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BRUNO PYEWACKET

Get out of my garden

And germinate, germinate

Yeah

Ruminate... on your fate

Rake, rake, rake, rake

Go on – and for pity’s sake

Just get out of my garden,

Just get out of my garden,

Just get out of my garden,

And watch the summer fall

This is much stranger than you knew it

Much deeper than we ever thought it

All those little packets of seed,

How they could ever have created something

So all-consuming

(So thought-provoking)

So dominant yet utterly dependant

On that which we all rely to survive

I call you, yet you seemingly desist

In reply

I call you, yet you dissent

Gazing lovingly at the autumnal sky

Where you imagined you once stood,

There at the end of the wood

Walking dog and mimicking birdcall

Maybe no such thing happened at all

Maybe you are simply imagining

What otherwise would prove maddening

It is terrifying enough through this sobriety

(Never mind reality)

So

Get out,

Get out,

Get out

Get out

Get out,

Get out,

Get out... of my garden

And take Bruno with you

TOAST

You couldn't have

Made it anywhere else

So

I drink, to your health

Toasting a successful year

You wouldn't have

Found it anyplace else

Made it anywhere else

So

I drink, and I drink

I drink, to your health

And watch your response

To all the above

You are choking, my love

(You are choking as the world saw fit)

You are choking, my love

So

Begrudge them any single part in it

Zebras couldn't distinguish with stripes

The paths you choose here, now

And

People will try to drag you down

Since

People are sadistic and cruel

People are, as a rule

Selfish, opinionated and generally vile

Fuck 'em over before they get a mile

(Fuck 'em over before they get a mile)

Fuck 'em over before they get a mile

And let them choke

As

You are choking, my love

(You are choking as the world saw fit)

You are choking, my love

(You are choking as the world saw fit)

You are choking, my love

(You are choking as the world saw fit)

You are choking, my love

So

Leave 'em destitute, denigrated and

Following rest as you run the rest of your life on it

MSN FRUIT MACHINE (for John)
I ‘nudge’ you, and

You ‘nudge’ me

Mutual perfidy

I feel,

Keeping things comfortably real

While spacing things perfectly out

So you know what the Hell

I am attempting to talk about

It usually goes completely wrong

Going off on irreconcilable tangents

So good thing then that you hardly seem to care,

Drifting off now and then

Just requiring a little ‘nudge’ to set you on course again

I sail the monarchist’s boat,

You republican mar

What would normally be winner with evangelical, bible and guitar

You are not in the mood for any particular message,

And that is fine with me

Yeah, that is fine with me

You ‘nudge’, I’ll nudge – and we’ll ‘nudge’ each other for all eternity

PERHAPS NOT, AVIS

You hired a car,

But you cannot handle the streets

Since

They are so narrow

They are so crooked

They are so ambiguous

And worse still you are not driving

GPS is, indeed, handy

In such congested arteries as these

But

Stifling, with no breeze

Bringing the air-con to its knees

You hired a car,

But you cannot handle these streets

So you hired a chauffeur,

But you cannot hire the spell

To massage the chaos away!!!

Perhaps you had best come back another day

 (Try to route your entourage another way)

Lever a few local traffic cops into your pay

Or, perhaps, better still

If you have finally had your fill

Just commandeer a plane, or fully book up a train

Much higher velocities possible than in this traffic lane

TWINKLE, TWINKLE

Twinkle, twinkle

Autographs -- and autograph books

A thousand magazine covers,

A million different looks

And still you hardly know who you are

You are a star

Caught in a different kind of world

Caught between forever, now and never

Where dreams regularly come true

Just not -- always, for you

Living legend of silver screen,

Borne of middling self esteem

(Twinkle, twinkle)

(Twinkle, twinkle)

You command respect

Whether on location or on set

You are a star -- and nobody'll ever let you forget

No, nobody'll let you forget

Though they'll do anything to you

(Twinkle, twinkle)

(Twinkle, twinkle)

Crowds of adoring fans adulate 'round you

Milling for the best pose, the optimal location

To freeze-frame the tension

To capture attention

To attract pure, unadulterated frustration

Snapped meeting your elderly mother at the station

(Twinkle, twinkle)

(Twinkle, twinkle)

They will never, ever leave you alone

Whether you are 'in role' or running a home

(Twinkle, twinkle)

(Twinkle, twinkle)

They will never, ever halt this travelling show

Though you be

Tired of all the glamour,

Though you be

Tired of all the glitz

You realise that this is all you'll ever do

(You realise -- just how much it superficially provides you)

MUTUAL DESECRATION SOCIETY

A war is raging

Yeah,

A war is raging

On the battlefields of the soul

In the trenches of my heart

In the innermost, most depraved corners of your mind

Though I am commanding the most technologically advanced

Most morally commendable

And ultimately the most successful side

From me you should know that you couldn't hide

Even if you ever wanted to

But then

I have never fought in such a mutually agreed-upon conflict

Where both sides have been so up for it,

So already-decided

So bloody-minded

And so eager to pick fights publicly - 'tis true

You know me and I know you

(Pyrrhic victory, pyrrhic victory, pyrrhic victory)

We've a 'mutual desecration society'

And appreciate how ruthless we can be

We really should count my victories, cut your losses and run

But that really is little fun

Therefore we nightly choose the very worst buttons to press...

Assassinating the Archduke in Sarajevo, no less

ON MY WAY ACROSS

Step by step, I shall make it through

On my way across to you

If it is the last thing that I do

Though it may take every second my life'll possess

My love for you shall never grow less

Keeping your love deep here inside of me

Is the only way I know how to be

Though it may take days, weeks or perhaps even years

And your facial expression may assume innermost fears

Though somehow, somewhere, haunting fears will creep in

And make my life an increasingly uncomfortable time to be living in

The dangers shall wreck sure magnificent damage

As I travel across this world's resplendent stage

Travelling by foot, bicycle, bus, plane and train

And witnessing the varying idiosyncrasies of a thousand miles

Step by step, I shall seize the day

And come still further on my way

On my way to someday come to you

Though it may take every second my life'll possess

My love for you shall never grow less

And your love, as it grows deep here inside of me

Will make me the person I've always longed to be

The person I shall always aspire to be

The person whom (hopefully) you shall come to see

After traversing all of the perils and dangers, all of the tribulations and fears

On my way across to you

On my way across to you

On my way to someday come to you

On my way across... to you

TRAIN TO ANYWHERE

Drip, drip, drop

Goes a runny brain

Goes my runny brain

As we walk across the valley in the rain

This valley which once held

So many memories, deep bittersweet remembrances

(I have no time left to explain)

Must get a-going,

Since I have a waiting train to catch

And I mustn’t miss it

No, no, no

Drip, drip, drop

Whatever I do

(I might never get another chance to

Commute away from you)

I feel somewhat happier having shared the experience

Good to know I think that we both felt the same way

Still I am leaving, today

Tick, tick, tock

Goes this weary brain

Dripping incessantly onto the tracks

Between one station and another,

On an authentic, turn-of-the-century

Steam-powered choo-choo train

(An authentic, turn-of-the-century

Steam-powered choo-choo train)

An authentic, turn-of-the-century

Steam-powered choo-choo train

So many memories, deep bittersweet remembrances

Mixed with all the piss and skanky shit

And flushed straight out, yeah

Flushed straight out

And flushed straight out, yeah

Disappearing with

The rest of it

BROADWAY BASTARD

Lights are up,

The curtains down

And the show has drawn to a close

My, what a bomb

Another flop on the way,

Not another 'West Side Story'

It stinks in all its glory

So

This is the first and last dress rehearsal

The first and last preview performance

The first and last cancellation, all money back

Another director to get the sack

Gotten terrible reviews, been in all the news

All the usual abuse, all the papers being

Predictably obtuse

As the word gets around, cancellations abound

Rebates and credit notes a-flutter

For yet another show, that no-one will ever pay go see

And this is the way it has always been

Of four this Fall, sure three will fail

And this is the way it'll always be

We are giving the tickets away for free

We are giving tickets away here, free

The theatre's 'alive' to you and me

While, outside, several thousand actors roam 'round hungry

At night -- avoid the box office area completely

At night -- avoid the box office area completely!!!

Nowadays, Broadway really isn't the place to be

MORE STELLAR LOVER

I have

Never tried that, never been

So enthusiastic

There on the farthest arm of the galaxy

Spiralling 'round your esoteric universe

This is probably a common enough complaint

But to feel comfortable

Well, it's a state of mind

And that which I have never quite managed to find

One I have never attempted to find

Since it is one that is probably best never found

In such vast, unfamiliar surroundings

I seek immobility

I seek complacency

I sought a sense that I could

Rely upon you, be close to you

But I realise I shall never be wholly able to since

Many millions of kilometres exist between

And half of the illusion... will never be seen

Scientifically it would not be possible

As our orbits never correlate

Socially it would be preferable, but

Our attitudes never correspond

And since our moods never preclude

Any superiority of understanding

They only emphasise discordance all the more

The blatant unfairness of Murphy's Law

Illustrated

When I am here in one place, and you're in another

I desperately need a more stellar lover

OFF WITH HIS HEART

I was once a maze, but

Now I am stuck in the middle

Of another man’s doubt

And I cannot fight my way out

I am hidden in shadow,

Though I am somewhere

It is somewhere I have never before been

So I had best remain unseen

Getting my bearings

And sit around, pouting a bit –

Thinking about the best way to get the hell out of it

I seem to be stuck in another man’s head

I seem to be lodged in another man’s bed

I seem to be stuck (for the want of a phrase)

As his ruddy companion for the rest of my days

I was once a maze

Where the Queen built her tower

There she had stowed my innermost power

So through the maze, I knew I could keep him away

But herbicide's intervention

Has meant

I am now surrounded by rancid vegetation

Hiding within another man’s frustration

I was once a maze, but

I appear to be stuck in the middle

Of another life's riddle, and

In the process becoming something I would rather not become

(Off with his heart)

Hurting another person's feelings is never much fun

EPILOGUE

It is getting late, now

It is time

For me to go

But I don’t wanna go

And be bathed by the Sun

I like it here

I like it

Here, under moonlight

Bathed by the glow

Unperturbed by the pain I know

It is getting late, now

I am sad

‘Try to remember all the good times you had’

But I don’t wanna walk, down by the church

Dance by the graves

Dazzle the butterflies

I wanna stay here

Instead

I wanna stay here

Here, where I am near

Here is where I wanna be

And here is where I would be able to wave farewell --

Farewell to you

