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ASHABI (COMRADES)

All these bodies dancing

-floor paved with broken glass.

All these bodies laughing

-in black and white filters en-masse.

My smile starts to crack

-black and white.

You and i just met

A little while ago tonight.

But for a minute in the bathroom we were the best of friends.

Tell me I deserve love. Act like you care. Let>s play pretend.

Night-child
Im a night-child

7/7 - DOA - 9-5
I want to be Beirut, I want to forget it all
wesve got all we could ask for. what a fabulous night.

and i destroy myself to just to justify being.

Night-child
Im a night-child

Remember when the music used to move us? Sway.
Now we dread the dark in which we used to play.
Wesve been there/ done that/ nothing can impress.

Relax! the musicss so loud no one can hear this.

I was out last night, I guess Im just a little tired
Like m constantly drowning, but thirsty all the same.
Now step to the left two steps to the right.

No, bm not crying; its all this smoke that's to blame.

Night-child
Im a night-child

And I pour a glass for two and down it all alone.
Do you think any of these people will visit my grave stone?
Do you have a lighter? Come light my cigarette.

All these people around me, I can’t possibly feel alone.
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FALYAKON (so be it)

I still feel him laying down beside me
“Sell me dreams” to evacuate me
I'm rolling all alone in bed

When the “tambourine man’s” made his bread.

But dress me up in smiles
Joy becomes me

Whatever will be, just may be, I'll still be, Standing here singing my melody

And the day loops like a windmill
I consume therefore i am
Mortgaged my shadows off, but still

The night won’t ease.

People around me are all so strange
Not quite dead, but not quite alive
But though i know my days are numbered

I'm still playing inside a display window

But dress me up in smiles
Joy becomes me

Whatever will be, just may be, I'll still be, Standing here singing my melody

Grinding my teeth all day long
I wake up with death in my face
Everyone’s around when for the party

But I walk through the funeral alone.

Lost at sea like a hollow ship
Gone adrift without an anchor
Marwan come here and hold me tight

Tell me all will be alright.

I won’t be entertaining guests
When my house is flooded mess
I won’t be entertaining guests

Everything’s a flooded mess

But dress me up in smiles

Joy becomes me

Whatever will be, just may be, I'll still be, Standing here singing my melody

But dress me up in lies

Whatever will be, just may be, I'll still be, Standing here singing this melody
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ICARUS

Plans multiply

like tomorrow is a lifetime away.

Confused that the man in the mirror has come to look like his father, though still lost.

The eye desires

what the hand can’t reach

Baxter machines serenade him and cuff him with tubes
But the song bust be sung

Come tomorrow, you'll be gone

The eye desires

the happiness it fakes

‘Future’ used to mean more than defeated wrinkled retrospection
He threw away years

till he threw away teeth

He took a train, and then another, but the tune still flowed him here.
At night he dances alone

(as though the machine were a radio)

And the song asks in monotone

(if he likes who he’s become)

He had plans

but life happens,

(Wax and feathers, tomorrow is not what it used to be)
Time is as fleeting as a scent that throws you without warning.
(Wax and feathers, tomorrow is not what it used to be)
What is written on our faces

Will eventually be realized

(Wax and feathers, tomorrow is not what it used to be)
When our wings melt we fall pocketless into our graves.
(Wax and feathers, tomorrow is not what it used to be)
He taught me the radio song

And asked me to sing it at his grave
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TAYF (GHOST)

Showered with this city’s bullets, I chorused with ghosts

Bathed by traffic lights, I danced our dabkeh

Till i was high on the the marrow of the electric pole,

And i poured tears - neon - on swollen pupils.

Till the fezzes came to take us, to prisons, to castrate us, to make medallions.

But we sewed flags from funeral shrouds (from friends on death row).

The mushrooms have started to grow
Tomorrow we inherit the earth
The mushrooms have started to grow

Tomorrow we inherit the earth

My life spent; with rights mortgaged off to your sentiments (o! you cutie)

My history erased from our books like they were yours to claim (and your identity)

Our hips translated Sappho and Abu Nuwas in the tongue of oohs and aahs

On bed sheets embroidered with the same oohs and aahs we chanted at the picket line.

The mushrooms have started to grow
Tomorrow we inherit the earth
The mushrooms have started to grow

Tomorrow we inherit the earth

For now we still have songs;

Sing with your highest heels on.
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Romans

I donst intend to swallow your lies
The words would sting my throat.
I won'’t dissect your intentions;

Leave your tongue in its cage.

You can keep the time I gave you;
Strangle what self T was for you,
But before you lay me to rest,

Tell me what cost I came at.

Charge Charge Charge Charge

Worms sculpt my body now.

The earth cradles my skin.

Why»d you sell me to the romans?
Worms sculpt my body now.

The earth cradles my skin.

How>d I lose you to the romans?

Charge Charge Charge Charge

Why»d you sell me to the romans?

How>d I lose you to the romans?
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I could hide in your closet; I could wear all your suits. Just tell me to.
I could be you if you want me to; I could sing all your words. These (words).

I could act out your life, when you hear me in your mirror. And I'm saying:
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Tell me who to be to please
Humor me for a 3 minute pop song.
Tell me who to be to please

leave the money on the nightstand; pin your fantasies to my anklet.

Standing up if you want it, or laying down if youd prefer it. just tell me to.

I could laugh if you want, or cry if it better suits you. Just tell me to.

Why bother being, instead of becoming?
Anyway, all things live to die as a new tune.
The difference between freedom and submission is agency.

I made the choice. I permitted it. I said it.

Call the devil by his name, and call a musician a liar.
Half the things I feel, I imagined altogether.
“If T contradict myself, we all contain multitudes.

I became larger” I permitted it. I said it.

Tell me who to be to please
Humor me for a 3 minute pop song.
Tell me who to be to please

leave the money on the nightstand; pin your fantasies to my anklet.
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KALAM (S/HE)

If you touch the way you dance, come dance a little closer.
A hell burns beneath my skin, and your hands feel cold.
The ignorant weave fig leaves into their beards,

With eyes shut though open, and eyebrows raised.

They wrote the country’s borders (upon my body ; upon your body)
In flesh-ligatured- words
My word upon your word (as my body upon your body)

Flesh-conjugated-words.

You feel me feeling what you feel

So why all the shame? just feel what you feel.

I taste mistakes and whiskey on your lips
And yet the language of words persists
Its letters cloak us as i whisper all my secrets into our mouth

Then you return to your idols, and i return to the void.

They wrote the country’s borders (upon my body ; upon your body)
In flesh-ligatured- words
My word upon your word (as my body upon your body)

Flesh-conjugated-words.

You feel me feeling what you feel

So why all the shame? just feel what you feel.

Your body conjugates
Your language separates
Your body separates

Your language conjugates
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AOEDE

Take me from this maelstrom.
I am a prisoner of mirrors.
Aoede!

Aoede!

Again I summon you;
Bleed out my demons,

To water your grave,
Perchance to sow a melody.
Aoede!

Indemnify me!

Conquer my mouth;

eward your devotees.

“If words be breath
And life be breath”
Speak!
Speak!

Your ghost unnerves me,

Though you've always been a ghost to me.

But oh if it only spoke,
Lest the words nurse me.
Aoede!

Console me!

Bleed out the words within me,

Reward those who pray.
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Lil Watan

Others have tamed hurricanes to be in control of destiny

As for us, we are blown away by a breeze and fall back into destruction

If you dare question the deteriorating situation

They silence you with slogans about all the conspiracies

The sheeple accuse you of treason whenever you called for change in the nation
They caused you to despair so that you sell your freedoms for the nation not to be lost
They said to you

Enough preaching, come dance with me a bit

Why are you frowning, come dance with me a bit

They taught you the anthem; they said your struggle is useful for the nation
They drugged you in the vein; they said your lethargy is useful for the nation
They said to you

Enough preaching, come dance with me a bit

Why are you frowning, come dance with me a bit
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Radio Romance

A universe grows on my body
Where your hand touches me
And suddenly the world returns
All that it has taken away from me
My god

Blew love into my chest

O time! It is hard for me
To forgive the years of deprivation

That is it, the days of shame are in the past

O you! my share in this world
All my life before you went to waste

With your love my existence is justified

A universe grows on my body
Where your hand touches me
And suddenly the world returns
All that it has taken away from me
My god

Blew love into my chest

My love, Free me from my ignorance

Compensate the years I wasted





