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	I’d say: to all the girls I’ve loved before, but there are some issues with that statement. Number one: it has already been used. Number two: it is not true for me. I still love all the girls that I have ever loved before. I do not believe that love is a kind of coin that you may give and take back whenever you like. Once you have entered my heart, there is no way you will ever leave. I loved you then, I love you now and I always will.
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	PREFACE

	The 30 poems in 30 days was a refreshing challenge. Wet Guitar, Man of Steel, and Horns of Doom came out of that challenge as well as others that I enjoy re-reading time and again. It seemed to me that a general frame might be something that would further motivate me as well as provide topical directions. As I was gathering some of my more erotic short stories into a publishable compendium, I concluded that a poetic addition to it might be just the right thing. So, the main frame became quite erotic. I dusted off some of my earlier efforts and continued writing some more after the 30 days have passed. Pleasure, Pain, and Eternity assembles the more successful of these into what I’d like to think might be a pleasant read for some. Read one or two before you go to sleep - even the ones that seem gloomy are possessed of a silver lining (or so I hope.)

	Sweet dreams my lovelies!

	 

	P.S. – They are not all erotic. I think that a caesura, as Frank Ridgeway said in Eddie and the Cruisers, is an important thing.



	
STRINGS & PERCUSSION

	 

	[image: strings+percussion-3]

	 

	The interaction between a woman and her musical instrument is always sexy. I particularly love to look at a woman wearing a flowery skirt and hugging a cello with her thighs. 

	 

	There are of course other kinds of strings and percussions that I am also enamored of. The cimbalom a.k.a. zither a.k.a. tzambal is played in many countries and not always the same way. In the Balkans, a place I hail from, the musicians hammer on it with two to four cotton-tipped sticks. 

	 

	And then there are those other strings and percussive cushions that you may have noticed in my little picture. 

	 

	



	


The Cello

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	There is an image of you

	Etched into my brain

	A cello stands between your thighs

	Embraced with love aflame

	 

	Your bow is poised to hit those strings

	At any given time

	There may not be music yet

	And yet, you sound divine

	 

	I feel a tremor in your soul

	Transmitted to my spine

	I've lived so many lives before

	Now, born an instrument in time

	 

	The great conductor lifts up his baton

	But it is only you and me

	To carry this sound on

	Into the fathomless, mysterious eternity

	 

	When the baton comes down so does the bow initiating a slow movement to and fro

	Larghissimo, adagio, andante, and back to grave we go

	The time is yet to come for the fortissimo

	 

	Staccato, pizzicato, vivace follow blissfully

	Back to andante moderato, we're coursing lazily

	The passion mounts its tempo gusto

	Enslave me with your thighs

	The way you play me woman elicits blissful sighs

	There's just one way to end this Elysian threnody

	Whether I die or am reborn it's only

	A piacere. 

	 

	



	


It’s All About That Bass

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	We walk up to the stage, we are a trio

	There's Janey, Danny and there's me - Joe B.

	But then of course there's also Mrs. B.

	 

	We're like a Johnny Cash with a Tennessee Two

	Except we're all from Brooklyn

	Hey cats how do you do?

	 

	I pick up Mrs. B. and I caress her neck

	My hand slides down between her F-holes

	And gives a playful slap

	 

	Danny gives us the count, up and away we go

	Janey's guitar twanging the blues

	Is sweet and oh so slow

	 

	We're picking up the beat when Danny goes to work

	I stride the hip of Mrs. B.

	And give a rocking jerk

	 

	Janey's guitar is warming up, the licks are getting hot

	She has a sparkle in her eye and she yells

	Come ‘on Joey, slap that bass bitch silly

	 

	It is my moment and the two of them go quiet

	I tickle that G string with fingers and with thumb

	Pow - pow - ba , ba, ba, ba, ba - pow

	I get quite hot myself I don't know-how

	I'm riding Mrs. B. like she's a bucking jungle cow

	Pow - pow - ba , ba, ba, ba, ba - pow

	I'm slapping now much faster solfeggio’s and bemols

	My thumb and little pinky now tapping both F-holes 

	Da, ba, da - da, ba, da - da, ba, da - da, ba, da 

	- da, ba, da - da, ba, da - da, ba, da - pow - wow!

	 

	Danny and Janey are coming in again

	I get off Mrs. B. and hide behind her ample hips

	Perhaps no one has noticed how aroused I am

	 

	But then I look at Janey's lips

	They're mouthing: I'll see to that later.

	 

	



	


Wet Guitar

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	Torn between two lovers, Janey and Mrs. B.

	Both of them long of leg and broad of hip

	As real women should be

	 

	Between the three of us with Danny at our back

	We own whatever stage we choose to tread

	It is a useful knack

	 

	With Mrs. B's big bottom our music sounds so rich

	But it just wouldn't be enough without our Janey

	That rosy Georgia peach

	 

	Janey straps on that Gretch guitar and holds it to her breast

	And all at once, she makes it bring out

	Nothing but the best

	 

	A song or two and Janey breaks into a sweat

	It trickles down and sometimes splashes the guitar

	Making it wet

	 

	I know exactly what it tastes like, we’re passionate like that

	I've been with her some other times 

	When slippery and wet

	 

	We're not exactly small you see, it needed to be said

	It might explain why some motels we left

	contained a broken bed.

	 

	Yet when the passion's spent and we both lay in our busted bed

	While Mrs. B. reproachfully is watching from her stand I say to her,

	I'm sorry honey; I need F-holes, for more than just my hand.

	



	


Flaming Heels

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	When we're dancing the Fandango

	we're so hot

	A competition to the Tango

	is it not?

	 

	That gypsy guitar is amazing

	as it plays its tune

	Your perfume is intoxicating

	As it pervades the room

	 

	Your breasts are high and they are pointed

	at my chest

	Behind your ear a sweaty orchid

	you're the best

	 

	My hands are rising oh so high 

	above my head

	I clap them hard 8 times in rhythm

	with your castanet

	 

	Andale, aleo, Lucia

	Your heels throwing sparkles my dear

	Andale, aleo, Lucia

	My heels are right with you don't fear

	 

	Sparkles - sparkles - sparkles lead to f-i-i-i-i-i-re

	We lift into the air leaving behind a trail of f-i-i-i-i-i-re

	We settle on a high nomadic stratus cl-o-o-o-o-u-u-u-u-u-d

	Our hands create the thunders to accompany the lightning of our fla-a-a-a-ming h-e-e-e-e-e-ls

	 

	 

	My attempt at writing a poem that uses the octosyllable of the Fandango.

	The last verse is trying to convey the improvisational fluidity of the Flamenco.

	



	


The Mexican Fisherman

	ESL - 2005 - Woodhaven

	 

	It's 4 A.M. and so he wakes

	His boat is craving the sea's warm embrace

	By crack of dawn not to be seen

	There's nothing left where his sail has just been

	 

	The sun's rising higher the cooler's filled up

	By noon he is back and he's working his shack

	He's open for business selling maritime things

	Shellfish and scallops which he weighs while he sings:

	 

	De Vera Cruz - yo vengo - de Vera Cruz

	De Vera Cruz, yo vengo, yo vengo, de Vera Cruz

	 

	Happy is his life on the outskirts of town

	But he is so looking forward to the sun's going down

	When three o'clock strikes he will try for some rest,

	Siesta is a time that makes your evenings go best

	 

	When Linda comes, she wakes him up

	She clears the sand in the back of the shack

	He puts an orchid, in her raven black hair

	In a few more minutes, the gang will be there

	 

	The girls are so pretty and the boys strut up

	They'll dance up a storm and they'll never let up

	They bring out the guitars and they pour a little ale

	Joselito will sing just like a nightingale:

	 

	De Vera Cruz - yo vengo - de Vera Cruz

	De Vera Cruz, yo vengo, yo vengo, de Vera Cruz

	 

	They're dancing, romancing on that beach by the sea

	Their burning desire is so plain to see

	And so two by two they wade into the sea,

	Trying to quench their desires, temporarily 

	 

	This one is loosely adapted from a Spanish song by Lorenzo Barcelata.

	



	


Halloween Kitchen

	ESL – September 2014 - Woodhaven

	 

	Darling, it's already 10:32

	Quickly and one time into the kitchen with you

	I'm gonna bring out my Dracula

	And you can pick up a spatula

	You gonna use it on me I'm gonna use it on you

	There will be sweat, there will be tears

	Shenanigans and a big hullabaloo

	 

	Sweat, sweat,

	Boo-hoo, boo-hoo

	Sweat, sweat,

	Boo-hoo, boo-hoo

	 

	We will jump at each other in a big sumo crash

	You will stop and say: honey first take out the trash

	I will fume, I will roar, throw you down to the floor

	Jump on top of you and apply an unbreakable hold

	That you would break with the greatest of ease, 

	Cause you're sweaty, naked, and bold

	 

	Sweat, sweat,

	Boo-hoo, boo-hoo

	Sweat, sweat,

	Boo-hoo, boo-hoo

	 

	Me on you, you on me, with some moves we have learned on late-night TV

	We will scratch, we will wrestle and punch

	‘til we’ve burnt all the calories we’d acquired at lunch

	There's no trophy or prestige that we're trying to land

	It is just that the winner gets to apply the spatula and then some bare hand

	 

	Sweat, sweat,

	Boo-hoo, boo-hoo

	Sweat, sweat,

	Boo-hoo, boo-hoo

	 

	When it's over you beg to re-negotiate, 

	But your baby says: honey, it is much, much too late

	Next time think beforehand and revise while you still can

	But for now, just bend over and take it like a man!

	 

	Sweat, sweat,

	Boo-hoo, boo-hoo

	Sweat, sweat,

	Boo-hoo, boo-hoo

	 

	 

	



	


Kettle Drums

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	I'm spoken for a month of poetry, intrinsically.

	I want them to be playful, joyful, and erotic

	And so, I asked some previous lovers to come and lend a hand

	I guess I must still have that gift of gab cause most of them replied this could be fab.

	 

	The first two - changed their names to play my games - Jamila and Ludmilla

	One is a nice brown chocolate, the other natural vanilla.

	Made them step into a skimpy French maid outfit that just barely fit

	And left very little to my fecund imagination, let's start the orchestration.

	 

	I made them kneel upon my bed, bums high up in the air, just love them there.

	My women are not small at all, 

	let us just say their divine super-size 

	is truly a great feast for one with the right eyes.

	 

	I gaze upon the soft expanse displayed upon my bed

	Also Sprach Zarathustra starts running through my head

	Ta-da, ta-da, ta-da, ta-da went the fanfare and I saw kettle drums right there

	My hands turned into mallets administering thirteen playful slaps

	Slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap.

	 

	The scene changed right before my eyes and it turned up to be

	The early prehistoric 2001: Space Odyssey - ta-da, ta-da, ta-da, ta-da

	Hundreds of hominids were kneeling on the grass 

	They came to worship me and my grand feat of slapping Goddess ass

	Slap. slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap.

	 

	I must have phased out just a little bit, perhaps I got too carried away

	Because my two Goddesses turned the tables, found some stereo cables

	And tied me to the headboard of my bed having their way with me instead.

	I didn't mind that naughty one-night stand, 'twas in the name of art, I'm sure the wife will understand.

	 

	



	


Hand Percussion

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	Two of my younger lovers also responded to my plea

	They thought I could immortalize them going down ... in history

	They said 'please baby we will give no lip'

	I thought for just one second before I made them strip.

	 

	I then made juicy Lucy bend over the edge of my bed

	And made un-skinny Minnie straddle her

	'We've been really bad, you need to spank us daddy' they said in unison.

	Yeah! I waited for a beat, it showed itself anon

	 

	Again spoke Zarathustra that Spacey Odyssey

	But this time Deodato's version was playin' inside me

	It was so obvious, pink congas on the bottom, pink bongos on the top

	I just needed to follow and keep the rhythm up.

	 

	The rhythmic situation was turning to a storm 

	My drums were getting rosy, flushed, and also very warm

	And then my lovers turned the tables, around yet one more time

	Attacking and inflaming this poor, flawed soul of mine.

	I was reluctant truly and badly torn apart

	Just how much sacrifice could I expect my wife to make all in the name of art?

	 

	Sorry, honey, I love you, but I'm such a dog!

	Ahoooooo!

	 

	



	


The Maiden and the Harp

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	In the faraway land of Tralee

	Lived a very fair maiden pretty as can be

	All locked up in a tower to protect her from harm

	She had only one keeper who lacked any charm.

	 

	'Put on some clothes, are you not ashamed?' would ask the keeper.

	'I read about those things' answered the maiden

	'But without frames of reference - WTF?'

	Her keeper would just shake her head and leave her.

	 

	The maiden would pick up her Keltic harp, place it between her knees

	She would strum a few chords as pretty as you please

	Rubbing her breasts against the rigid wooden frame was quite a sight to see

	But no one was in sight and she'd just sigh and dream of being free.

	 

	Her milky skin with incidents of rose

	Her silky corn long hair reaching down to her toes

	The way she held her harp made the other call her a witch

	To which she would reply, better than you, you nasty bitch

	 

	One day, I will be out of here frolicking naked in the moonlight

	The lads will start to shake and dream of me at night

	I'll dance around the Maypole until the time is right

	And then I'll ride bare saddle the hottest boy in sight.

	 

	---

	 

	So, anytime you hear a sweet young maiden play her harp

	Just listen carefully and you will hear her heart

	To some, the harp does not these things convey

	But tell her that you know the secret and with you, she'll run away

	Even if all you'd get is just one night and day.

	 

	



	


Strings

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	I tie a silken cloth around your hair

	and ask you once again 'Do you permit and 

	are you sure that you will let me take you there?'

	 

	You nod and I say 'Very well then can you please undress?'

	You blush but you take off your blouse and then your pretty dress

	I stop you with a sweet caress and say 'I'll do the rest.'

	 

	I pull the silken cloth over your eyes and kiss your lips so deep

	Walking behind you I caress your arms and kiss your lovely shoulders

	While I undo your bra and cast it to the shadows

	 

	I take your hand and walk you to a certain spot

	Facing a full-length mirror that will show me your front

	While I do things behind you that will make you hot.

	 

	I run my fingers up your ribs, it seems to make you shiver

	I cup your breasts one in each hand

	And make you start to quiver

	 

	One hand goes down your panties a-knocking at that door

	And soon those pretty silkies

	Go sliding to the floor

	 

	There's velvet padded leather straps adorning wrists and ankles now

	Their eyes are matched to hungry hooks on floor and ceiling

	Got you just where I want you, beautiful, young, and willing

	 

	It's euphoric to feel so all-powerful, it is like taking wing

	I know I'm am not omnipotent but right now - to you

	I can do anything.

	 

	My hands move up and down your front first down then up

	Then the same thing down on your back ends with one 

	hard resounding slap - on your left cheek

	 

	You yelp as much in pain as in surprise

	And I embrace you tenderly and lay my finger on your lips

	I say 'Hush pretty baby, there'll be much, much more like this'

	 

	Standing behind you yet once more the mirror image I admire

	I'll do amazing things to you

	I do not think that I will ever tire

	 

	A coil of velvet rope I pick up from a table

	I wrap it once below your breasts and all around

	and in the back, I tie a knot.

	 

	Once more around above your breasts and back and in the middle

	I stop to tie again and let it dangle down,

	Between your legs 

	 

	It goes on looping ‘round in front and up 

	Caressing your left nipple, going for a shoulder ride

	Then mirror images onto the other side

	 

	I gaze upon my work, it's not complex

	And some might even call it simple,

	And it may be that in my lust I have not been too nimble

	 

	But it enhances certain features that appeal to me

	As well as my sweet naive lover's 

	String attired musicality

	 

	Me-seems that I have fashioned a new string instrument

	Pulling a string bisecting the vagina lips gets me a very high pitched tone

	The tit compressing pull gets to another erogenous zone

	I think the novelty and the surprise work just as well for her as they do work for me.

	So with the tone and the resulting visual zone 

	I'll dub my new string variation a bawdy lustophone.

	 

	
WOOD, WIND & BRASS

	 

	[image: B&Winds-4]

	 

	I find it impossible to pretend that a woman sticking an instrument into her mouth is not turning me on. I don’t intend to say that the music’s secondary, just that the sexual sentiment is quite complimentary. 

	



	


Reeds

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	The oboe, the bassoon, the English horn

	The clarinet and that oddball the saxophone

	All sport Arundo donax at their tip

	That fizzles, sizzles tickling your lip

	 

	You stick one in your mouth and suck it for a while to get it 
moist

	and it looks weird when it's that skinny pipe that enters the 
bassoon

	But it needs to be warmed up, broken in 

	You can't play it too soon

	 

	And then that clarinet, so black, so straight so rigid

	You put that in your mouth and lick it for a while

	And when the time is right you suddenly know

	Now, you can blow

	 

	The saxophone is brass, that's true but with the others 

	It does share a reed 

	which puts it neither here nor there 

	Or maybe everywhere

	 

	The English horn, a double reed 

	Might take a little longer to prepare

	But when it's warm and ready and does no more feel thorny

	It makes a rowdy sexy sound that seems to be twice horny.

	 

	So where in classical ensembles they all dress proper and prim

	Ignoring all the attributes of reedy rowdy sin

	A Jazzy combo with a saxophone and clarinet

	Makes a good woman break into a blushing, lusty sweat.

	French

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	There is a misconception 'bout a French woman

	She's dirty, horny, good looking, and hot

	I've had my share of them and sometimes that might be

	But other times they’re not

	 

	If in the orchestra she does happen to be

	I do not mean the kind who blows but rather a blowee

	'nough beating round the bush, I'm talking about one who's not of woman born

	But rather made by man, specifically, that brassy lewd French horn

	 

	You play it following the written chart

	Wait for the conductor to signal you your part

	But sometimes, the notation is as horny as can be

	It indicates that you must stick your hand inside her cavity.

	 

	She cannot speak in language so she soldiers valiantly

	Providing the ensemble with a special melody

	But I can hear what she would say especially to me

	Ooh-la-la baby! 

	 

	



	


Wake Up Sleepy Eyes

	ESL – 2006 - Woodhaven

	 

	Oh, when I look into your eyes,

	Your eyes, those eyes as blue as skies.

	I soon begin to realize,

	The truth will shine amongst the lies.

	 

	You fold me up in your embrace,

	My mind takes flight in outer space.

	Your love's divine, your heart's the place

	I leave behind, the human race

	 

	The lotus again is beginning to bloom,

	intoxicating me with its perfume.

	Those petals are hiding the fountain of youth,

	And soon I remember in legends there's truth.

	 

	I soon perceive to my delight,

	Your eyes are black, as black as night.

	No matter where there is no fright,

	Cause in my soul you shine eternal light.

	 

	And when my work here is all done,

	To foreign lands, I will be gone.

	What we have forged can't be undone,

	The three of us will always be as one.

	 

	You say whatever you want, from me you can take,

	It is now that you know of one soul we partake.

	The scales from your eyes, it is now they will slake,

	It is time you awake,

	Awake, awake, awake, awake...

	 

	My Extension

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	I've always loved music,

	And women, always loved women

	But I don't know the woman magic how and why

	Because I come from a strange land most people know as shy

	 

	I see a pretty woman and I want to say,

	I want to touch, I want to take her far away

	But my tongue freezes in my mouth

	I stutter, blush and run back to my house

	 

	Something is begging for attention down below

	I can't say anything about it and I certainly can't show

	But one day in a music store a thing was heaven sent

	A most expressive horny instrument

	 

	I took it home and practiced by myself awhile

	Until I thought I had developed a good style

	And soon I joined some people that seemed just like me

	Music is moving them almost exclusively

	 

	I read my notes, when my turn comes I'm ready

	I've practiced long enough my hands are steady

	I pick up my trombone and aim my loud rowdy dimension 

	Hey, pretty lady in first row, check out my hard erect extension.

	 

	



	


The Summer of Passion

	ESL - August 16th, 2006 - Key West

	 

	“I'm so tired of these college boys,

	They think my tits are just some squishy toys.

	The way they fumble -- at my brassiere...

	Somebody please, take me away from here.

	 

	I want to feel like Anais,

	I need someone to demo that bliss,

	I want some Frost, and something Portuguese,

	A man, who could do all those things with ease.”

	 

	“Just put your trust in me,

	I know a place where you're supposed to be.

	Let's go there cause I know’t will treat you best,

	It is a Paradise that others call Key West.

	We'll watch the sunset while we cruise Mallory Square,

	Then, on the street they call Duval, we'll walk away from there

	And after dark, your clothing you can shed there piece by piece,

	A local artist on your body will create a second masterpiece.”

	 

	“And then...”

	“And then my Lady I will show you what the Portuguese did not show Frost

	For it's the secrets of the Serpent I am familiar with the most.”

	“What reason has you that will cause these things to be?”

	“I only wish to free the Goddess that dwelleth within thee.”

	 

	“And will then mortals all bow down to me?”

	“Oh yes, my Lady, it is only just that it should be.”

	“Will you then salve and rub me with exotic oils?”

	“Oh yes, my Lady, it would be the pleasantest of toils.”

	 

	“So, what the Hell are we then waiting for?”

	“Just let me get my conch - mortals will know the Goddess is alive

	When I walk out in front of you and blow it

	Just like this:

	Too- too - too - tooooooooooooooooooooooo!

	Then I will sprinkle rose petals at your feet

	And chant your names:

	 

	All Hail Isis,

	All Hail Astarte, 

	All Hail Diana, 

	All Hail Hecate, 

	All Hail Demeter, 

	All Hail Kali, 

	All Hail Inanna”

	 

	



	


Year of the Pig

	N Poik - January 2007 - Woodhaven

	 

	Butterflies and watermelons and a girl that's sweet and pink

	A flick that stars Maria Bello pouring us a drink

	The sky's so blue the weather's mellow and I've got lots of ink

	It's a new year and a new life but, it's not what you think

	 

	It's the year of the pig, the year of the pig

	We're gonna write a song with a boy named Rig

	I'm a pig, I'm a pig, I'm a pig, pig, pig

	I'm gonna get your grandma to show us her fig

	I'm a pig, I'm a pig, I'm a pig, pig, pig

	We're gonna down that drink and start dancing a jig

	 

	It's the year of the pig, the year of the pig

	I'm gonna get Drew Barrymore to show us her fig

	Cause I'm a pig, I'm a pig, I'm a pig, pig, pig

	I'm gonna get Lindsay Lohan to show us her fig

	Cause I'm a pig, I'm a pig, I'm a pig, pig, pig

	I'm gonna get Meg Ryan to show us her fig

	Cause I'm a pig, I'm a pig, I'm a pig, pig, pig

	Sinnead'll show us hers while she's dancing a jig

	 

	Brittney will be singing with a boy named Rig

	Show us your fig

	Mariah, Angelina & Gina & Christina,

	Show us your fig

	Beyoncé, Gwyneth & Brandy & Shakira,

	Show us your fig

	Gwen, Wynona, yo Dixie Chicks, yo Pink,

	Come 'ere 'n' throw 'em all, into my kitchen sink,

	Cause I'm a pig, I'm a pig, I'm a pig, pig, pig

	What the heck, get everyone to show us their fig,

	Cause we're a pig, we're a pig, we're a pig, pig, pig

	Yeah, we're a pig, we're a pig, we're a pig, pig, pig

	 

	Except ... Madonna

	We've seen hers,

	And … Yoko

	We've seen hers too

	 

	But, we wanna see it again, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah

	Cause we're a pig, we're a pig, we're a pig, pig, pig

	Pig, pig, pig.......

	 

	N. Poik means ‘A Boy’ in Swedish but it’s still me.

	 

	These are the lyrics to a  song from Chinese Zodiac one of my ongoing projects.

	



	


Double Dutch

	ESL - July 2014 - Woodhaven

	 

	Double-Dutch, Double-Dutch

	Don't know why they named it such

	Jump into the fray and fling your heels into the air

	One girl stay on the left side and the other over there

	 

	Double-Dutch, Double-Dutch

	Don't know why they named it such

	I want an African-Libyan riding on that side

	And a Romanian-Hungarian going down the slide

	 

	Double-Dutch, Double-Dutch

	Don't know why they named it such

	Grease me down a Latvian who is half a Pole

	Throw in a Croatian or a Serbian and all

	 

	Double-Dutch, Double-Dutch

	Don't know why they named it such

	Take it easy girls, there is no need to fight

	I am in no big hurry, we could do this all night

	 

	Double-Dutch, Double-Dutch

	Don't know why they named it such

	China girl and Jap each get a little turn

	Thai and Philipina they also wish to learn

	 

	Double-Dutch, Double-Dutch

	Don't know why they named it such

	Here come an Indian and two little Vietnamese

	An Israeli-Palestinian very much at ease

	 

	Double-Dutch, Double-Dutch

	Don't know why they named it such

	Standing on the side-lines and cheering rah-rah-rah

	I'm happy to report that most forgot their bra.

	 

	 

	



	


Horns of Doom

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	Clutched in the vice grip of his madness

	The prince is pacing in his room.

	It's in the highest tower of his castle

	That will be finished soon.

	 

	For 30 years he has been working on every single day

	Dreaming of fair and open-minded maidens who would then come to share his way.

	 

	Subsisting on a meager diet of yellow, red, and green

	He'd printed every single stone and tool

	On his 3D machine 

	 

	He'd started in a plain, empty as far as eyes could see,

	But in the years since then, others have come.

	At first, they pitched their tents, 

	Waiting to see what his construction will become.

	 

	And then, as time went by a city grew around

	Stronger and bigger buildings were covering the ground

	 

	Seeing him running up and down his walls in his loin-cloth

	A long-haired bearded specter without woman or boss

	They said he was a prince from a far place, forgotten and forlorn

	The offspring no one cared for since the day when he was born

	 

	It was an unknown legend, but a prophecy was born

	It said what he was doing had been preordained by God

	That life as we had known it would be drowned in Godly mud

	 

	Like Noah, he was building a refuge for Earth's life

	His castle once completed, he will choose a wife

	And he will take the worthy into his sanctuary

	And no one knew if they would be exceptional or ordinary.

	 

	They tried to ask him, but he wouldn't say a word

	A new religion coalesced and spread around the world

	A priesthood, rituals, hymns, and then donations 

	And soon the New Jerusalem became a mighty nation.

	 

	Pilgrims would make the trip to see God's messenger

	And video clips of the construction's progress would play in every church

	 

	And then the prince made up his mind

	He fired up the horns of doom and for the first time

	He addressed mankind

	He jumped upon the parapet that circled his high room

	And to the skirling of the horns, he added his own tune

	 

	The high priest had been ready for almost anything

	So, he directed his far-audio reader and amplified the thing

	All 'casts worldwide were interrupted to hear the Prince's blues

	By now of course it had become the most anticipated news.

	 

	The wizened shrunken figure, as naked as the day he was born

	Sheltered by his long grey beard and floor-length scraggly hair

	Sang in a thin and scratchy, unused voice:

	‘The end is near, the end is near, what the fuck are you all still doing here?’

	 

	And then he jumped.

	 

	It seemed like an eternity, or perhaps the studios played it in slo-mo

	Most people thought he would ascend, but ‘t’wasn't really so

	Eventually, the Prince's body smashed into the ground

	Producing a disgusting deflated squishy sound

	 

	The high priest and his flunkies surrounded him anon

	Searching the entrails for clues 

	Finding no thing they said they'll choose a new Prince 

	And announce it to the world with a new smoky blues. 

	 

	



	


Vagina Dream

	ESL - December, 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	Last night I had the greatest dream I've ever dreamed, with closed or open eyes

	I dreamt about vaginas - gently floating from the skies

	 

	At first, there was a single one as light and white as snow

	Floating like a feather into my outstretched hand below

	 

	I touched it in amazement thinking it must be a trick

	And then I did what anyone would do, namely, I gave it a lick

	 

	I guessed this one belonged to a Russian super-star

	Because it tasted like the most exquisite - beluga caviar

	 

	More came like cherry blossom petals, a-blowing in the wind

	I felt that I myself might be, some kind of hyacinth

	 

	Italian, Norse, and Dutch vaginas - to whet my appetite,

	Chinese and Japanese - like sushi - thought it would last all night

	 

	I found a Scottish one - I thought it'd be a Scotch

	But when it tasted just like haggis - their fame went up a notch

	 

	Vaginas, vaginas, vaginas oh my

	I sent a silent thank you prayer to our mother in the sky

	 

	A Greek one just like moussaka - then an Egyptian baklava

	A Filipina sweet and sour tamarind - an Indonesian that's somehow become unpinned

	 

	The French one was naughty and rich and I just couldn't tell you which - I favored

	I really, really, really love them all - no matter how they're flavored

	 

	The pretty Palestinian - like extra virgin olive oil

	The Israeli one like cactus fruit - it made my tensions coil

	 

	Some Caribbean, sweet as mango - and a Latina - juicy flan that wanted us to tango

	The Aussie said: come and I'll show you where it's at - and there was Africa tasting like chocolat

	 

	I lay down on the soft vaginas, happy as man can be

	While more and more of them rained down and joined to cover me.

	 

	Pink, brown, white, red, - black, yellow, brown, red

	Fat, thin, pierced, bald, - hot, tepid, blazing, cold

	 

	Vaginas, vaginas, vaginas oh my

	So sentimental, not an eye, and nary a vagina managed to stay dry!

	 

	At last, I opened up my eyes - and soon I realized

	Desire - never dies.

	 

	I mean insult to no one - so I'll just take my bow

	But if I did forget you - please come on up, I'll taste yours now!

	 

	



	


Mr. Wilson

	ESL - August 2006 - March 2007

	 

	Oh, Mr. Wilson is an Irishman

	The like you'll find in no other land

	And Mr. Wilson is a holy man

	But you cannot call him a reverend.

	 

	He's a Pope, he's a dope, he's like soap-on-a-rope

	He's a winner, he's a grinner, he's a fake Berliner

	He is mod, he is God, he's a pea-in-a-pod

	But the phrase that fits him best ... er

	            why he's a cosmic jester

	 

	And Mr. Wilson's not your everyman,

	He gets the devil by the balls with either hand,

	Yeah, Mr. Wilson is a wicked man,

	But to non-believers, he's a real Godsend.

	 

	He's a smoke, he's a joke, and he’s a chicken choke,

	He's a bastard, served with custard, he's all alabaster,

	He's a bookie, king of nookie, let us have another cookie,

	But the phrase that fits him best ... er

	            why he's a cosmic jester

	 

	And Mr. Wilson's gotta date with God

	They gonna look at each other and sometimes nod,

	They will wink, they will shrug, and have little to say,

	'Cause they can read each other like a cow reads hay!

	 

	HEY!!  - HEY!!

	 

	He's a man, I'm his fan, and my name is Stan,

	He's superman I'm superfan and then and my name be Dan,

	He's a mount I'm a count and what's in a name anyway,

	But the phrase that fits him best ... er

	            why he's a cosmic jester

	 

	 

	From a future collection of songs entitled ‘For Robert.’  This one is for Robert Anton Wilson, a man I admire immensely (as well as his works.)

	



	


SAWDUST & TURNINGS

	     [image: sawdust-3]

	I added this section to serve as a kind of interlude.  The poems here are somewhat more whimsical and some are very short. The intention is to let the reader rest a bit before getting back to the more sexually charged content.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	



	


Zippy

	ESL – August 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	Zippy was the pin
that fastened the tail onto Rin-Tin-Tin
 

	 

	Sometime in the second half of 2011, Aisha started hosting ‘Tongue Threat Tuesdays’ at Neir’s Tavern. Neir’s Tavern is one of New York City’s oldest taverns and has a rich and colorful history.  A few months previously, the ownership changed and it appeared that the place will become a neighborhood performance space. It was thrilling so I took my guitar and performed as often as I could. Many years had passed since I had last written poetry, but this seemed like a good excuse to start again. Together with the next 6 poems, this septet represents the rebirth of my poetic persona.

	     
 

	



	


Freud Chicken

	(For Chazz)

	ESL – August 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	Not, not, not, not, not, not, not - I'm a rooster!
 

	 

	



	


Reflections: After End of the World

	ESL – August 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	(Bronx cheer)... still here!!!

	 

	 

	 

	



	


Taxman

	ESL – August 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	I Need Someone to Pay My Bills,

	Prepare My Meals,

	Then Heal My Ills

	And Keep the Fucking Taxman Off My Back!

	 

	 

	



	


Job

	ESL – August 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	I want no job, nor some money twist
I just do what I do ‘cause I'm an artist!
 

	 

	



	


Food

	ESL – August 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	I fear all of my critics when they say I'm no good,

	But I still sing and I dance lest they veto my food!

	 

	 

	



	


Show Time

	ESL – August 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	No one hears my sigh,
no one sees me cry,
but in the shower when I'm all alone
I recite my poems and I sing my song
Then I say: Fuck you all naysayers
I know that you're all wrong!
 

	



	


Don Who Exactly?

	ESL – December, 2012 - Woodhaven

	 

	...when they started to cut off her clothes,

	I couldn't wait anymore

	 

	I jumped up and shouted:

	Kill the desecrators!

	A woman is sacred!

	 

	She got off the stage, and with a swath of her dress

	She wiped off my feverish forehead and said:

	Relax grandpa, I like the sentiment, but what I really need

	is Don Juan not Don Quixote

	 

	



	


Horizon

	ESL – June 2014 - Woodhaven

	 

	I'm going for a walk.

	Might be a very long walk.

	They say it can't be done,

	But they also say you can do anything

	If your mind is set up,

	If you believe!

	 

	I believe!

	My mind is set!

	I don't care how long it takes

	I don't care how far it is

	I am going

	To that place

	Where the Earth meets the sky

	 

	Everybody says I am a fool

	But I don't care

	I'm going anyway

	And when I get there

	To the middle of that celestial kiss

	And I stand in the very center

	Of that kiss

	I will send them all a tweet

	We shall see who the fool is then!

	 

	



	


Rap á Martel

	ESL – November, 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	Gather people dark and fair

	The bride has got nothing to wear

	Her closet's full of older junk

	And her sweetheart's a no-good drunk

	 

	A little bit of alcohol,

	Has never hurt no one at all

	So let us share some eau de vie

	A snort for you, a nip for me

	 

	Rap á Martell, Rap á Martell

	You'd like a little - I can tell

	Rap á Martell, Rap á Martell

	It just makes everything - go so, so well

	 

	Not many places sell Martell

	But those that do, me here do tell

	Are brassy, sassy, always classy

	From Washington to Tallahassee

	And if your stars shine down on you,

	You'll meet some gorgeous lassies too.

	 

	Rap á Martell, Rap á Martell

	You'd like a little - I can tell

	Rap á Martell, Rap á Martell

	It just makes everything - go so, so well

	 

	For those of you whose hearts are true

	Martell prepares a Cordon Bleu

	And all you girls - come to the bar

	Martell works great in a sidecar

	 

	No matter what you all may think

	The bride's a mighty precious thing

	It's sad she's got nothing to wear

	Let's buy her some thong underwear

	(And a push-up front clasped bra)

	 

	Rap á Martell, Rap á Martell

	You'd like a little - I can tell

	Rap á Martell, Rap á Martell

	It just makes everything - go so, so well

	 

	 

	



	


The Name is Pan, Peter Pan

	ESL – May 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	Well, if I say I'm Peter Pan

	Then surely that is who I am

	And if I say that I can fly,

	Don't bat an eye, because I can

	 

	I've got no chores to bring me down,

	No silly boss to sneak around

	I play my guitar all day long

	And I am strong, in my euphoric sound

	 

	I thrive on honey from my bees

	And I steal kisses from my honey,

	And now and then a little squeeze,

	I do not even understand this thing called money

	 

	I'm not afraid of Captain Hook

	He couldn't quite escape the book

	Not he or anybody else could tell me what to do

	My mom could not, what makes you think it could be you?

	 

	Yeah, you who stumble blindly through your life,

	Protesting and petitioning those "Higher Up"

	The world is just as much within, as it may seem without you

	And you can change it every evening while you sup.

	 

	



	


21st Century Nursery Rhymes (clean)

	ESL - March & July 2009 - Woodhaven

	 

	Who's the faster master? 

	Made of alabaster

	Why it's Run-Run Shaw

	Thought you oughta know

	*

	Hi dighi, dighi, oompa-loompah

	Hi dighi, dighi, tra-la-la

	*

	We're singing, we're singing,

	Your telephone is ringing,

	Splish-splash in the water

	Jump in favorite daughter.

	*

	Hi dighi, dighi, oompa-loompah

	Hi dighi, dighi, tra-la-la

	*

	Here come some visitors 1, 2, 3

	Jump up and count them 1, 2, 3

	Count'em again say 1, 2, 3

	It's Obama, Osama, yo' mama, and me!

	*

	Hi dighi, dighi, oompa-loompah

	Hi dighi, dighi, tra-la-la

	*

	Who's gonna save us, Mr. Lee

	You’re gone and so is master, so we see

	Look out and see us - run, run, run

	We're not afraid just kidding 'cause it's fun, fun, fun

	*

	Hi dighi, dighi, oompa-loompah

	Hi dighi, dighi, tra-la-la

	*

	Come on you silly gram ‘pa - jump off the boat,

	The water is so nice and you just gonna float,

	If you don't jump in quickly and quickly leave the boat

	I 'afraid someone who come, they gonna get your goat.

	*

	Hi dighi, dighi, oompa-loompah

	Hi dighi, dighi, tra-la-la

	*

	There goes a naughty boy his name is Tony

	He likes a lotta pizza and loves the macaroni

	Today he cannot eat, not even minestrone

	Not even one cannoli, he's so full of baloney.

	*

	Hi dighi, dighi, oompa-loompah

	Hi dighi, dighi, cha, cha, cha

	 

	



	


Marmalade Kisses

	ESL – August 2010 - Woodhaven

	 

	Got a jar of yummy orange marmalade

	Got an ice-box filled with ice-cold lemonade

	Won't you lie right next to me here in the shade?

	Check out my - ice-cold lemonade

	 

	Your lips are just as sweet as orange marmalade

	Your tongue is chilled - with ice-cold lemonade

	No one could spy on us here in my cool, cool shade

	Your kisses - fraught with marmalade

	 

	I got limonade, marmalade

	Got marmelade, limonade,

	Limonade, marmelade

	Marmelade, limonade

	What I need is you

	 

	Your love is sweet and sticky just like orange marmalade

	You turn your back on me - I get ice cold lemonade

	But I'm the one who loves you most don't be afraid

	I can take the sweet and I can take the lemonade

	 

	Gimme limonade, marmelade

	Gimme marmelade, limonade,

	Lemonade, marmalade

	Marmalade, lemonade

	What I need is you 

	 

	



	


The Captain's Daughter

	ESL - 1970's - Lindenwood

	 

	Well I read some Nietzsche and I listen to the Kinks

	But I don't give a damn 'bout any of them things

	I listened to the radio I watched things on TV

	I'm in love with a captain's daughter and she's in love with me

	 

	I've been lost in the moonlight

	I've been lost in broad daylight

	I've been lost but now I'm found

	I've been lost in the moonlight

	I've been lost in broad daylight

	Walking and scratching always scratching around

	 

	Did the captain's daughter did she give it to me

	Or did I just get it watching too much TV

	Used to itch like crazy didn't know what to do

	Truly did not want to give it to any of you

	 

	I've been lost in the moonlight

	I've been lost in broad daylight

	I've been lost but now I'm found

	I've been lost in the moonlight

	I've been lost in broad daylight

	I could have been six feet under the ground

	 

	But nowadays it's just a memory of some bad times I was in

	And I thank Alexander Fleming for discovering penicillin

	 

	



	


There's a Song in It

	ESL – December, 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	Last night I met a girl

	At the local bar

	We had some laughs, we had some drinks

	She kissed me good night

	 

	I didn't get her number,

	I didn't get her name,

	I think that I might be in love

	Isn't that a shame?

	 

	But

	There’s a song in it 

	There’s a song in it

	There’s a song in it

	's gonna be OK - I know where the local is

	 

	There was a $5 bill on the sidewalk

	Bent down to pick it up

	And my pants split down the middle

	Showing everyone my ass

	 

	Everybody pointed

	And everybody laughed

	I was so fucking embarrassed

	I might have passed some gas

	 

	But

	There’s a song in it

	There’s a song in it

	There’s a song in it

	's gonna be OK - I'll get stronger pants

	I wrote my girl a love song

	I sang it at the pub

	She didn't dig my accent

	Said could I do a dub

	 

	Everybody laughed at me

	The way that people do

	They said oh what a girlfriend

	She just don't care about you

	 

	Oh yes, she do!

	 

	And

	There’s a song in it

	There’s a song in it

	There’s a song in it

	 

	Don't get too smug people - the next one might be about you!

	 

	People can be happy

	And people can be cruel

	They'll laugh at you - laugh at your girl

	And make you feel a fool

	 

	But they are all quite foolish

	They know not what they do

	Don't make fun of the rhymester

	Cause he'll make fun of you!

	 

	Cause

	There’s a song in it

	There’s a song in it

	There’s a song in it

	And I know how to make everyone - laugh at - or with you!

	 


SILK & LEATHER

	[image: C:\Users\VertLime\My Works\z-in progress\(-poems\Pleasure, Pain and  Eternity\pics\whip.JPG]

	Of course, this section will feature some Bondage, Domination, and Sado-Masochism. However, not all pain is physical and neither is pleasure.

	



	


Let Us Pretend

	ESL – November, 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	...anyway, we could make a brand new start today,

	We could misplace our arguments along the way,

	We could pretend there's no position to defend,

	I could pretend, I could pretend, I could pretend.

	 

	Certainly, you'd always make a fool of me,

	I wish that things were like they used to be,

	I wish I didn't feel this is the end,

	We could pretend, we could pretend, we could pretend.

	 

	We'd talk about the weather,

	Good times we've had together,

	We'd laugh and say: No! This is not the end

	If we pretend, we just pretend, then maybe it will mend.

	 

	...anyway, wish I had better things that I could say,

	Let's just forget about that dreadful month of May,

	Let us pretend we'll be together to the end,

	I could pretend, I could pretend, I could pretend.

	 

	Gracefully, you always found the best in me,

	You made the future bright as organdy,

	Forget the words I said towards the end,

	We could pretend, let us pretend, please let's pretend.

	 

	 

	This one started as a set of lyrics, for a melody somewhat influenced by Rodrigo’s ‘Concerto for Aranjuez.’  I find that it works just fine as a poem.

	



	


White Light 

	ESL – March 1991 - Woodhaven

	 

	You walk into my room

	And bring white light into the light

	I see an aura all around you

	Then, you remove your long, long dress

	And disappear

	 

	And when you touch me, instantly

	I am inside your body, mind, and soul

	And so are you in mine

	We travel to all distant places

	But with no motion, cause we are already there

	 

	And your touch takes me to all times

	When I was without you 

	And you were without me

	You're lighting up my light

	You make it so much easier to see!

	 

	



	


Sweet Melanie

	ESL - July 2008 - Nickerie

	 

	Slow down you crazy river and listen to my song,

	Just a couple of minutes, it won't take too long.

	I swore to my sweetheart a love that is strong,

	But I'm only a weak man and I've done her wrong.

	 

	It was just before noon, I walked into the saloon,

	And the Devil put that whiskey right in front of me.

	So I had one, and another, and another, you see,

	When who should walk right in but that fox Melanie.

	 

	When the bottle was empty, this she said to me

	Come, I'll lend you a pillow, you can rest 'til you're right.

	And her hair was on fire and her skin was all white,

	And her kisses were burning so I stayed there all night.

	 

	Slow down, slow down, abide here with me,

	I know that you can wash off my misery.

	Slow down, slow down, wash off my misery,

	Or just wash me away, make her forget about me.

	 

	So tell me wise river, now that you've heard my song,

	How then can I possibly straighten this wrong

	When I know it will sadden my sweetheart to see,

	That I can never forget the taste of sweet Melanie.

	 

	.....     I'm such a dog ...... woof

	 

	



	


The Siren's Lament

	ESL – 1990’s - Woodhaven

	 

	In the heart of a lonesome sea,

	All alone on her own island

	Like a fisherman casts his net

	Thus her song casts out the siren

	 

	I am the enchanted siren

	Why has God created me?

	This song that I spin each day

	Drives my mind away from me

	 

	What use to me is a sailor?

	With infinite love in his eyes

	When he finally reaches my island

	He lies down at my feet and slowly dies

	 

	In the heart of a lonesome sea,

	All alone on her own island

	There's a woman who's lost her mind,

	Have some pity for the grieving siren

	 

	 

	A loose translation of a traditional Mexican song 

	



	


The Old Zither Player

	ESL - July 2008 - Nickerie

	 

	Come here, let's hear your gypsy voice,

	Sing me a song of old,

	I'll see you dine, I'll give you wine,

	My coat if you are cold.

	 

	They say you play the violin,

	And also play the zither,

	So come play of a season when,

	Will end a life so bitter.

	 

	Just let me sit next to my cup,

	My life, it doesn't matter,

	I'm all alone, I have no home,

	It never will get better.

	 

	So let me sit here in the back,

	In this old musty tavern,

	I'll cry, I'll drink and then I'll sing,

	About a girl I've loved.

	 

	Oh come and sing, and let it ring,

	Tell all, a sad love story,

	It once made me a happy man,

	A-tremble with love's glory.

	 

	Come here, let's hear your gypsy voice,

	Sing me a song of old,

	I'll see you dine, I'll give you wine,

	My coat if you are cold.

	 

	This is a loose translation of an old Romanian folk song.



	


Don't Say No

	ESL – 2000 - Woodhaven

	 

	Remember when you saw me at the bar,

	My cognac and a very fine cigar.

	You told me that I looked so debonair,

	You said you loved that European air.

	 

	You were so beautiful I was surprised,

	But I knew that this couldn’t happen twice.

	Before we knew we’re sharing our first kiss,

	I can’t believe that now it’s come to this.

	 

	Don’t say no, don’t say you never did love me,

	Don’t say no, don’t say you’ll go on without me,

	Don’t say no, don’t say you’ll never forgive me,

	I will die if you leave me.

	 

	My life before you didn’t count no more,

	With every day I loved you more and more.

	There’ve been some other women in my past,

	But I’d forgotten all of them at last.

	  

	You came and you just swept me off my feet,

	Some days I would forget even to eat.

	And now you say tomorrow you’ll be gone,

	You wouldn’t even tell me what I’ve done.

	 

	Remember how I told you you’re my star,

	Now I have an idea what you are.

	So beautiful but cruel to the max,

	I really didn’t need to know these facts.

	 

	You broke my heart you’ve muddled up my life,

	I don’t think I could go through this thing twice.

	There’s no one who could tell me what to do,

	I think tomorrow I may be gone too.

	 

	 

	Not at all a translation, but I was influenced by a Greek song by Paschalis Terzis named ‘Do Se Mu’



	


Fadeout

	ESL - August 2008 - Woodhaven

	 

	They do not see us anymore together

	And they all ask what went wrong

	Their eyes are friendly but mine are tired

	My joy of living - is all gone.

	 

	The same old question I keep on hearing

	I want that answer myself.

	And so I senselessly keep repeating

	Just where are you - baby - where are we

	 

	What went wrong?

	You're fading out like an old song

	More muted as we go along

	But my skin still craves your fingertips

	 

	And your taste lingers on my lips

	Please understand! D'you understand

	If you don't understand

	This is the end

	 

	We had a love that was to last forever

	First loves are always so strong.

	A love that bloomed when we were together

	The kind of love - like a song.

	 

	I am still here but now you've gone missing 

	Don't tell me it's not your fault.

	And every word of the oath you swore once

	Is still a mystery that has yet to unfold?

	 

	 

	This one went through a couple of steps. It is a translation of a Hebrew song whose lyrics were translated from a traditional Arabic one named ‘Ya Habibi.’

	



	


Confetti in the Mud

	ESL - August 2007 - Woodhaven

	 

	I used to live for music, what I breathed in was sound,

	I had a song for everything and dreams in Dolby full surround.

	And then, I met a woman and the music switched in there,

	I still dreamed and lived music, but it was - all about her.

	 

	I lived in a dreamed fever, and much to my surprise,

	She actually said yes when I asked her to be my wife.

	We had a short - ceremony, trading vows aflame,

	Then we walked out of city-hall into a pesky, slow, chill rain.

	 

	There was confetti, in the mud,

	A sweet but foolish gesture, by a friend of mine named Bud.

	There was confetti, in the mud,

	I think they tried to tell me that this marriage was a dud.

	 

	I had a real great summer and my songs flowed easily,

	But just before that summer passed, one day she said to me

	“My honey, oh my darling, it's so great to be your wife,”

	But maybe it is time you think about a nine-to-five.

	 

	I thought of things, the things men do for love,

	How it would raise you and place you high above,

	Things were so rosy, just perfect it would seem,

	But still, once in a while, I'd have this dream

	 

	It turned out I had a hidden talent for code,

	In no time at all, I could write programs a la mode.

	A year after that I hooked up with this guy named John.

	We both got very rich after starting our own (dot) com

	 

	One day I got home early, driving through September rain,

	It never crossed my mind that I was driving towards pain.

	I entered through the back door, not to trail in too much mud,

	And witnessed in our bed my wife with best friend Bud.

	 

	Early in November, standing in another rain

	I waited outside city-hall, too numb to feel much pain.

	D’you think she could be faithful to anyone - hey Bud?

	Figured I'd just return the favor, got some confetti for your mud.

	 

	



	


To The Mast

	ESL - April 2015 – Ft. Lauderdale

	 

	I am not a sailor

	But I do love the sea

	So when the opportunity arose

	I didn't turn my nose

	 

	I'm no Hemingway either though I am called Ernie

	A boat, two young girls, an old man, and the sea,

	Yeah, I just might rewrite the whole damn dreary story,

	This time about some other fish captured in all their glory.

	 

	Add a rhyme

	When it's time

	About women so fine

	They will make you go out of your mind.

	 

	Between the poetizing and blatant fantasizing

	I always throw a modicum of truth

	Though I am never saying just how much

	Nor which parts of the following may be interpreted as such.

	 

	Suffice to say the waitresses I'd met the night before

	Convinced me there are many mysteries to be experienced 

	when you're far away from shore.

	 

	So here we are, the boat, the sea, and just the three of us.

	The chartered boat is a most lovely vehicle that handles like a minibus.

	It has a steering wheel just like a modern car

	And if the fuel will suffice could take you pretty far.

	 

	But I had explorations in my mind much closer than Cuba

	And so I dropped the dredging anchor 

	as soon as we lost sight of lovely Florida.

	 

	The girls were sitting pretty as you please chatting behind me

	So at this time, I figured we could use a drink or two or three

	Our icebox had been waiting patiently with Vodka, Russian beer, and wine just chillin'

	Waiting for us to get a little drunk and who knows?

	P’rhaps a little willin'.

	 

	The girls got Cosmopolitans, I opted for a dry Martini

	I had that great all-natural Stirrings mix could even mix Bellini.

	We sipped in silence for a bit

	Eyeing each other wondering, could we fit?

	 

	I offered them some poetry

	But warned it might be raunchy

	Not sure if it aroused or bored them

	Cause the Russian, Ludmilla

	Got up and peeled off that two stripe bikini.

	 

	Come ‘on! She said to Anna.

	The Ukrainian hesitated and took another sip

	Please, said the first again, all by myself I'd feel alone and naked

	We could just lie and tan on the front deck

	Ernie here seems like a quite rightful chelovek

	 

	With Anna in the altogether, I could understand 

	What she would not display in skimpy string bikini.

	Ludmilla had a rich head of blonde hair,

	But otherwise was hairless end to end

	But Anna'd kept her hairy bush that seemed to almost reach her belly button inny 

	 

	The two of them proceeded to rub lotion on themselves

	Ludmilla, making sure that I could see

	While sending spying glances covertly aimed at me 

	that I pretended not to see.

	 

	When they lay on the deck I stayed beneath my canopy sipping a fresh Martini

	While Anna lay with her head facing me demurely

	Ludmilla showed the bottom of her feet sometimes quite scandalously.

	Once in a while, she would rotate, her legs falling quite open to display that inner sanctuary.

	I picked up my binoculars to study that at ease

	Imagining I was a pirate with two young female captives.

	 

	To the mast

	I would order them

	To the mast

	I would then shackle them

	To the mast

	I would then tie them

	With velvet shackles

	and with silken ropes.

	 

	Examining Ludmilla’s charms through my binoculars

	I charted the exact itinerary that my ropes would travel

	I'd touch her every erogenous zone 

	And expertly make her unravel 

	With desire

	 

	I'd never learned the sailor's knotting skill

	So I'd invent my own

	And call them 

	Double pimp,

	Mowing the lawn

	And silky balls of fire

	 

	Ludmilla, obviously, was waiting for my move

	She lifted up her knees and opened wide

	Lifting her head she seemed to gaze into my eyes

	Through the binoculars.

	I gave her a wide smile.

	 

	I tried to visualize dark Anna at the mast

	I couldn't so I asked if they would like another drink

	When they said yes I mixed and walked up to the deck

	Espying lovely Anna a-laying on her back.

	 

	I made my mind up that, that bush should be revered

	And when I tied her

	To the mast

	The knot that nested 'tween those legs

	At last

	Would be a Blackbeard

	 

	Alas, I thought there‘s neither mast nor ropes

	Ludmilla though did not appear to mind

	She quickly shucked my shorts and pushed me to the floor

	Apparently, she'd noticed that some part of me'd become a mast once more.

	 

	I doubt that I would ever see these lovely girls again

	But I would love to thank them any way I can.

	So I have placed them in what some might call a mediocre paean.

	I thank you girls, you made me understand

	the meaning of 'to sail like a Floridian.'

	 

	



	


Golden California Rain

	ESL - April 2015 – San Diego

	 

	Got that little boat

	I thought

	I'd duplicate in California

	The fun I had in Florida

	 

	Two topless golden beauties walked straight up to the bar

	Their racks were quite exquisite and they had real derrieres

	Unlike that skinny "model's" ass that's neither here nor there

	I thought they looked quite willing, so offered I a drink

	They acquiesced immediately without stopping to think.

	 

	I said something about a boat - they snuggled into me

	Their smoky whispered voices in my ear alternately

	'There could be pleasure,'

	'There could be pain,'

	'And if you are a real good boy,'

	'There could be golden California rain.'

	 

	Now, I do not admit to others, but myself 

	That I'm somewhat perverted.

	But this sounded a bit too much 

	Like roles have been inverted

	 

	So I left my money on the bar 

	And snuck right out of there

	Made my way to the boat, raised anchor

	And just vanished in thin air.

	 

	So, in the middle of the ocean

	Having a drink I float,

	With waves slowly a slap, slap, slapping

	The two sides of my boat

	 

	It makes me think, aroused about my little honey,

	I miss her and the sounds I get

	Slapping her little fanny.

	I wonder if should I have taken on the twisted sisters

	To scale a brand new bluff

	But now, that point is moot and anywhoo

	I might already be perverted quite enough.

	 

	
NUTS & BOLTS

	[image: C:\Users\DELLNET\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\nuts.jpg]

	I cannot quite say why I felt that this title is appropriate and fitting in with my general theme. Actually, I have an inkling but I’d rather leave it raveled. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	



	


Man of Steel

	ESL – April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	A pair of steel balls in my hand

	Perfectly smooth and polished to a mirror sheen.

	I'm fascinated with the way they feel and yet, 

	I don't know when or even if, I'll set them in their sac.

	 

	There is a little shack out in my garden in the back

	And in it stands my homage to the man of steel

	His muscles all steel cables, his visage forceful yet genteel

	But in between his legs, there's currently a void

	 

	He's poised to take flight any moment

	An exemplar of many a young girl’s dream

	Yet though I feel my statue's really stunning

	How to address his genitals, without feeling obscene

	 

	The David has come down throughout the ages 

	With shriveled scrotum and a tiny peen

	But this is the embodiment of

	Truth, Justice and the American Dream

	 

	Yes we know they are prudes and will most likely

	Protest a man of steel with steely genitals.

	They do ignore reality as often as they can

	But could I in good conscience create a dickless Superman?

	 

	No way!  The steel balls will be covered in a layer of graphite

	And take their place inside a sac of fine steel mesh cloth

	Above them, I will weld the biggest bolt that I could find

	Just like the ones that hold the Brooklyn Bridge together

	 

	A Superman of finest stainless steel – will bravely dare the weather

	Here in my garden, for as long as we can both support the status quo

	After all, though I might like the adulation

	I really did not build him for our sheltered nation, 

	Only for me.

	



	


WD-40

	ESL – April 2014 - Woodhaven

	 

	Last week a couple moved in down the hall

	And ever since I get no sleep at night at all.

	As they looked fresh and young, I did expect some nocturnalia

	But what goes on, is way beyond the loudest glossolalia

	 

	The pings and scrapes and metal hitting metal, go on without reprise

	Yet every morning they walk to the bus stop, as rested as you please

	I fall asleep at lectures and keep snoozing on the bus

	If this goes on much longer, my dissertation will go bust

	 

	Decided I that something a bit drastic must be done

	So late last Friday evening passivity foregone

	I jumped over the banister that separates our balconies

	And waited for the start of said disharmonies

	 

	As I was peeking through a gap between the curtains

	I saw them walk into the bedroom without their clothes or makeup

	They looked like you and me just fully hairless

	And where the moonbeams hit their skins they sparkled up

	 

	He got on top of her in just the normal manner pumping

	With loud metallic kissing, grinding, and sharp humping 

	I did not know should the authorities be then alerted

	So, I stayed quiet as a mouse whose bravery deserted.

	 

	On the morrow to the hardware, I did go

	I got a nice big canister with a spout ending in a straw

	And later I their doorbell dared to ring

	Joe opened up and I said can you please use this WD-40 thing?

	 

	He thanked me then he looked at it and said

	It be the last thing he will do before going to bed 

	I have to say Joe is a downright nice robo

	The nightly cacophony’s since then been mostly gone pronto

	 

	I still lose sleep at times ‘cause I know what they do

	Even if now they do not conjugate with just as much ado

	I think about the Mrs.’ pretty curves, and feel a flush

	And when I spy her in the hallway, I cannot help but blush

	



	


Waiting for Snow

	ESL - February 2006 - NYC

	 

	Here I am - standing by my window looking for snow

	Here I am - melancholy grips me, there's no place I'd rather go

	Yes, here I am - looking out my window - waiting for snow

	And here I am - there's so many things that I just wish I didn't know.

	 

	Just earlier today, the weatherman called for snow

	I was looking through my desk, for what I just don't know

	My eyes got caught, by this little band of gold,

	And now it's on my windowsill, its stories yet untold.

	 

	I remember the first time, this ring embraced my finger,

	I had a feeling of euphoria - and I - forever - wanted it to linger.

	Alas, the wish I made, was only wished in vain,

	One day, I had to take it off, 'cause it was causing only pain.

	 

	White blanket from above will cover all with purity

	The dirt, the lies, the cheating, and the notorious infamy.

	Is there anyone up there, one who a sign is gonna give

	Point me in some direction, and show me how to live

	 

	For a long and twisted time, I wanted you to go away,

	I did not mean that where you've gone, you will forever stay

	And all I want today is the blessing of the snow

	To cover you and keep you warm my love, in that last place that you will ever go.

	 

	(So) here I am - standing by my window looking for snow

	Here I am - melancholy grips me, there's no place I'd rather go

	Yes, here I am - looking out my window - waiting for snow

	And here I am - there's so many things that I just wish I didn't know.

	 

	 

	One more that started out as a lyric. I find that the distinction between poetry and lyrics is shrinking. 

	



	


Replicant's Dream

	ESL - June 2007 - Woodhaven

	 

	Just like Ares & Eris I came out of my father's head

	                      Philip, Philip, Philip

	Can't say if I was sad or happy when I heard that he was dead

	                      Bye-bye Philip - Che Dick

	His father gave him one and twenty but he only gave me five

	                      Ad meah ve'esrim

	I wish he didn't croak so soon, he could have saved my life

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	 

	I am the son of Philip but my true pop's Frankenstein

	                      Oooooh, Ooooooh

	And Reb Jehudah's Golem is another of my kind

	                      Emes, Emes, Emes

	I live, I love, I fear, I hate, I am so existant

	                      Baby, baby, baby

	                      Baby, baby, baby

	If none of you can help me let's just do the replicant

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	                      I cannot die

	 

	I'm gonna live forever...

	 

	 

	Yeah, lyrics again to a tune named ‘Android Dance’ – I find them quite cleverly obtuse.

	



	


Love/Hate

	ESL - March 1, 1991 - Woodhaven

	 

	It's 3 o'clock in the morning

	and you haven't called me in 2 days, 14 hours and 15 minutes

	Bitch!

	I've left 18 messages on your answering machine

	Respond!

	I need you to accept that this is killing me

	Slayer!

	I've re-read all your letters and answered every single one of them 

	Again!

	I love you more than I love, love itself

	Mercy!

	But the poster with your picture on it has a thousand dart holes

	Die!

	Your letters with my answers and all pictures of you, of us

	are now a pile of ashes on the kitchen floor

	Please help me!

	I saw you the other day with some guy,

	Please say he was your brother nothing more

	Slut!

	My previously fine-tuned mind is now a relic of the past

	Oooh!

	Without you, there's no way I could possibly last

	So, sayonara!

	(phone ringing - I look at it with mixed emotions)

	 

	



	


Apple of My Eve

	ESL - August 2014 - Woodhaven

	 

	Last night my honey said to me:

	There's an issue that won't let me be.

	And I just don't know what to do

	And yet no longer can I be with you!

	 

	And I said:

	Everything will be alright

	Cause you're the apple of my eye

	It doesn't matter what you do

	I’ll always be with you!

	 

	And she said:

	It's got nothing with to do

	That will split me up with you

	It’s just the way it be

	Cause your wife is - sister to me

	 

	And I said:

	Everything will be alright

	Cause you're the apple of my eye

	I, I, I, yay, yay

	You're Eve's little sister?

	What the fuck?

	 

	I don't know should I laugh or grieve

	Now you're the apple of my Eve

	She didn't offer you to me

	And yet temptation you turned out to be!

	



	


Let Him In

	ESL - February 2007 - Woodhaven

	 

	When you read this letter I'll be gone,

	First plane to anywhere that heads into the sun

	I'm gonna miss your touch

	I know I'll miss it oh, so much

	I'm gonna miss the smell of your perfume

	How it always lingers long after you've left a room.

	I know I've promised to be here through thick or thin,

	But when I'm gone you will be free to go to him

	 

	Andre has been my friend since we were three years old

	Amongst the two of us, no secrets were untold.

	I couldn't stay here always to pretend

	That we'll be friends forever or lovers to the end.

	They say that love can twist even the wisest head,

	So I won't make accusations, I won't pretend that I am mad.

	And him that I would trust and even with my life,

	So why would I not trust him with my beloved wife

	 

	Let him in - I know that he loves you

	Let him in - Though I still love you too

	Let him in - They say we have to part

	Let him in - I couldn't break his heart

	Let him in - Why does it have to be

	Let him in - A choice of him or me

	 

	I will be at the bar at JFK International until fifteen past three,

	So, if you think I'm making a mistake, you know that's where I'll be.

	They say that one of us must gain a broken heart,

	It's true that it does happen each time two people part.

	But does it have to be

	 

	Let him in - I know that he loves you

	Let him in - You know I love him too

	Let him in - We do not have to part

	Let him in - Let us break no one's heart

	Let him in - It doesn't have to be

	Let him in - A choice of him or me

	 

	Phone ring

	(Him) Hello!

	(Her) JFK International has 12 bars!

	You forgot to mention which one you gonna be at.

	 

	Let him in - I know that he loves you

	Let him in - Though I still love you too

	Let him in - They say we have to part

	Let him in - I couldn't break his heart

	Let him in - Why does it have to be

	Let him in - A choice of him or me

	 

	



	


Today

	ESL – 2008 - Woodhaven

	 

	Today, we'll do something you will never regret

	We'll forge sweet memories that you'll never forget

	My hand will caress your hair for a while,

	Today is the day I will finally cause you to smile.

	 

	Today, I will chase your sadness away

	Yes I will make today, your happiest day

	Today, you'll hear words you can't find in a book

	 I will make you feel new with just one fiery look.

	 

	Today

	 

	Today, I will cook for you the tastiest dish

	I will rush to fulfill your tiniest wish

	It's true; I do not always show what you ask me to give,

	But today I declare, I will wear my heart on my sleeve

	 

	Today

	 

	It's been such a long time, since our last heart to heart

	We will talk about things, meant to keep us apart

	 

	Today, we'll do a neighborhood tour in the dark

	We will sit side by side on a bench - in the park.

	 

	Today, we'll do something you will never regret

	We'll forge sweet memories that you will never forget

	My hand will caress your hair for a while,

	Today is the day I will finally cause you to smile.

	 

	Today,

	 

	Today,

	 

	Today

	 

	 

	This one is a pretty accurate translation of a Hebrew song by Ehud Banai.

	



	


In the Cloud

	ESL - April 2015 - Delta flight # 1580 Ft. Lauderdale to Vegas

	 

	Once when I was very little

	I flew somewhere with my parents

	They sat me in the middle.

	 

	I kept craning my neck trying to see more outside

	So they switched me to the window for the rest of the flight

	Not long after, we flew into a cloud

	And I saw two angels so I said out loud

	Look ma, angels

	Look pa, beautiful angels

	 

	Everyone got upset afraid the plane was going to crash

	But my ma, the brave one

	Did not blink even one lash. 

	What do they look like? she asked.

	One is white and the other black and they have beautiful long wings.

	What are they wearing?  She asked. 

	Why they are angels,  I said

	They need wear nothing but their wings.

	 

	Seeing that we were not going to crash, 

	Everyone went back to their crossword puzzles.

	 

	I flew a thousand, thousand miles since then

	And used to catch a glimpse now and again

	An alabaster leg would taunt me in the cloud

	Or an ebony winged shoulder 

	but I'd say nothing anymore out loud

	I learned a while ago those visions are only for the children, the simple and the innocent.

	 

	Of late it seems my angels no longer follow my ascent. 

	It may be I have lost something as I got older and more complicated

	But I suspect the fault lies not in me but in the ever-growing information technology. 

	I fear the clouds are cluttered with video and mp3s and other data.

	  

	The angels have perhaps migrated to planets with more simple lives. 

	So nowadays I do not see them frolicking about no more

	And only the computers know what's in the cloud.

	 

	



	


Welcome to the Mirage

	ESL - April 2015 - Las Vegas

	 

	Alter 3 days in the desert

	On a horse named Alpha

	We hit a sand storm

	 

	(later)

	 

	As the sand was clearing

	I started getting glimpses of a

	Spectacular metropolitan area

	 

	By the time we got real close

	It was getting kind of dark'

	When the magical mystical city

	Ignited with but one spark

	 

	And then there were two

	And a hundred 

	Then a thousand

	And a million

	And the city was embraced by fire

	But as I was getting closer

	I did not feel their heat only desire

	 

	I could hear Pink Floyd sing

	Welcome, welcome my son

	Welcome to the machine

	But as it got clearer and clearer

	I realized it was some cover band 

	in a garage and singing 

	Welcome, welcome my son

	Welcome to the Mirage!

	 

	I saw a place of rest

	And as I got off of my horse

	A man ran from a nearby palace

	and grabbed the reins out of my hand

	Don't worry sir, when you are done and ready

	We'll bring him back to you

	Well-fed, pampered and rested

	As good as if brand new.

	 

	Another man opened the door for me

	and bid me a good evening

	So I walked in, sat at a table

	And asked: What's the meaning

	of all this?

	Give us some gold they said

	And we will give you wooden chips 

	To gamble with for riches and who knows?

	Perhaps some shapely hips.

	 

	I gambled.

	And they said

	My luck was very, very good.

	After a while, there grew in front of me

	A pile of golden-painted, rounded chips of wood.

	 

	Four beauties suddenly appeared right next to me.

	A red one, a yellow, a brown, and the last

	Black as the blackest night.

	They were stark naked and were saying:

	Cheerio daddy, we'll make you feel just right.

	 

	The red one handed me a snifter filled with a sparkling elixir

	The yellow and the midnight pressed their fine skin very, very near.

	The brown lit up a cigar and placed it in my mouth,

	I tweaked the black one's nipples and she squeaked just like a mouse.

	I did not think it possible but they were getting ever closer to me

	So, I just closed my eyes and reveled in my blissful reverie.

	 

	(later yet)

	 

	I couldn't feel them anymore,

	Opened my eyes to look around 

	The sad reality I found

	Was me, alone and hazy on the desert floor

	 

	... a voice near me was saying:

	 

	The girls, the horse, the money,

	The city, the lights, the honey

	Illusory they are.

	The truth they bring no nearer

	Though it's never really far

	To live, to gamble, cry or laugh 

	and love another day,

	Is no less an illusion than the death,

	you think, has called for you today.

	 

	



	


Spirit in the Sky

	ESL - April 2015 - Spirit # Las Vegas to San Diego

	 

	High above the clouds

	I'm riding a spirit in the sky.

	Her hides are sleek and shiny

	and her wings are sporting beautiful ailerons.

	 

	At first, she started shaking, shivering, and bucking like a bronco

	Doing her best to throw me

	But I am lodged too deep inside her tail

	Nothing can throw me and I've gone too far to fail.

	 

	I feel her bewilderment, her fear of the unknown, her youthfulness

	So I caress her gently whispering sweet nothings in her ear

	Do not have fear, my dear there's only you and me 

	And there's no there but always only here we’ll be.

	 

	She slowly calms, subsiding to a calibrated tremor

	It seems perhaps, she starts to like it

	And I feel her hum and purr

	I whisper, there, there, there, now that's my girl.

	 

	A timeless moment of ecstatic culmination

	Negating and ignoring the rest of all creation

	Ends with the squeal of brakes 

	And we are fully done

	 

	We have both come,

	together 

	down 

	to the tarmac of the airstrip that has been waiting down below

	 

	A multitude of faces appears out of the haze

	Grabbing for bags and carry luggage

	Jostling for places in the outgoing line

	But what the Hell do they know?

	



	


CATS & ROOSTERS

	[image: cars+roosters-2]

	Somehow, I’ve acquired a dirty reputation. Every time I walk up to the microphone, I’m expected to talk dirty and I hear people saying: ‘Sing a song with vaginas!’ And so, this section will surprise none of the people who know me. I don’t think ‘Cats and Roosters’ fools anybody, just thought that ‘Cunts and Cocks’ might be too vulgar and obvious. 

	



	


Body Language

	ESL - January 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	Your nakedness inspires 

	One thousand one desires

	Your nether lips are talking to me 

	Saying: fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!

	 

	You did not need to talk

	Your words are shriveling my cock

	Cause when your other lips say: fuck, fuck, fuck you!

	I really, really, really don't know what to do.

	 

	



	


21st Century Nursery Rhymes (dirty)

	ESL - March 2009 & July 2014 - Woodhaven

	 

	Gram ‘pa is so silly,

	He got a goat named Billy,

	He milks it every day,

	But all he gets is whey.

	*

	Give it to me, give it to me one more time

	Give it to me, give it right on down the line

	*

	Lori is so pretty

	Got a lotta class

	But when she's bending over

	You still grab her ass

	*

	Give it to me, give it to me one more time

	Give it to me, give it right on down the line

	*

	7 pretty girls sitting in your back seat

	6 of them are posing with their legs up high

	You open up the door and 7 is no more

	Throw out her broom and tell her: 

	You gotta learn to fly

	*

	Give it to me, give it to me one more time

	Give it to me, give it right on down the line

	*

	Let's go do the loop-d-loop

	Let us do the loop-d-li

	I'll still respect you in the morning

	Come ‘on baby please don't cry

	*

	Give it to me, give it to me one more time

	Give it to me, give it right on down the line

	*

	Her pants split down the middle and we all laughed so hard

	Well, some of us just laughed and some of us got hard

	*

	Give it to me, give it to me one more time

	Give it to me, give it right on down the line

	*

	Beautiful Lavinia has a spindle up her but

	She walks just like a lady but we know that she's not.

	 

	*

	Give it to me, give it to me one more time

	Give it to me, give it right on down the line

	*

	There's this silly song

	I try to sing along 

	But I can't pass the buck

	In the first line, I'm stuck

	Bang. Bang Lulu (repeat 4-5 times)

	Yeah!

	*

	Give it to me, give it to me one more time

	Give it to me, give it right on down the line

	*

	ma-humma-nah-humma-humma-nah-humma-nah

	 

	So, yeah I’m keeping the chorus - it belongs here.

	



	


72 Virgins

	ESL – July 2014 - Woodhaven

	 

	I heard about the 72 virgins true believers get in heaven

	and I thought wow,

	They won't compare me to their previous lovers like some others did

	And then I thought

	Let us assume that they are all nubile, sexy, and young, but not too young

	Let us then further postulate they are all female

	And let us further dispose of the logistics

	I mean the others get them too, will there be enough?

	Oh-oh

	Nah, God is just and wouldn't play that trick on us

	I will believe that every guy gets their own virgins

	Oh yeah 

	and they will be of various pleasing shapes, sizes, and colors

	And a few with tattoos, Brazilian bikini wax, full body wax

	Some with strategic piercings.

	They will all adore me and will not talk too much

	I think that about does it

	 

	And then I thought if I will still be me

	I could do one or two a day hopefully

	Another three or four with some prestidigitation

	But what about the rest of my own little nation?

	They all adore me and they yearn to whore me

	Celestial Viagra could be a good remedy

	 

	So that is that, but what about that virginity promise?

	Is it a one-time offer or a perpetually renewing one?

	and if so how 

	Will they still be virgins on my second poke?

	 

	Or is their hymen much too strong for my poor Jewish shlong?

	Perhaps it is elastic wouldn't that be fantastic?

	Or is it that in heaven you get so many riches

	Every day they recycle for you a new batch of bitches

	 

	Or perhaps they rotate

	Every 2-3 million years you night get 

	A virgin that you rode before

	or maybe she rode you

	would you even remember?

	and if you do 

	you could always try a different position

	 

	Yeah!

	But wait a minute,

	I hadn't quite thought this through

	Will I be walking around with a perpetual woody?

	And for convenience always in the nudie?

	Will I be just screwing all day, every day, every day

	every day, every day, every day, every day, every day, every day, oy vey

	When?

	Will, there be time for Koran, will I still read Torah

	Or is it gonna be all Adam and Havah (that's Eve real name)

	and Havah, and Havah, and Havah, and Havah, and Havah, etcetera.

	And not a moment left for na’gila?

	 

	I went to a wise Mullah with my concern

	Don't sweat all the details he told me in his turn

	I said you forget I'm a Jew

	Details - that's what we do

	Every time you don't see us dancing the hora

	We are sitting around nitpicking the Torah

	 

	At that point, I thought a second opinion might be in order

	 

	So I went to my mohel that is - Zalman Pick

	He's the wisest man I know and he once sucked my dick

	I told him about it - 'bout my wet dreams as well

	I said this fun Heaven could maybe be Hell?

	 

	and he said

	Same thing my boy

	I was perplexed so I asked 

	But then what is the meaning of life?

	He nodded sagely, patted me on the crotch

	and then he said:

	"Well my son, life is like a beanstalk, isn't it?"

	 

	 

	Stole the last line from Procol Harum’s In Held ‘Twas I - couldn’t help it, I love that introductory story.



	


Jessica Rabbit

	ESL – January 2009 - Woodhaven

	 

	A girl named Jessica Rabbit she's my honey

	She's not really a rabbit but a true live bunny

	Can't get enough of her shapely feet

	Her legs and her shoulders and the rest of it.

	 

	When Jessica Rabbit shakes her tail

	All the hardened felons break out of jail

	Let me tell you fellows, and it won't be funny

	This righteous, lovely Goddess belongs to Johnny. (that's me)

	 

	Jessica, Jessica, hear my song

	One more drink and I'll take you home

	Jessica, Jessica, how can it be

	Amongst all of the boys, you've chosen me

	 

	Jessica baby let me hold your feet

	Put your legs on my shoulders and the rest of it

	You must be tired dancing all night

	I'll carry you home as there's no cab in sight.

	 

	Don't worry honey, it's not such a hard task

	And the kiss of your lips is all that I ask

	When the party is over and it's after three

	I just want you lying right next to me.

	 

	Jessica, Jessica, hear my song

	One more drink and I'll take you home

	Jessica, Jessica, how can it be

	Amongst all of the boys, you've chosen me

	 

	



	


Lonesome Pecker

	ESL – August 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	I heard you say to your friend that:

	if all the chairs in the world disappeared you'd still not sit on my face

	so move aside

	I do not think of rejection as being the end

	so I'm talking to her, she's got what it takes and just might take me up to her place

	 

	(I know you're listening, just let me know when you have changed your mind)

	because:

	No matter how great an artist you are,

	there is only so much you can do with your hand.

	And I'm sure one of you can indeed understand

	So

	plug me in ‘cause like any appliance

	we cannot live without that juice.

	that is the truth, forsooth

	I would not think you loose

	nor yet a silly goose

	please do not go vamoose

	just listen to my truth

	the truth the truth the truth

	is

	I just wanna ride in your caboose

	and toot your horn a couple o' times.

	 

	



	


Pretty Woman

	ESL – January 2009 - Woodhaven

	 

	Pretty woman locks her gate tight

	She locks her gate tight, she locks her gate tight

	She just lets me in - at night

	Lets me in at night, lets me in at night

	 

	Baby let us dance no more, I'll soon be lying on the floor

	My poor old heart can wait no more

	Take me home and treat me right, I can't wait for the fall of night

	I'd love you 'til the day turns bright.

	 

	Pretty woman makes my heart race,

	She makes my heart race, she makes my heart race.

	Hot, hot woman with a - little girl's face,

	A little girl's face, a little girl's face.

	 

	Baby please don't make me blue, no one knows my love for you

	This I swear to you is true

	Just one gypsy violin knows the sorry shape I'm in

	But he'll just keep on fiddlin'

	 

	 

	This one is adapted from a Hungarian Folk Song.

	



	


Peek-a-Boo

	ESL – September 2010 - Woodhaven

	 

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Games that you once knew.

	 

	You will go and hide

	I will come and seek

	It might take quite a while

	But then I'd get a peek

	 

	I'd take you in my arms

	And tell you that you're mine

	You would squirm and squeal

	But then you'd pay the fine

	And I'd say -

	 

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Games that you once knew.

	 

	You'd be jumping rope,

	And I would try to grope

	But you would slip and slide

	I'd get no hair nor hide

	 

	And then to my surprise

	I didn't see it in your eyes

	You would suddenly stop

	And quickly tie me up

	And you'd say -

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Games that you once knew.

	 

	Did you know this one?

	It could be lots of fun

	I would say a word

	You'd say another one

	 

	- I

	 - buffoon

	- Love 

	- ding-dong

	- Your 

	- Huh!

	- Kisses 

	- do not hold breath

	Then we'd say:

	 

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Peek-a-boo, I wanna play with you

	Games that you once knew.

	 

	



	


My Cocque

	ESL – December, 2012 - Woodhaven

	 

	Et voila,

	My cocque!

	 

	So what do you say, Lorraine?

	Speechless, ay?

	But I can read it in your eyes:

	Amazement, disbelief, astonishment

	And is that shock?

	or is it fear?

	I bet you it is lust

	and quite a bit of curiosity about this thing right here.

	 

	So, what's that magnificence doing

	On a skinny little Jewish runt like me?

	Well, I ain't that skinny

	and not all Jewish anymore as you can clearly see.

	 

	Believe you me or not, I won it in a game of poker!

	‘Twas three other doctors and I, and that interning African joker.

	About the crack of dawn, I had most of their money

	When Amadoulele said something really funny:

	 

	"I looked through all my pockets for my secret little stash,

	and I've decided after taking stock,

	I got a very, very, very good hand, but I'm all out of cash,

	So I will wager you my cock. "

	 

	He whipped it out and we all gasped

	And I said “don't be such a fool

	I do not need an African cocque trophy

	Besides, why rid yourself of this world-class and truly classy tool?

	And he said: "I have been to fourteen countries

	On four continents I did my many stunts

	If added all together,

	My cocque has visited more than one thousand and one cunts,

	But I am tired of being the sensation of the lay,

	and of the many, many women that only want to play,

	I'd rather trade it all for a small Jewish penis,

	That might attract a little Jewish lady Venus,

	At night I would be satisfied with just a little Jewish shtoop

	And when I got a little sick, she'd feed me matzo ball soup.”

	 

	In jumped Dr. Goldstein our urology surgery genius,

	And said: "You know - we've come a long, long way

	Since John Wayne and Lorena Bobbitt’s day

	I can perform the switch, with not a single hitch,

	Just maybe a stitch - or two.”

	 

	-

	 

	Yeah, I guess we were all quite drunk, ‘cause here we are,

	The stitches and the bandages came off today,

	Amadou obviously did not have as good a hand as he was heard to say

	Perhaps he tricked me, and he planned this all along,

	No matter let's just see if my heart is that strong

	And can it pump enough blood into a thing this long,

	'Cause if it does this might harbor a truly brand new age,

	I might forsake the field of medicine to tread upon the stage.

	I'd be the incredible old Jewish guy whose dick can carry filled up buckets and crack walnuts

	When it is not doing charitable deeds or saving damsels in distress,

	but I digress.

	 

	Come here and bend over this chair,

	Or else lie back and throw your heels up in the air,

	I think I feel a little bit of tingle,

	Rip off them scrubs let's let our organs mingle,

	Bow down before my boy let's test this brand new toy

	 

	But such a large part of myself by rights needs to have its own name

	I cannot keep on calling it my boy - my toy

	 

	I got it now and I can see you're ready for the joy

	so let me introduce in you the blessed Doctor Leroy!

	 

	



	


Daughter of the Sun (Son of The Cruel Sea)

	ESL – 2006 - Woodhaven

	 

	Lift away, don't come near me

	Doom, gloom, and evil thought

	I am alive, and celebrating,

	Let’s raise a glass, and toast my love

	 

	Here's to you, my pretty one,

	Little sister, daughter of the sun

	For tomorrow, on my way, I'll be,

	Moved by fate, and the cruel sea.

	 

	I ride the waves, I am at sea,

	just miles of rope, the boat is life for me

	Still, you're with me my love, you are my dream

	No matter how I'm drunk, and how unclean

	 

	Let's have more wine, let's raise that glass

	Cause tomorrow, the fish may feed on us

	Damn it to Hell, I have no place

	Got a painted woman, in my embrace

	 

	This one went through a few incarnations. It was originally lyrics for a Russian folk song (I did not understand all of it.) I then heard in a Hebrew translation and I liked it, so I wrote my own English version.

	 

	



	


Ride a White Swan

	(Hats off to Persian Kitty)

	ESL – 2006 - Woodhaven

	 

	Stop! Running up and down those stairs,

	And stand in front of one who cares.

	You’re altogether much too wild,

	Oh, where now is that laid-back child?

	Just tell me:

	Why can’t you stay a longer while?

	Please don’t go, don’t say goodbye.

	 

	Now you’ve got wings and you yearn to fly

	Way beyond the sky girl, and where am I?

	There’s just one thing, I believe, left for me to do:

	Girl when you will fly, I will fly with you.

	 

	Just open up those wings my love

	And I’ll watch over you all night.

	Flap them valiantly against the sky,

	Don’t fear, there’s nothing you should hide.

	Just tell me:

	When? This mirage you have become,

	Someday again we’ll be as one.

	 

	So you’ve got wings, now you often fly

	Way beyond the sky, it does please my eye.

	And there is just one thing left for me to do: 

	Every time you fly I’ll be watching you. 

	 

	I love those wings, wanna see you fly

	Way beyond the sky, would it be that I,

	Had just one thing I knew left for me to do:

	Anything it be, let it just be you.

	From an unfinished project ‘Internet Heroes’ that is adding lyrics to some classical tunes. - this one to a tune by P. I. Tchaikovsky from ‘Swan Lake’. 

	 

	



	


1000 & 1 Tails

	ESL – March 2012 - Woodhaven

	 

	Scheherazade took 1000 & 1 nights to tell her 1000 & 1 tales but this is the 21st century, people do not have that kind of attention span anymore, so I will wrap mine up in less than 1 minute.

	---

	 

	Nina came from Sweden and she fell for Bill

	Bill is a bus driver with a crush on Lil

	Lil however, doesn't - have any use for men

	Not many people know that she's a closet lesbian

	 

	Nicky always wanted - a ménage-a-trois

	So she and Lou & Simeon - flew off to India

	Yolanda is a happy sports fan who's just fulfilled her dream

	The other day she did the last of an entire football team

	(53 players, 29 coaches, and 1 ex-water boy)

	 

	... and I, a dream have I, of Polynesian isles

	900 & 9 naked girls and not another man

	I know because I counted them, not once not even twice but more,

	And I am counting still cause that is how I am!

	 

	 

	Just in case some of you counted and may have come up short:

	1st verse - 3

	2nd verse - 3 (ménage) + 1 (Yolanda) + 53 (players) + 29 (coaches) + 1 (ex-water boy) = 86

	3rd verse - 1 (me) + 909 (tails)

	That makes 999

	add Scheherazade & and you - there you go:

	1000 & 1 tales!

	



	


Sugarman Blues

	ESL - March 2007- NYC

	 

	Gonna buy you a drink or two baby, 

	Buy you a drink or two,

	If I buy you a drink or two baby, 

	Can I please come home with you

	 

	Gonna buy you a pretty dress honey, 

	Buy you a brand new dress,

	Gonna buy you a pretty dress honey, 

	Let me hear you just say yes.

	 

	Gonna buy you a diamond ring sweetie, 

	Buy you a diamond ring,

	If I buy you a diamond ring sweetie, 

	Will you let me hear you sing

	 

	Gonna buy you a pair o'shoes, lady, 

	A brand new pair o'shoes,

	Gonna buy you a pair o'shoes, lady, 

	And you won't gimme no blues.

	 

	Gonna be your Sugarman mamma, 

	I be your top banana!

	Gonna be your Sugarman mamma, 

	I be your top banana!

	 

	Gonna check out Victoria's Secret baby, 

	Buy you some finery,

	If I get Victoria's Secret baby, 

	Would you wear it just for me

	 

	And if you wear Victoria's Secret honey, 

	All that kinky lingerie,

	Don't you worry 'bout nothin' honey, 

	‘Cause that secret stays with me.

	 

	Yes! You can wear Victoria's Secret baby, 

	And sometimes nothin' at all,

	Don't you worry 'bout nothin' cutie, 

	I'm as cryptic as Charles DeGaulle.

	 

	Let me tell you this could be love honey, 

	We hit off and everything,

	I can feel the love comin' over us honey, 

	And one day you'll wear my ring.

	 

	If you wanna let some monkey lady, 

	Climb all the way up your tree,

	Do not look any further lady, 

	‘Cause that monkey's gonna be me!

	 

	Gonna be your sugar man mamma, 

	I be your top banana!

	Gonna be your sugar man mamma, 

	I be your top banana!

	 

	And if you're gonna let someone shake it, baby,

	 Like they sayin' in a song,

	Let me do the shaking baby, 

	I could shake it all night long!

	 

	When the time has come and them peaches ripe honey, 

	Ripe as they may be,

	I been following their progress honey, 

	Can I take samples home with me

	 

	They say, ain't nothin' goin' with you, 

	Take nothin' when you die,

	But if they asked me for my choice, 

	I'd take a slice of your apple pie!

	 

	 

	 

	



	


I've Got Your Energy, Right Here

	ESL – May 2011 - Woodhaven

	 

	I wake up full of energy

	A boy who might just fly that's me!

	I wanna take a deep, deep breath of wanton midnight air

	I wanna slide my hand down into some female's underwear

	 

	I've got your energy, got it all right here

	For today, for tomorrow, for the rest of the year

	You might possibly say: who do you think I am?

	To which I would respond: do you not know? 

	Well show you then I can!

	 

	



	


Old Folks Funky

	ESL - May 2009 - Woodhaven

	 

	Ow! Check it out, check it out! - I say!

	Ow! Check it out, check it out! - Yay!

	 

	Here come Miss Violette, hear them feets on the stair,

	Wish I could see them, can't get out of my chair,

	She sure is pretty, gets me out of control,

	Every time she gets here, steer my chair in the wall.

	 

	Here she come! Here she come!

	Yeah, oh yeah!

	Here she come! Here she come!

	Prettiest sight in all of Alabam'

	 

	Just the other day I said to my friend John

	Me and Miss Violette we gonna get it on.

	He laughed and said Ernie you don't know where it's at

	I say you're just jealous Johnny boy, and that is that

	 

	Here she come! Here she come!

	Yeah, oh yeah!

	Here she come! Here she come!

	The bestest nurse and a real grand dam'

	 

	Let me just say this Johnny you old fart,

	Miss Violette baby she's got a big heart

	There's all kinds’a stuff I could really tell

	But if I ain't a gen'lman, may I rot in Hell!

	 

	Old folks funky - But we ain't dead yet

	Old folks funky - We'll play the next set

	Old folks funky - But we ain't dead yet

	Old folks funky - We'll play the cast-a-net

	 

	Here come Miss Violette, hear them feets on the stair,

	Wish I could see them, can't get out of my chair,

	She sure is pretty, gets me out of control,

	Every time she gets here, steer my chair in the wall.

	 

	Here she come! Here she come!

	Yeah, oh yeah!

	Here she come! Here she come!

	Prettiest sight in all of Alabam'

	 

	I wrote this to a tune written by Dany Blues. Tried to come up with words that will fit his title.

	 

	



	


Politics, Religion, Wine, Women, and Song

	ESL - April 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	It's getting late - still, I have lots to say

	I won't wait 'til tomorrow - say it all today

	There's a couple of things heavy on my heart

	There's religion and politics that rip us all apart

	The government's making shady deals with Iran

	And there's always some trouble with a country named Stan

	 

	I know ... but it's

	Afghanistan

	Pakistan

	Turkmenistan

	Kazakhstan 

	 

	Uzbekistan

	Kyrgyzstan

	Tajikistan

	Hindustan

	 

	And if that's not enough 

	There's Marshall Mathers’ Stan

	 

	The Greeks and Romans do seem to agree

	That God is tri-partite which means there's one in three

	or vice-versa

	But when it came to real estate they disagreed

	Both wanted to save Europe out of piety, not greed 

	God forbid 

	 

	And so the race been going on 1000 years

	Who can surround their altar with more gold

	Inducing in their followers more fears

	 

	And then Protestantism came to fashion

	Collecting cash for telegrams to God

	And building stadium worship houses to contain their passion

	 

	And how about the Sunni and the Shi'a

	Allah ‘Hu Akbar and Muhammad is his only prophet

	But he left Abu-Bakr and Ali to toss it up and see who got it

	 

	So, why can't you just go and keep that to yourself 

	Worship whatever pleases you, don't try to push it

	Rejoice in your creation and give that right to everybody else

	 

	And as for me, I do not care much if I'm wrong 

	But for as long as my liver holds up

	I will religiously worship wine, women, and song

	 

	



	


Sinderella & the Shoe Store Clerk

	ESL – April 2008 - Woodhaven

	 

	If, at some point during the ball,

	One of your shoes will chance to fall,

	Like Spiderman, I'll be right there,

	With a surprisingly nice chair.

	 

	Sinderella, Sinderella

	Baby, please let me see your foot,

	Sinderella, Sinderella

	My skill with shoes is absolute!

	 

	Sinderella, Sinderella

	Baby, please let me see your foot,

	Sinderella, Sinderella

	My skill with shoes is absolute!

	 

	'Cause, if you'll let me touch your foot,

	Later, you'll let me touch your hair.

	And, if you'll let me touch your hair,

	I'll soon be touching over there

	 

	Sinderella, Sinderella

	Baby, please let me see your ...,

	Sinderella, Sinderella

	My skill with ... is absolute!

	 

	



	


The T Song (the masons get it)

	ESL - February 2008 - Woodhaven

	 

	I'm gonna be an architect,

	I'm gonna own a T-square,

	Gonna make lots of money,

	Invest it all in T-bills

	 

	I'm gonna drive a T-bird,

	I'm gonna make a movie,

	With a soundtrack by T-Rex

	And lots a TTs in it.

	 

	I'm gonna go to a diner,

	Have a big juicy T-bone,

	And my movie's gonna be,

	All over cable TV.

	 

	Gonna make another movie,

	Music by T-Bone Walker,

	Edits by T-Bone Burnett,

	And lots a TTs in it.

	 

	I'm gonna go to a diner,

	And have another T-bone,

	The world is gonna see,

	I know how to TCB

	 

	I'm gonna throw a party,

	With lots o’pretties in it,

	They gonna wear tutus,

	They gonna wave ta-ta's,

	They gonna shake TT's 

	Like they all really mean it!

	 

	Everybody sing:

	Tali-a-di-da-di-da-do-da-day 

	Tali-a-di-da-do-day 

	Tali-a-di-da-di-da-do-da-day 

	Tali-a-di-da-do-day 

	Tali-a-di-da-di-da-do-da-day 

	It's too-doo-loo to you, too-doo-loo to you,

	Too-rah-loo-rah-loo, too-rah-loo-rah-loo

	Too-doo-loo today.

	 

	 

	



	


Whiskey Swing (for Big Hannah)

	ESL - November 2007 - NYC

	 

	I'm gonna have a whiskey, maybe some rye

	I will forget all about you, oh by and by.

	I'm gonna have more whiskey and start to sing,

	I'm gonna drink that whiskey, watch me swing.

	 

	I'm gonna hook up with a pretty thing named Big Hanna,

	We gonna have a fancy dinner at a place called Benihana

	I'm gonna end up squashed 'gainst her titanic-tits

	And if I live to see the morning we will have some grits.

	 

	I'm gonna have a whiskey, maybe some rye

	I will forget all about you, oh by and by.

	I'm gonna have more whiskey and start to sing,

	I'm gonna drink that whiskey, watch me swing.

	 

	I'm gonna have some more whiskey, with my pie,

	Gonna tell Hanna I love you look her straight in the eye,

	Gonna squeeze her big buttocks dust the truth off the shelf

	And after all that whiskey, why, I do believe it myself.

	 

	I'm gonna go straight home with my pretty Big Hanna,

	Gonna deck my head with a folded bandana

	I'm gonna throw her on the bed, I'm gonna look her in the eye

	I'm gonna jump on top of her and yell watch out baby: 

	Banzai!

	 

	Another set of lyrics for a Dany Blues tune (though Big Hannah is my addition.)

	 

	



	


Vertical Smile

	ESL - July 2013 - Woodhaven

	 

	I may be an old man

	But I swear I'm a good man

	I know you got younger fish to fry

	I may be an old man

	But I'm not a dead man

	Can I have a little segment of your time?

	 

	I've met many other young girls like you

	And I know exactly what to do 

	To overcome the obstacles in your life

	 

	Boys know what you want but they break your heart

	Finding someone good is getting really hard

	But I know we can lick 'em if we try

	 

	I speak truth and I do not tease

	And I can put your heart at ease

	Look at me and you can see I've got the expertise

	 

	It's all right if you say nay

	You may not quite see it my way

	One small favor and I promise I will leave

	 

	Just a peck on the cheek and a vertical smile,

	And you won't see me for a while

	I will be busy taking care of

	Some other business

	 

	They know what you want

	But I know what you need

	



	


KEEP SINGING

	 

	[image: chalk_keep_singing]

	 

	This section showcases some more of my lyrics. Some of them are quite pedestrian, but still, I like them enough to include them here. Sure hope that others will share my sentiments.

	



	


Three Keys*

	ESL – 2005 - Woodhaven

	 

	On the first hour, of the first day,

	Of an otherwise ordinary month of May,

	I have fashioned a key to the kingdom,

	That will blow your mind away.

	I opened the door into a corridor of white

	That led me to a room where axioms of light

	Frolicked with cryptograms and algorithms 

	To everybody's intellectual delight.

	 

	The next door needed a key,

	That was more difficult to produce

	I had to give up my desires, my emotions, and the essence of my youth

	But the door eventually yielded to my relentless quest

	It let me pass the threshold into a kingdom I could feel was the best

	 

	Oh, I am the keeper of treasures beyond ken,

	I can fulfill your desires 

	I can deliver your every yen

	'Cause I have the keys.

	 

	As time flew by, I knew that I needed one more key

	A feeling of unfulfillingness came over me.

	I gave up my worldly possessions, my loved ones

	And I gave up my life

	I just had to pass through this door and follow my beloved wife

	THE LIGHT, THE LIGHT, OOOOH THE LIGHT

	....So, when anyone mentions the Akashic mysteries

	I just smile conspiratorially and I jingle my three keys.

	 

	*The keys to the Akashic depository of mystic lore.

	



	


I Never Listen

	ESL - May 2011 - Woodhaven,

	 

	I never listen to whatever I'm told

	I will never die - I will never grow old

	My momma used to say - we're all gonna die

	But I'm not gonna go and I don't care why.

	 

	Guru said I'm a sinner and I'm going to Hell

	He thinks he'll go to heaven just by ringing a bell

	Preacher says I'm rotten and I'm going to burn

	I don't give a shit and I don't wanna learn

	 

	Rabbi says the price I'll pay is gonna be high

	But I just blow a fart and I say bye-bye

	Imams say non-belief is striking me down

	I say just fuck-off and I go to town

	 

	Or something like that ... I don't know

	‘Cause ... I never listen

	 

	I never listen to whatever I'm told

	I'm dreaming of a hooker with a heart of gold

	My daddy said don't kiss them let me tell you why

	I kissed one anyway and she tasted like pie

	 

	The Bible & the prophets say I'm in for it

	I'll just say it again - I don't give a shit

	Some say their God told them I live in sin

	But I didn't kill Uriah nor the Philistines

	 

	If I'm lusting for Bat-Sheva - I'll put a lid on it

	1,000,000 other women are at least as fit

	 

	Wanna know the kind of trouble you are truly in

	Go ask any expert on practical sin

	You know:

	Your guru, preacher, rabbi, minister,

	pundit, priest, or cleric of your choice

	 

	



	


6 Days in the Central Park

	ESL – July 2014 - Central Park NYC

	 

	Pt. I

	SUNDAY

	Water is a blessing, of which all life is made, 

	You'll find plenty of it in the 20-acre lake

	Weather permitting - from April to November

	A hundred boats are waiting for a water-loving renter

	 

	In the center of the reservoir a geyser you may spy

	A breeze is ruffling the water underneath blue sky

	You may jog around it or perhaps you'd rather walk

	Just be wary of the others who are walking by the clock

	 

	Conservatory water - where you'd float your model boat

	You could always bring the children they won't even need a coat

	They can run around as happy as children seem to do

	And they may even climb Hans Christian Andersen too

	 

	It was Sunday in the park

	And now it's getting dark

	It surely was a bunch of fun

	And now it's home to dine

	Perhaps a glass of wine

	Here is where we close day one

	 

	MONDAY

	The grass is green and dewy and it sparkles in the shade

	How many people know mostly of grass our food is made

	It's rice, it's maize, it's barley, it is wheat and sugarcane

	We smoke it, drink it, eat it when it's whiskey or chow-mein

	 

	Flowers are so beautiful, their colors low and high

	They're transient but radiant and always catch your eye

	So many of us, flowers - to our sweethearts gave

	But did we stop to think that's what they have, that's what we crave

	 

	Trees are tall - tall trees are might

	They dress up in green with flowers oh so bright

	And no one stops to tell them that it isn't right

	So noted - the rainbow - is a very pretty sight

	 

	It was Monday in the park

	And now it's getting dark

	I think next time I’ll take you too.

	At home, I'll have a Cognac

	Or snifter full of Armagnac

	That is how we close day two

	 

	TUESDAY

	I'm lying on the grass - and gazing at the sky

	Beneath the wispy clouds - I hum a lullaby

	The sun is going down - I'm singing it to rest

	A feeling of contentment is blooming in my chest

	 

	Aysu, Indu, Lucine, Selena – we just call her the moon

	To brighten our dark night - she will rise up real soon

	In love with her, we've been for most of our lives

	For her our loins are howling, more than for other wives

	 

	Shedar - Bellatrix - Einath - Adhara 

	Hadar - Andromeda - Virginis - Athena, 

	And Vega and Venus will soon look down on us

	I'm floating high amongst them yet my ass's still on the grass

	 

	It was Tuesday in the park

	And now it's getting dark

	Here's what you shall do with me

	Put on your flowered blouse

	And meet me at the house

	Have a beer and we shall close day three

	 

	Pt. II

	WEDNESDAY (a.k.a. hump day)

	Do you ever get a boner when your girl says look: birds and bees?

	Even though you're in the park, do you see her on her knees?

	Eagerly unbuttoning - your ever bulging fly

	Raring to release the monster with one eye.

	 

	It's something that all animals are keen to know and do

	It is something much, much bigger than me and you and you

	I think we're getting closer to the main hullabaloo

	So let us ask for some directions to the heavy petting zoo

	 

	It was Wednesday in the park

	And now it's getting dark

	Here's what I think we shall do

	We shall do it on my floor

	Have a drink and do some more

	A remarkably great close to day four

	 

	THURSDAY

	I'm making my way slowly around the reservoir

	Admiring the people both red and blonde and noir

	Some boys are running past - athletic and aloof

	One has a dog and running by he lets out a high-pitched woof

	 

	Here come three girls their tits a-shaking to and fro

	In my head springs, a baker a-kneading them like dough 

	I surely did not notice whether they had any hair

	But the echo of their buttocks still trembles in the air

	 

	It was Thursday in the park

	And now it's getting dark

	Let's make some Jaeger come alive

	We shall pour it over you

	So I can lick it good and true

	A debauched, brilliant close to day five

	(and you may do the same Isis)

	 

	FRIDAY

	If we bring up the sun and moon to brighten day and night

	And a rock is in our head why do we feel so light?

	In our own breast we're churning and turning lead to gold

	We are forever young - and never to grow old

	 

	We are the master, who makes the grass so green,

	We are one and we are many, we're bright and yet unseen

	My Goddess and I - do the great work night by night

	So it has been, so it shall be, from days of yore on to eternity

	 

	It was Friday in the park

	And now it's getting dark

	I think it's time for some sweet kicks

	We shall do it on the table

	We'll enlist my neighbor Mabel

	A remarkably great close to day six

	 

	



	


You Will Be Mine Tonight

	 ESL – October 2012 - Woodhaven

	 

	If you smuggle me through customs I'll be yours tonight

	Though it's a long and lonesome journey from the other side

	I will strum upon your heartstrings - you will again be mine

	You will be thirteen again - without any fear of time

	 

	Hold me in your arms dear and be mine tonight

	Cause soon enough - I'm going back - to the eternal fight

	I'm back and I swear this time - I will make everything all right

	No matter what you think you want you're gonna be mine tonight

	 

	Honey, you know how some people said that I was only good for blue-haired ladies anymore?

	Well, they were right

	And you know how some people said that you were too young for me?

	Well they were right too

	But you know, now that you're a little old blue-haired lady yourself,

	You gotta know that I still love you,

	Cause, thirteen-year-olds, and blue-haired ladies they just two sides of the same coin.

	 

	Some people said I was the King of rock'n'roll!

	And they were right cause I still am

	And some people said that I was nothin' but a gospel singing country boy

	And they were right cause I am him too

	And gospel country, rock'n'roll ain't nothin' but two sides of the same coin

	 

	And some people said that I was bound for Heaven cause I had an angel's voice

	And they were right

	But some people said that I was bound for Hell ‘Cause I had demon's lusts in me

	And they were right too

	‘Cause honey, Hell and Heaven ain't but two sides of the same coin

	 

	And you know some people said that they saw I was dead

	And they were right -  I died

	And some people said that they saw me walking the Earth alive as always

	And they were right too

	‘Cause life and death are just two sides of the same coin!

	 

	And the time you got mad because of the missionary?

	Well front-door, back-door they lead into the same house

	And yes, they too are two sides of the same coin

	 

	Now I know what you're thinking: just how many sides can one coin have?

	Well, this ain't no ordinary coin, and it has many, many sides and they cut through space and time.

	I wish I had more time so that I could explain this to you, but my task here ain't done yet, 

	And I can feel the seconds, slipping into minutes, the minutes just slipping into hours and the whole thing just slipping, slipping, slipping

	 

	Heck, you're older than me! but...

	Baby, I don't care

	 

	Yes, this is a somewhat mystical response to Are You Lonesome Tonight

	 

	



	


Around the World

	(An Andreessen Mosaic)

	ESL - 2006 - Woodhaven

	 

	No need to pack,

	Just sit right back,

	You can stay home forever.

	You’re face to face,

	With any place,

	Or if you like, whomever.

	The king, the queen,

	On Halloween,

	Disguised as mariachi.

	A co-ed’s dorm,

	The queen of porn,

	The ghost of Liberace.

	 

	Surf around the world with me,

	And never leave your table.

	Be just where you want to be,

	Of that you now are able.

	No need to saddle up your horse,

	Just leave her in the stable.

	Surf around the world with me,

	Let’s say hello to Mable.

	 

	Experience,

	A great romance,

	A love that lasts forever.

	The torture rack,

	Whips on your back,

	And not a mark, no never.

	The Taj Mahal,

	Drugs in Nepal,

	Exalted Maharishi.

	Shop till you drop,

	From cheese to pop,

	Or buy a Mitsubishi.

	 

	.

	From an unfinished project ‘Internet Heroes’ that is adding lyrics to some classical tunes - this one is replacing the lyrics to ‘O Fortuna’ by Carl Orff.

	



	


The Music Man

	ESL - January 2007

	 

	If I only had one breath left,

	I'd sing you another song with it

	God has a purpose for everyone she put on this Earth

	And me, I'm a music man

	 

	I go to sleep to music

	I wake up to music

	I drive my car to music

	And I make love to music

	Music is my mother,

	Music is my father,

	Music is my lover,

	I never had another

	 

	In my life, I've had lots of women,

	I loved them all as best I could,

	I tried hard to be a good husband, lover, father

	But, I'm a music man.

	 

	I thought about making money,

	I thought about making a difference,

	I thought about moving to the south of France,

	But, I'm a music man

	 

	I don't care about bad and good

	I don't care about right and wrong,

	I just want to sing another song

	Cause I'm a music man.

	 

	



	


But, I'm a White Rat

	ESL – January 2009 - Woodhaven

	 

	Hey kids, let's play riddles!

	 

	I beat you up in school but they all think I'm cool

	You get no respect I make you look a fool

	What am I?

	You're a rat, you're a rat, you're a rat!

	Oh yeah, but I'm a white rat.

	 

	I'm your link to God and I take your money

	And every other day, I play with your fanny

	What am I?

	You're a rat, you're a rat, you're a rat!

	Oh yeah, but I'm a white rat.

	 

	We know rats are dirty and they carry disease,

	They hide in dark places and they've scared Louise

	But a white rat is cute and it makes a good pet.

	So what is the problem - got it figured yet?

	 

	Got your pension money and I got your rent

	The Fed gave me billions and it's all been spent

	What am I?

	You're a rat, you're a rat, you're a rat!

	Oh yeah, but I'm a white rat.

	 

	I stole the election and I bombed Iraq

	I ripped up the constitution and that is that 

	What am I?

	You're a rat, you're a rat, you're a rat!

	Oh yeah, but I'm a grrrreat white rat.

	 

	Song for the Working Girl

	ESL - April 2007 - Amsterdam 

	 

	I met a fair maiden in Amsterdam town,

	She said please try my door, I will not let you down.

	I was shy, I was hedging, she was fetching, half nude,

	I was certainly bothered didn't want to seem crude.

	 

	So I entered and entered, and then entered again,

	Even now, I'm quite happy I gave in to this yen. Many thanks, many thanks, to this working girl,

	There's no doubt in my mind that she sure rocked my world.

	 

	Here's a song for the working girl

	It don't get better than this,

	Here's my song to the working girl

	Thanks for the bliss

	 

	She said 'twas my cousin Yohan took my maidenhead

	When I found I was pregnant I thought I'd be dead

	So I took my young self, journeyed to Amsterdam,

	It was hard for a while, I just didn't give a damn.

	 

	But out of that, I ended up with this occupation,

	You might even say this could be my vocation.

	Every day as it gets just a tad before night,

	I go downstairs, and I switch on my neon red light.

	 

	I have a daycare and a sitter for my little Marie,

	There's a church 'cross the street for my girlfriends and me.

	I got insurance and savings and a right to exist,

	What do you think makes me different from your therapist

	 

	Here's a song for the working girl

	It don't get better than this,

	Here's my song to the working girl

	Thanks for the bliss

	 

	She was young, she was pretty, and she gave me no lip,

	Before I left her I gave her a generous tip

	There's not many like her, left in this whole wide world

	She's an artist, an expert, God bless this working girl.

	 

	Every now and again, back in Amsterdam town

	I wanna go to say hello, she's not always around.

	But the luck is still with me in this prudest of worlds

	I found out there's more artists, God bless all working girls

	 

	



	


Bubamara

	ESL – April 2013 - Woodhaven

	 

	I was born under the clouds

	A beat-up tent is what I think of as a house

	Always, always on the road, but

	Bubamara's gonna be my great downfall

	 

	Hey gypsy brothers young and old

	As long as I shall live our stories will be told

	It's music that I aim to make, 

	With Bubamara while we're swimming in that lake

	 

	Throw off your clothes and jump right in

	Pretend that we are fishies let's go for a swim

	I'll live for you and die for you

	Just tell me what exactly you want me to do

	 

	Chiggi Riggi, Bubamaro

	Stay with me, sing with me

	It's not living without music

	Come and join me Bubamaro

	In my dreams, you always do

	Let us make some funky music

	 

	Run and hide, run and hide

	Run and hide, run and hide

	I will find you there

	 

	I will fly amongst the clouds

	And there with Bubamara, I will build my house

	A house of dreams a house of love 

	And Bubamara will just fit me like a glove

	 

	Hey gypsy brothers young and old

	As long as I shall live our stories will be told

	It's music that I aim to make, 

	With Bubamara while we're swimming in that lake

	 

	Chiggi Riggi, Bubamaro

	Stay with me, sing with me

	It's not living without music

	Come and join me Bubamara

	In my dreams, you always do

	Let us make some funky music

	 

	Run and hide, run and hide

	Run and hide, run and hide

	I will find you there

	 

	I will fly amongst the clouds

	And there with Bubamara, I will build my house

	A house of dreams a house of love 

	And Bubamara will just fit me like a glove

	 

	Chiggi Riggi, Bubamaro

	Stay with me, sing with me

	It's not living without music

	Come and join me Bubamaro

	In my dreams, you always do

	Let us make some funky music

	 

	 

	I heard this one in a movie by Emir Kusturica. It is a traditional Gypsy song. I do not understand the language so I wrote my own lyrics.

	



	


Word Association

	ESL - Woodhaven - April 2015

	 

	Sex

	Economy

	Ex

	Taxonomy

	F/X

	Cinematography

	 

	Religion

	Deuteronomy

	Operation

	Strapadicktome

	Ecology

	Colorafingercomingoutofsomeone'sposetobe

	 

	That-is-too-many-words

	DoIlosemyrewards?

	Concentrate

	Defecate

	Don'tbeglib

	Whatareyouwomen'slib?

	 

	Peach

	Ass

	Moon

	Ass

	Bush

	Ass

	Vagina

	Bush

	Angina

	Blowjob

	Regina

	Landlady

	Regina's-vagina

	Tasty

	 

	You're-insane

	Thank you

	I-don't-know-what-to-do-with-you

	ButIknowwhatI'ddowithyou

	A-real-true-session-this-is-not

	Itmightbeifyou'dcaretoshowyourbutt

	Yo-momma

	JustkeepherawayfromObama

	 

	Back-to-the-grind

	Sowhat'dyouhaveinmind?

	 

	Religion

	WTF?

	Politics

	WTF?

	Economy

	WTF?

	Sex

	Fuck

	Sex

	Pornography

	Sex

	Geography

	Sex

	Howaboutyouandme

	Sex

	Yeahbabylet'sdoit

	 

	We're-done

	Yoursister'sanun

	I-mean-up-and-away

	Idon'tcareshelooksgooddoheranyway

	Stop

	Icouldeasilydothatifyou'donlyputup.

	 

	



	


Caruso (Spring Song)

	ESL – 2006 - Woodhaven

	 

	One day you wake, you look around, the world is like a flower,

	You take a deep breath, lift your face up to the gentle wind.

	You touch my hand, you smile, I feel that in this hour,

	Creation’s dormant spirit is awakening.

	 

	The new day’s just begun,

	The leaves unfold, the seventh day of spring.

	Long winter days are done,

	You are a blossom and I am a king.

	 

	Like many men before me I have come to America,

	Epitome of every human flowering.

	My dreams my hopes summed up in just one word America

	In you forever all men find their wings.

	 

	My new life’s just begun,

	On seventh hour of the seventh day of spring.

	Long winter days are done,

	A new world, a new love of thee I sing.

	 

	My kingdom’s infinite and it’s been thus forever,

	I know not when it ends, not where it does begin.

	Immortal as I am I hoist the flag of never,

	The master that makes all that’s verdant green.

	 

	I pause one million years to contemplate your nature,

	In retrospect, it feels just like an hour’s fling.

	Your essence still eludes me, you hermetic creature,

	Yet innocently you just keep on flowering.

	 

	A new age’s just begun,

	It’s seventh hour of the seventh day of spring.

	Long winter days are done,

	You are a blossom and I … I am but a king.

	 

	 

	The original in Italian by Lucio Dalla has different lyrics. I translated only a part of them and decided to steer it in a more mystical direction. 

	



	


Spirit Dancer

	ESL – 2005 – Woodhaven

	 

	Lend an ear and let me tell you, this is not the way;

	When the words, they pass right through you, that will be your day

	 

	Dance, dance, dance - Dance and dance on through the night

	Let your spirit guide you - Set all else aside

	Soar, soar, soar - Soar up straight into the light

	All the secrets that you learn - In your mind abide.

	 

	Faster my brothers

	 

	Spin around and let your spirit, fall into the sky,

	Look around you can see all, with no I and eye.

	 

	Dance, dance, dance - Dance and dance on through the night

	Let your spirit guide you - Set all else aside

	Soar, soar, soar - Soar up straight into the light

	All the secrets that you learn - In your mind abide.

	 

	Out the window who then flew - Wasn't you nor me,

	But it passed the speed of light - Left the Galaxy.

	 

	Dance, dance, dance - Dance and dance on through the night

	Let your spirit guide you - Set all else aside

	Soar, soar, soar - Soar up straight into the light

	All the secrets that you learn - In your mind abide.

	 

	Hear the band make all that noise boys -

	See the girls shake all their toys boys -

	Temptation follows you around 

	and money puts you in the ground

	But when the world won't let you go

	Just do that one thing you all know -

	Spin boys -

	Ignore the sights block out the sound and spin -

	Allow your mind to go unbound and spin

	You just gotta spin boys -

	and spin, spin, spin, spin, spin, spin, spin ...

	 

	 

	Another one influenced by traditional Gypsy music. The lyrics are an imaging of the whirling dervishes.

	 

	



	


Time

	ESL – 2005 - Woodhaven

	 

	Time is my friend,

	Time with no end,

	I'm gonna grow up - real quick,

	I'm gonna grow up - be real big,

	I'm gonna grow up strong

	I'll be a grown-up - before too long

	 

	Time is no friend,

	It brings me closer to the end,

	My spark is fading - real quick

	Just yesterday - I was so big

	My spirit may still be strong

	But I'll be a memory - before too long

	 

	The time is not passing,

	The time does not stay,

	The time won't come tomorrow,

	And the time's not here today

	There is only one logical conclusion

	Time is an illusion

	 

	Time is my friend,

	Time with no end,

	I'll make a fortune at the stock exchange

	I'll do some things that my life will change

	I'm gonna come on strong

	I'll be a rich man - before too long

	 

	Time is no friend,

	It brings me closer to the end,

	My stock is fading - real quick

	Not long ago my stash was big

	Ain't gonna struggle for too long

	I will just sit here and write this song

	 

	The time is not passing,

	The time does not stay,

	The time won't come tomorrow,

	And the time's not here today

	There is only one logical conclusion

	Time is an illusion

	 

	



	


A Dream Remembered with My Teats

	ESL - December, 1992 - Woodhaven

	 

	Other caresses

	Hands I do not know.

	Nipples puckering at memory of other lips,

	Areolas tightening at thought of rasping tongues.

	Not mine

	Not ever mine

	 

	Of me, the pressure of my chest against you as we danced

	Or accidental touch as you just buss my lips: hello!

	Of me, I am the one remembering:

	My fingers, nested to contain you

	My lips agape but only just enough to let your nipples to my tongue

	My tongue a-tingle with remembered brassy texture

	My nipples aching with the loss of yours against them.

	 

	I have been over you

	I have been under you

	I have been in you! Please forgive me for,

	I have gone deeper than anybody else.

	I did not mean it, but not sorry 

	I'm not apologizing, ain't my fault

	I only have control over my waking dreams,

	Which always stop outside of you.

	 

	The other ones, the ones that roam my sleep un-reined,

	They heed a deeper need,

	It's in their realm that I have been in you so deeply that

	I have been you - and you, you have been me.

	 

	And there, I do not fumble with unfamiliar lingerie

	The clumsiness of birth control protection does not bother me

	My fingers know exactly, how and when and where to touch and squeeze and rub and so do yours

	And soon we are both ready

	We are merged and throbbing to a single beat

	The beat that is the Universe's heart

	 

	The resonance is mounting in its frequency,

	It doesn't matter if it's me in you or you in me

	The culmination shatters that one heart, one mind, one soul

	And then we cease to be

	We die!

	 

	The billion trillion particles that we have now become

	After a few millennia, one more time become just one of each of us again.

	But we are - still locked - into each other's arms

	And I can feel me with your fingers I kiss me with your lips

	I feel me with your nipples crushed against my chest

	I feel the memory of me I feel it with your thighs

	I had enveloped me with them and they did draw me deep inside

	I know each of your freckles, I know every single one!

	 

	But then I wake and you're not there

	I want to hold you, touch you, kiss you, and tell you of my dream

	How can it be so painful to lose something that I never had?

	There is a void that has been filled once

	But only in a dream

	I cry

	One pearlescent tear

	falls 

	I call

	your name

	oh

	I remember you with my teats

	



	


Genesis

	ESL - July 2007 & 2015 - Woodhaven

	 

	... and God created man in his own image, in the image of God:

	Male and female created He them.

	 

	And through the Garden - they wandered,

	And of the fruits of all the trees but one - they ate.

	And all the animals of the Earth,

	And all the animals of the Water,

	And all the animals of the Sky,

	Stopped and admired them as they walked on by,

	For the crown of all creation were they.

	 

	The words that speak such wonders, today are all but lost;

	Yet I cannot resist the urge, and utter them I must!

	 

	Siht sa hcus fo rotaerc, ssertaerc suoirolg - ho

	“Tsitra eht eb eman yht, ssertaerc suoirolg - ho

	 

	The fruit of the grass She gave to me, for the making of the bread,

	The leaf of the grass He gave to me, for my soft feet, a cushy bed.

	The product of the vine that He'd given me, will cheer me when I am sad,

	While She gave me the olive tree, to make me peaceful when I'm mad.

	 

	The elephant, the camel, and the mule, to help with heavy loads,

	And all the fastest horses, to travel speedy roads,

	The tiger and the lion to teach humility,

	All of these friends and more She showered unto me.

	 

	Oh mother, daughter, wife, and lover, in turn, they were all She!

	Mother of the Earth and Fire, Mother of the Air and Sea,

	Mother of the Moons and Stars, Mother of the Universe, and Mother of

	Eternity

	You gave yourself to me? You gave yourself to me?

	 

	Earth and Fire, Air and Sea,

	Moons and Stars, Eternity,

	 

	I give myself to thee.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	AFTERWORD

	 

	I play guitar, sing and write a lot of my material. Looking through my lyrics I realized that a lot of them would feel right at home in this collection. It did make it a bit larger than I had originally planned but I am quite satisfied with the final version. Thank you very much for reading. 
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	In between the wars, I managed to get married and produce three children, as well as get a computer programming education. My first wife, a naturalized American born in Sweden, got tired of Israel so in December of 1975, we packed up and left Israel for New York City. After one year in Brooklyn, we moved to the borough of Queens where I am still residing. I would have been happy to move again after 14 years but it did not happen.  So, by September 2016 I will 69 years old, I have 4 children, nine grandchildren and I have been married to my second wife for the past 15 years. 

	 

	As a result of my relocations, I consider myself a citizen of the world and I feel right at home wherever I go. I am fluent in four languages and I have the ability to converse in four or five more. I have also managed to acquire a large number of unrelated words in many other languages but without the grammar and conversational skills. That did however fuel a fascination with languages, which has me working on a project collecting homonyms in different languages with strikingly different meanings. I used some of them as a basis for some zany short stories. The result, An Interlingual Lexicon of Homonyms should make its public appearance someday.

	 

	I have been an avid Sci-Fi and Fantasy reader since about the age of 5 (starting with the Grimm Brothers, Hans Christian Andersen, and such) and I have been writing since about the age of 9 when I wrote my first poem. Around the age of 17, I also learned how to play guitar, so I have been also writing songs ever since. I find most of my early stuff quite mundane, but I consider a lot of the writings from the past 25 years to be of much better quality. Most of it has never been officially published outside of my own websites, the exception being a song I wrote with words provided by Israel’s past President, Shimon Peres. 

	 

	I am by and large self-educated, mainly through voracious reading and necessity, though I did attend Queen’s college (without graduating) as well as some continuing education classes at NYU. 

	 

	My first novel: Do, Re, Mi, and the Big C book one of the Music, Sex, and Eternity trilogy, is currently available in most popular e-book formats. There are also printed copies that can be found at Amazon.com and some other publishing houses  The second part of this trilogy Fa, Si, La, Sol Forever is in the works and should be out by the end of the year.  I have also managed to write a lot of short stories, some of which have found their way into a few StarkLight Press anthologies. They actually selected me as one of the winners of their 4th Short Story Contest.
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