pulled again. “You can’t get a grip.” They both stood still breathing heavily. “Why don’t you get a scissor,” said Sheila. Marsha ran into the kitchen, but all she could find was a little sewing scissor. Then she remembered that her father kept a collection of tools in the basement. She ran downstairs, and when she came back up, she had a large sheetmetal cutter in her hand. “This is the best I could find.” She was very out of breath. “Here, you do it, I think I’m gonna die.” She sank into her large fluffy couch and exhaled noisily. Sheila tried to make a slit between the masking tape and the end of the cardboard flap, but the blade was too big and there wasn’t enough room. “Goddamn this thing,” she said feeling very exasperated. Then, smiling, “I got an idea.” “What?” said Marsha. “Just watch,” said Sheila, touching her finger to her head.

               Inside the package, Waldo was so transfixed with excitement that he could barely breathe. His skin felt prickly from the heat and he could feel his heart beating in his throat. It would be soon.

               Sheila stood quite upright and walked around to the other side of the package. Then she sank down to her knees, grasped the cutter by both handles, took a deep breath, and plunged the long blade through the middle of the package, through the masking tape, through the cardboard, through the cushioning, and right through the center of Waldo Jeffers’ head, which split slightly and caused little rhythmic arcs of red to pulsate gently in the morning sun.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Lady Godiva’s Operation

            

            
               
                  Lady Godiva dressed so demurely

                  Pats the head of another curly-haired boy, just another toy

                  Sick with silence she weeps sincerely

                  Saying words that have oh so clearly been said

                  So long ago

               

               
                  Draperies wrapped gently ’round her shoulder

                  Life has made her that much bolder now

                  That she found out how

               

               
                  Dressed in silk, Latin lace and envy

                  Pride and joy of the latest penny feire

                  Pretty passing care

               

               
                  Hair today now dipped in the water

                  Making love to every poor daughter’s son

                  Isn’t it fun

               

               
                  Now today propping grace with envy

                  Lady Godiva peers to see if anyone’s there

                  And hasn’t a care

               

               
                  Doctor is coming the nurse thinks SWEETLY

                  Turning on the machines that NEATLY pump air

                  The body lies bare

                  Shaved and hairless what once was SCREAMING

                  Now lies silent and almost SLEEPING

                  The brain must have gone away

               

               
                  Strapped securely to the white table 

                  Ether caused the body to wither and writhe

                  underneath the white light

               

               
                  Doctor arrives with knife and baggage

                  sees the growth as just so much cabbage

                  that now

                  must be cut away

               

               
                  Now comes the moment of Great! Great! Decision!

                  The doctor is making his first incision!

                  One goes here—one goes there

               

               
                  The ether tube’s leaking says someone who’s sloppy

                  Patient it seems is not so well sleeping

                  The screams echo up the hall

                  Don’t panic someone give him pentathol instantly

                  Doctor removes his blade

                  Cagily so from the brain

                  By my count of ten—

                  The head won’t move

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               Here She Comes Now

            

            
               
                  Now, if she ever comes now now

                  If she ever comes now now

                  If she ever comes now

               

               
                  Now, if she ever comes now now

                  If she ever comes now now

                  If she ever comes now

               

               
                  Aw, it looks so good

                  Aw, she’s made out of wood

                  Just look and see

               

               
                  Now, if she ever comes now now

                  If she ever comes now now

                  If she ever comes now

               

               
                  Now, if she ever comes now now

                  If she ever comes now now

                  If she ever comes now

               

               
                  Aw, it looks so good

                  Aw, she’s made out of wood

                  Just look and see

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               I Heard Her Call My Name

            

            
               
                  Here comes the countdown

                  It’s gone gone gone, baby

                  Got my eyes wide open

                  Ever since I was crippled on Monday

                  Got my eyeballs on my knees, a baby-walking

                  I rapped for hours with Mad Mary Williams

                  She said she never understood a word from me because

                  I know that she cares about me

                  I heard her call my name

                  And I know that she’s long dead and gone

                  Still it ain’t the same

                  When I wake up in this morning, mama

                  I heard her call my name

                  I know she’s dead and long, long gone

                  I heard her call my name

                  And then I felt my mind split open

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Sister Ray

            

            
               
                  Duck and Sally inside

                  They’re cookin’ for the down five

                  Who’s starin’ at Miss Rayon

                  Who’s busy lickin’ up her pigpen

                  I’m searchin’ for my mainline

                  I said I couldn’t hit it sideways

                  I said I couldn’t hit it sideways

                  Aw, just like Sister Ray said

                  Whip it on

               

               
                  Rosie and Miss Rayon

                  They’re busy waitin’ for her booster

                  Who just got back from Carolina

                  She said she didn’t like the weather

                  They’re busy waitin’ for her sailor

                  Who’s drinking dressed in pink and leather

                  He’s just here from Alabama

                  He wants to know a way to earn a dollar

                  I’m searchin’ for my mainer

                  I said I couldn’t hit it sideways

                  I couldn’t hit it sideways

                  Aw, just like Sister Ray said

                  Play it on

               

               
                  Cecil’s got his new piece

                  He cocks and shoots it between three and four

                  He aims it at the sailor

                  Shoots him down dead on the floor

                  Aw, you shouldn’t do that 

                  Don’t you know you’ll stain the carpet

                  Now don’t you know you’ll stain the carpet

                  And by the way have you got a dollar

                  Oh, no man, I haven’t got the time-time

                  Too busy sucking on a ding-dong

                  Too busy sucking on my ding-dong

                  Aw, she does just like Sister Ray says
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