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Ozymandias 
Along the rebel stairs carved out in rocks  

along silent steel tracks on which trains roll and stop  

and the wind sits still and the wind moves on  

like an unseen friend who serves no one 

My favorite tree was blown to the ground, 

I accepted this choice because I admire the sound  

of this haunting killer, thief and friend,  

who dances the grain, grass and changes the land 

When the wind howls and roars, I’m its riots  

When the wind rests its voice, I am silence  

While we breathe, there is change, there is wisdom 

In the lives that we take and have given 

You get the God that you deserve, 

so be kind as you breathe your thoughts into the world,  

you know that words are but wind, they define someone,  

they are part of the corner that you come from 

Like some far off lazy, dry command,  

a kiss of decay that writes in the sand,  

that decay can’t be beat and that age is defeat  

and that nobody’s life is a victory 

When the wind howls and roars, I’m its riots  

When the wind rests its voice, I’m silence  

While we breathe, there is change, there is wisdom 

In the lives that we take and have given 

A Pebble and a Sling 
I do remember that day in September,  

the day I collapsed and the day a new thought walked in 

perhaps like David I could win 

against all odds and become King  

armed with convictions and a grin,  

a pebble and a sling… 

Or had this fate been betrayed, was I doomed to fail?  

Had I lost my way like a sheep that’s led astray?  

No, I’m a shepherd with a name  

meant to lead the way 

I’m a pioneer at heart,  

anointed by my scars 

Michelangelo was right when with irony bright  

he chiseled his David as a marble giant,  

cause with a pebble and a sling  

this boy had hurled a giant’s head in  

showing all who are struck by fear  

what it takes to be a King… 

Now let me come to my point, clear and concise:  

I was born to answer my soul’s call in this life.  

Are you a giant in my way?  

Better step aside or sway 

after with a pebble and a sling  

I have hurled your sorry head in. 
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PAN 
So I ran away from the circus floors  

into the arms of a woman I can’t stay with 

If her mind is set on staging me up  

in a death parade the audience has come to know as life. 

Just a minute before my show goes on,  

she taps my watch saying ‘Peter, does it take you longer to age?’ 

And I cannot leave it,  

no I cannot leave it alone. 

So I ran away, from the circus floors  

into the arms of a woman I can’t stay with 

If her shadows on the ceiling,  

portray my betrayal of a feeling I should never lose. 

My puzzled love lies snoring, while my mind races on,  

fearing that her womb will soon forget me. 

And I cannot leave it,  

no I cannot leave it alone. 

The painting smeared out on my face,  

her lipstick red on a landscape that refuges to age.  

From the darkness of the damp tent,  

into the backstage room, where fluorescent lamps light up my 

lonely meal.  

And where the alphabet remainders from my soup  

fall into the sink spelling out a mysterious ‘why’. 

Oh I cannot leave it, no I cannot leave it alone. 

And I cannot leave it, no I cannot leave it alone. 

I am a Feather 
I am a feather, I dance on the wind  

I am carried away to where my end begins  

some say I’m a metaphor, but I disagree 

I am what I am, I am a feather in the wind.  

The crumbs on the table, the dust on the floor,  

the mold on the apple, the terrorist wars 

they are what they are, but they bother me so  

why can’t I ignore them and let them all go?  

Like that author who writes with a cat on his lap 

about a hero on the couch for an afternoon nap  

we long for new heroes, but we stage all the old; 

our time is a flop. What do we call our own?  

I am lost. I have ceased to be. I am not. Please help me. 

Dear Alex Chilton, can you please write me back?  

It has been months since I’ve sent you my demo tracks.  

His wife she replied some weeks after that…  

So sad to hear him sing on his records now that he’s dead.  

Like my good friend Tim Buckley, he knew just what I mean  

we have fought the same doubts and fear-driven machines 

I asked him to reincarnate into me, but yesterday’s dream revealed 

he has been me all along. 

I am lost. Ceased to be. I am not. Please help me. 

Why do I need others to climb into trees?  

I’ve always been scared to do as I feel.  

Why do I flee from what touches me most?  

I am so afraid all is nothing and nothing is what I fear the most. 

Now am I just a feather controlled by the wind?  

Or am I the swan whose feather begins 

to lose all direction, all reason to be?  

Just one of many feathers, being feathers, ceasing to be.  

I am lost. I have ceased to be. I am not. Please help me. 
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Apostles 
I laid down my work to let the dead pass through when all of my reason 

split me in two. How could I hold on to my faith in a storm 

when I knew that wild waters could not be walked on? 

So I sought refuge in shadows under the trees where the crows picked the 

bones of the dead with their beaks and I kneaded my thoughts like bread 

into shapes to cover the holes in my faith and I prayed.  

And Apostles they came, their tongues all like flames speaking words that 

they didn’t understand. So we mingled our tears and abandoned our fears 

to blow life into all that is dead. We laid down our work. 

King Priam’s kiss was not as crazy as this. We were dragged through the 

dust into a hateful abyss. You know, our sacred fight troubled our lives, 

how could we teach others to see we were blind? 

But then Jesus he came, with parables strange and his actions explained 

and amazed. So we mingled our tears and abandoned our fears to bring 

love to all that is hate. We laid down our work 

 

I let doubts be my doubts and forgave all the old. I escaped from the 

swamp that kept me unborn. Yes, I laid down my work to find treasure 

beyond price all that is true lies in sacrifice. 

And then Apostles they came, their tongues all like flames speaking words 

that they now understand. So we mingled our tears and abandoned our 

fears to blow life into all that is dead. We laid down our work.  

You should lay down your work. 

 

 

 

Confessions of a Justified Singer 
And oh I do know that age creeps far into my bones 

And oh I do know the thoughts that loom large on my soul 

And oh I do know of my darkest talks with God 

And oh I do know I sure do know a lot, I sure do know a lot, I sure do 

know a lot 

A change of name, a blood-stained game,  

a justified singer’s confessions on tape  

a change of name, the fires I lit,  

the words I stole to make the rhythms fit  

a change of name and I am Prospero,  

to win this game you have to sell your soul 

And oh I do know the reasons why I ran from home  

And oh I do know the hearts I lost and the hearts I won 

And oh I do know that age creeps far into my bones  

And oh I do know the depths in which I ride, the deaths in which I ride, 

the debts in which I ride 

A change of name, a blood-stained game,  

a justified singer’s confessions on tape  

a change of name, the fires I lit,  

the words I stole to make the rhythms fit  

a change of name and I am Prospero,  

to win this game you have to sell your soul 

but I won’t. 
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The Evil will rise slowly 
I am a wicked danger to the world and its people at a loss,  

I interpret strangers and their far stranger thoughts.  

One stranger claimed that our freedom  

was retrieved, put to trial and locked away forced to face 

her own fate televised with her neck through the bars of her cage… 

The evil will rise slowly the evil will rise slowly. 

She abandoned the masses of silence, she felt, thought, she saw and 

she spoke: ‘there’s more to us all than the body, the flesh, the lusts 

and the bones.  

You’ll find trouble in rest, you’ll find trouble in peace, because 

those are the places where things cannot keep you from having the 

disquieting thought that this living by numbers leaves the blooms 

of the mind and the heart to rot.’ 

And the evil will rise slowly, will rise slowly 

And the evil it has shown me, it has shown me… 

That the ease of the screens lights up the houses at night 

until the church clocks wind up all their lies on time 

And the children they smile vile when they bully down the child 

the boy that has grown weary of its time. 

 

 

 

 

The Death of Peter Pan 
The more I try the more I seem to fail 

the happy song I write has gone sad again  

nothing rhymes with joy like a broken toy  

or failed attempts to read poor Lev Tolstoy  

War and peace and death go in one hand  

like sex and grapes and holidays in France  

and Napoleon don’t go, Russia’s frick’n cold  

your soldiers will end up popsicles oh no  

Let’s forget the death of Peter Pan  

go back to the first time you ever danced 

and DeLoreans in time, Return of the Jedi 

it’s Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles Time!  

Now can I find a way to make words meet?  

In happy combinations that won’t bleed?  

Old Nintendo Games, a meeting with Nick Drake,  

the Beatles in the studio again 

The more I try the more I seem to fail 

the happy song I write has gone sad again  

and memories pile up like countless overdubs  

I can’t return the birds ate all the crumbs 
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Age 
Oh age, we all float down your river and we know we can’t escape 

oh age, you are the strangest giver, the more you give the more we 

leave behind 

oh age, oh you mean recurring shiver, a memory’s end that we hate 

to admire 

oh age, such a boring subject matter, yet you linger in our minds 

Let your wisdom speak 

preach us back to sleep  

Let your wisdom speak  

But don’t take away all the things that we want to keep 

Oh age, heaven sent you down, you’re a force we can’t delay  

oh age, you are part of the flood, you are the voice we all obey 

oh wait, just be my greatest lover, be the end that never arrives 

oh age, please don’t let me wither, keep me strong at heart and 

mind 

Let your wisdom speak 

preach me back to sleep  

Let your wisdom speak  

But don’t take away all the things that I want to keep 

 

 

 

 

I am no Protest Singer 
I am no protest singer. It won’t get me on TV.  

But I’ll just keep on singing about what I feel and see. 

Our old Gods are dying, but our new Gods are what’s strange. 

Cause none of their believers has anything to say.  

We used to have our secrets. Now we share them to be seen.  

And our quests for gold and holy grails end on our precious 

glittering screens.  

What do we teach our children? Be selfish, violent, obscene?  

Cause we need them to be killers who can drive the economy. 

Oh my my, my my. Are these the demons of our time? 

I am no protest singer. It won’t get me on TV.  

So I’ll just keep on singing about the things that bother me.  

Where do our actions take us in this world beyond judgment and 

laws?  

Well judging by our culture, a future that’s soulless, driven by 

money, status, the ego and fraud. 

You may ask “who the fuck are you?” and say “This song has long 

been sung” 

Yes by pre-historic singers who were 20 when JFK was shot. 

So who are you then my listener? And do you think our world 

looks grim?  

That all we can eat will eat us all before we change our ways again? 

Oh my my, my my.  

These are the demons of our time,  

but we are the ones who close our eyes. 
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Do not seek power in your nation.  

Do not trust a false trumpet’s blow.  

Beware of the screens that confuse you  

and tell you where to go. 

Please think of that old buried hatchet  

that is trampled on for oil.  

Those who reject all respect for our nature  

care nothing for the soil. 

Oh my my, my my.  

These are the demons of our time.  

And we are the ones who close our eyes. 

No, I am no protest singer. It won’t get me on TV.  

So to become rich and very famous I’ll sing you plastic 

melodies.  

But before I leave, let me speak my mind. Let me tell you what 

I think. 

We are so eager to point fingers. Blame those in power, 

presidents. 

But isn’t that like blaming the song instead of the band?  

The gun instead of the man?  

I just mean to say that we are responsible in the end 

And that’s what has been blowing in the wind. 

 

 

The Messenger 
Coffee breath. Spit from a balloon. Gum under tables. Mayhem in a 

room. 28 souls placed under some command. General Eisenhower. 

Trace the facts. Ring. Weekend. 

Black hole eats star, a dead man disagrees  

all we perceive is gone for centuries  

and the next to go dim is our sun 

Robert Zimmerman. A room for two. The chair and its concept. 

Plato the moon. The typewriter rings, Hemingway calls. Lost bets,  

hungover. Another Empire falls. 

Black hole starves, a poet cleans his sheets 

a poem is a poem once it means something 

and it means less and less when it’s sung  

and it means less and less when it’s sung  

And oh, it’s true, words run away from you  

And oh, now what to do? Shall I stay here with you? 

The invisible man. Do you envy him? The silent movie actor spoke 

his mind about everything. Your trouser beeps. You call it fate.  

Some planet dies. Sigh. You forgot something 

Black hole eats star, mother Mary weeps 

were you born to die or do you mean something?  

speak up and prove that I’m wrong 

please tell me, why were you born? 

please tell me, why were you born? 
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Albatross 
I was a boy, I was a leaf  

one of many drowning in your sea 

of names of names that you forgot,  

but I stood out among the lost 

now I’m a friend who loves you dear  

You are the siren who sang of change 

I am the sailor whose wreck remains 

like an albatross around your neck 

I was a curse, you had to confess 

I was a lover, unlike the rest 

Like a leaf from a tree I fell silently at your feet 

Like a leaf from a tree I fell silently at your feet 

And when I spoke, I spoke to no one 

and when you sang, you sang out to no one 

and when I grew up, I grew up for no one 

and when we loved 

 

we loved another 

 

 

 

 


