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Preface by John Cale



A VOICE is your first passport. You reach people with whatever noise you find effective. Then come the words that glom you to your listener like an invisible umbilical cord, each word a scramble with its own history that you throw like dice into the lake—but this is Mark Lanegan’s lake and each time the songs writhe in the water you hear the light and the darkness that illuminate him.


When reading Mark’s lyrical thoughts, it’s impossible for a person to tune out the voice that burrows deep inside. Of course, separation is possible, but an unnecessary step to understand the infinite stages of soul-searching crafted within the penned thoughts of raging gentility that is Mark Lanegan.


There is darkness here for sure, but it is a mark of toleration. As someone who has tolerated an affection for darkness there is his own unique need to be educated by it—show me how many levels of dark you have and we can codify them for our conversation and admire them for their variety. This education is not a way of explaining your devils away. It is the reflection of how we care for pain. It is not there to punish us for our history of carelessness, but to illuminate the debris of our affections.


Singing has this way of illuminating the debris—we breathe out the melodies that we are allowed to inhale—as if a calculus of our breathing is a prerequisite for listening. We breathe as we listen. We breathe better as we listen. That is the value of songs. They help us breathe.


I don’t mean to imply that subconsciously we are drowning in a silent world. We have survived that and now clamber ahead into our conversations in whatever form they occur—the blind leading the blind—deaf to ourselves, but singing so we can be heard.


Mark has this quality in his voice—you can find spring, summer, fall, and winter around the corners of the words. Those who listen and those who sing are grateful for these corners to look around.


—JOHN CALE


Los Angeles, February 2017













Foreword by Moby



WHEN LOOKING at Mark Lanegan’s lyric poems you see just how quick and willing he is to throw himself under the bus. Quick and willing but with an almost delicate resignation, as if under the bus is his natural resting place. Under the bus is home.


Reading these lyric poems—a life’s work—you start to feel as if you’re watching a time lapse of darkening weather. The storms come in and the storms go out and sometimes they rage, but in the end we’re becalmed. And there’s Mark, sitting in his formerly drunken boat, a wry smile on his face.




Good, have I done good?





You want to say, “Yes, you’ve done good.” Even Jesus with his little starry crown probably thinks so.


Through the waves of darkness and the literal and metaphoric bottoming out there exists a sweetness, a kindness for the reader and the listener—and sometimes even for the writer/singer. But usually the self-directed mercy is strained, as if the writer’s shortcomings are beyond forgiveness.




No redemption in the cards.





But there is, probably.




He came in this world alone


Spent all his time alone


He left this life alone





Again, Jesus. But the writer/singer, too. Mark’s Jesus, and the Jesus and writer/singer of Leonard Cohen’s “Suzanne.” A baffled, existential Jesus, showing up as us, staring into the void, and going quietly and sadly into the good night.


This lifetime of work ages, just as the writer/singer ages. By the end of this collection some of the rage has abated, some of the violence softened. But there’s a thread, a through line, walking quietly from the first line to the last: that the world is sad, that the world is unknowable, and that the world has hurt and will hurt you, but there’s also an unspeakable luminous beauty in the world and in how we live through it.




The stars and the moon


Aren’t where they’re supposed to be





And there’s that other through line: liquor and drugs. This is how Mark and I met, at an event for people who’d ended up loving liquor and drugs a bit too much.


When you’ve been at the bottom you end up humbled. And humiliated, broken by the choice between delusion and sickness and death or honesty and humility and some type of life. Mark has chosen honesty and humility and some type of life, and the honesty and the humility inform all of these words and songs.




You don’t love me


What’s to love, anyway?





The cry of the broken, as if to say, “Why would I bother to live? Life is wasted on me.” But somehow, strangely, we end up alive when our betters are long dead.


Every addict has woken up at some point and thought, nonplussed and disappointed, “Why am I still alive?” But we’re alive. Oddly. Somehow. And as we come back to some semblance of sanity and life we always remember our debasements and horrors and viciousness and fear. And it informs everything we are and end up being. Hopefully. But underneath there’s still the self-doubt, the plague of the knowledge that we’re lesser than.


My favorite lines in Mark’s lyric poem book are these:




I’m sorry


I’m sorry


I’m sorry





It’s what we say to everyone. To ourselves. To the people who raised us. To the people who’ve loved us. To God.




I’m sorry





And through these beautiful words there’s honesty and grace and humility and even some libido. But underneath is that sweet refrain.




I’m sorry





We could’ve done better. We could’ve been better. We’re sorry.




My sin is done, and it won’t be forgiven





But it will, it has, and somehow, somewhere we know the truth of that.


—MOBY


Los Angeles, March 2017
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Introduction



THIS BOOK is a collection of song lyrics. When I was a kid, music, books, and films were my saviors, but I never thought I would actually play or write anything myself… like most things in life I fell into it by accident and at first the only motivation for being creative was an intense, restless dissatisfaction in the way I felt and an attempt to change it. The reason I pumped gas at Texaco, cleaned restrooms, washed dishes and cooked breakfast at truck stops, repossessed TVs and appliances, moved furniture, painted houses, sold drugs, used drugs, tried to join the circus, tried to join the army, drank alcohol until blackout time after time, got into confrontations with strangers over real or imagined slights, entered into countless doomed and dysfunctional relationships, stole things, sold things I stole, had sex wherever possible, and walked a seemingly endless nonsensical parade acting out in either secretive or public ways was the same reason I joined a band. The opportunity presented itself, I said yes, and then sometimes quickly, sometimes slowly, and on many occasions painfully, I learned how to do it. I’ve never been very smart, just lucky.


—MARK LANEGAN


Los Angeles













The Winding Sheet
(1989)



MY HOUSEMATES and I referred to it as the waiting area at a morgue. It was cold and damp in the sparsely furnished, too brightly lit front room. Loveseat, chair, turntable, heavily stained white carpet, shitty space heater, and light bulb. I happened to glance through the doorway and saw a huge rat standing in the kitchen staring nonchalantly back at me and suddenly realized where the infestation of fleas in the place was coming from. It was 1989 and although I had been playing rock music for a few years, I was still working stultifying, dead-end jobs and was totally unmotivated and directionless about the future. At the pinnacle of my underachievement as an indie singer with Screaming Trees, Sub Pop Records offered me a solo deal, and that became the catalyst for my interest in songwriting. Prior to this I had sometimes written words with the other members of my first band or, more often, had tried to change their lyrics to fit me in a more personal way. This was a tedious, frustrating routine that was never enjoyable, and so The Winding Sheet became my first attempt at going it alone.


Since writing songs also meant playing guitar for the first time, my roommate Dylan Carlson showed me a chord progression that I used in about half the tunes, and Mike Johnson of the Eugene, Oregon, band Snakepit put intros, outros, and middle sections to them, becoming my primary accomplice and advisor in the process. The recording was made by legendary Northwest producer Jack Endino at Reciprocal Studio in three or four days, with him constantly assuring me that what we were doing was not terrible. The title for the record came from something I heard Maya Angelou say on a PBS television program, and inspiration for the songs was born of sadness and uncertainty with my circumstances at the time: relationships, money problems, alcohol, depression, addiction, and so on. Sometimes serious, sometimes comical. Other motivations included the endless gray, rain-saturated days of Seattle and a preoccupation with death as well as an ever-pervasive sense of impending doom… feel-good stuff. Musical influence came from a love of the blues and of the introspective and poetic bent of Leonard Cohen, John Cale, Jeffrey Lee Pierce, Falling James Moreland, Ian Curtis, Nick Cave, and local Portland, Oregon, heroes Chris Newman and Greg Sage.















Mockingbirds




Your voice is a mockingbird


Calling me when the day is done


You please yourself with every word


Telling me where I’m going wrong


Telling me where I’ve gone wrong






Get me out, it’s starting to burn


I can’t let go for the life of me


Some hold tighter and some turn


Another fire out in front of me


My whole life out in front of me






You can’t kill what’s already dead


But I don’t blame you for trying it


The sun comes up and falls away


Two little birds making sense of it


Two mockingbirds making sense of it
















Museum



You hear them call your name


From your room far removed


Don’t let them use you in every way, stay unchained


Around and ’round you go


They’ll never know what you’ve seen






Why have you turned away?


You can’t believe, believe in me


Couldn’t you try one time


To see through mine for a while?


It’s a solitary star


Shining precious light, light on me






When I see your eyes


They tell me what you find


But I ought to know by now






Did you hear them call your name


From your room, far removed?


I’d only use you in every way, stay unchained


It’s a solitary star


Shining precious light, light on me
















Undertow



Water will forgive me, I’m just trying to forget


Staring at the water as the waves turn ruby red


Remembering


Fear and paranoia run together in my dreams


Water will accept me and give me a peace I’ve never seen


Remembering






Wrap your arms around me


And I’m as light as anything


Push through the air I can’t breathe


Your lips form a curious smile






Water will forgive me for everything I never should


Water will accept me for everything I never could






Wrap your arms around me


And I’m as light as anything


Push through the air I can’t breathe















Ugly Sunday



I feel your blood run cold, and it’s a rainy Sunday morning


I’ll count the million miles I’m drifting from here to hell today


Behind their windows people stare, can’t recognize the kindness there


Just prayers for drowning ships at sea


None for me and you





It’ll take a hard rain to wash your taste away


Still I wish there was a reason left to stay





I’m drunk half-blind, and it’s an ugly Sunday morning


The wind arrives with the clouds refusing to break apart


Like me


Why if all the world stopped turning


How can all this rain keep falling?


Washing me a million miles away from you


Why if I am so alone now


Is it getting hard to say goodbye now?


Goodbye


Goodbye

















Down in the Dark



Baby, you’re going down in the dark


Sure, my lonely night is falling


And I don’t have very long


Think my blood might boil


Within my veins, might burn


And you’re gonna make it better for a little while





Baby, you’re gonna die someday


See you when you’re crawling, wasted


Until you start to fade


Laugh when we start sinking faster


I wouldn’t wait so long


It won’t get any easier in the dawn





But you will


You will


You will


You will





Baby, you’re going down in the dark


Believe my lonely night is falling


I don’t have very long


Think my blood might boil


Within my veins, might burn


And you’re gonna make it better for a little while















Wildflowers



I have to watch you come back to earth


Now it’s all I can do


Will you still be convinced wildflowers


Are waiting for you?


In my mind I’ve done good things and never cared why


And my mind is an open door with nothing inside





Looks like the autumn is upon us


It’s turning so cold


When everything said is either faded out


Or written in stone


If you could find an easier road, you’d take it today


You could have taken me anywhere


You just take it away






I have to watch you come back to earth


If it’s all I can do


Will you still be convinced wildflowers


Are waiting for you?


Have we ever done good things and never cared why?


My mind is an open door with nothing inside















Eyes of a Child



See through the eyes of a child, and it won’t be real


Eyes neither hateful or cruel


No lies concealed


Eyes that wander, eyes that stray


While the shame in your heart remains






Crying were the eyes of a child in pain tonight


Tears that have bled on you


From the heart of an angel of fear tonight


We can wander, we can stray


But the shame remains






See through the eyes of a child and it won’t be real


I have loved your eyes, neither hateful or cruel


No lies concealed


We could wander, we could stray


But the shame has remained


It has remained

















The Winding Sheet



Saw god staring from the wall


I was alone and lost


Here to take me from this world


Still alone and lost






At night when the dogs from hell come out


And roam my house in chains of gold


The darkness dares my eyes to close






Saw a ghost in the shadows smile


I was sick in my soul


All tied up in a winding sheet


Still sick in my soul






At night when the dogs from hell come out


And roam my house in chains of gold


The darkness dares my eyes to close


With the setting sun






They tried to lay me back on thorns


Full of fear in my head


Lay me back so I could not rise


Full of fear in my head






At night when the dogs from hell come out


And roam my house in chains of gold


The darkness dares my eyes to close


Close with the setting sun

















Woe



We got some poison in us


Cyanide and nicotine


More than you’ve ever seen


More than I can believe


Woe





Guns, guns, they all got guns


Now they wanna shoot someone


I’d rather be drunk than dead


Or go where jesus fled


So I’ll get drunk again


Or maybe not


Woe






I saw on a tombstone


He came in this world alone


Spent all his time alone


He left this life alone


Woe

















Ten Feet Tall



I can see they’re coming


Just tell me it ain’t true


All alone in sorrow and I


Fall back to you


One time or another like I thought


She is alone


And I don’t walk that tall






Memories amounting to nothing I can keep


Just as soon forgotten


Hate is all that her tears ever show


Saying sing, come on black cat, sing


Hate is gold dripping lies from a tongue


Demanding all


I don’t walk that tall






I see they’re coming


Tell me it ain’t true


Head down in sorrow


And I stumble back to you


One time or another you might find


Hate is all that her tears ever show


Saying sing, come on black cat, sing


I don’t walk that tall
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