Mother Eve

Text by Patrick Smith

1. Of Wine and Roses

Imagine if someone said the following:

‘Tam making for you a great new world.

Made of wine and roses...
and blood and olives’

Imagine if I sang it to you now

2. Into the Meadow

Step into the meadow
Let yourself unfold
The wind is carried further

than we’re allowed to know

Bathe my feet

in the milk of complication
Soothe my skin

with liniments of grey
Bury me forever

under words I cannot understand

Lying in the meadow
in pieces under sun
The wind is picking up

and into sky becomes undone

3. Some Sweeter Fruit

That night at dusk

when we heard the sound
The rumble of feet on earth
Among us the fervor

of grass getting longer

of boys growing older

We heard the masque of creation and shrugged

We should have hid in terror

but for now we know

O! phantom of knowing

Thy fruit has been tasted

and found wanting

But who among my daughters will forget the taste?
Who among them will feel the pang of guilt to ask
Might it be sweeter?

Glow brighter?

Glide higher?

Who among my daughters will be satisfied

with just this
I would love only to dwell forever in paradise

Alone with what I know

Alone with what I know

4. Barefoot at Midnight

When first I learned the shape of the forest
The fruit of my forever sight

When first you gave me

a taste of that fruit in the night

I saw in your eyes the flavors I held

and the smells T endured

became memory

I remembered places

that had slipped through my fingers
that dripped down past my toes
Barefoot at midnight

now I'll never touch the ground

I remembered
the first breeze in
over tightly packed lives

and fireplaces grim



and with fear on her skin
a little girl breathing in
so you were there too

breathing out

mmmm I see that girl
Barefoot at midnight

Will you remember with me?
mmmm [ see that girl

in the midday sun

Dancing on skulls!

She’s dancing on skulls!

I need a girl

Barefoot at midnight
scrinch scrunch

scrinch scrunch
Remember with me
mmmm Dancing on skulls!

Dancing on skulls!

The second breeze in

over streetlights dim

masses lying dead in the night
The city breathes still

quiet hearts down the hill

voices struck silent in the street

Barefoot at midnight
in a place in between
where we will never ever leave

made lesser than waves upon a sea
mmmm

What has happened to my hands?
What new wet blood

now courses through my skin?

What has happened to my hands?
What has happened to my skin?

5. As The Little Horn Grows

Under dark and dewy whispers
A still beast

shivers fearsome light

awake in silent screams

awash the sickened night

in blinding red

and hellish white:

GLORIA! GLORIA!

GLORIA! GLORIA!

Arise and take your fill of flesh!
Smother what remains!

Ten horned beast with face of man
That’s what they said

THAT'S WHAT THEY SAID

Then rising swiftly

in tearful glowing blue

Mountains melt and form anew

and all is dust

Gloria! Gloria!

Allis dust; grotesque and formed anew
Unmade

shivering in naked light...

Who knew death had undone so many?

6. Troparion

(excerpts adapted from the Troparion of Kassiani,

9th century Byzantine)

“I'now become a myrrh-bearer
and in deep mourning

bring before thee fragrant oil”

Asa Nisi Masa
Asa Nisi Masa

“I will wash thine immaculate feet with kisses



and wipe them dry with the locks of my hair
Take this spring of tears
Thou who drawest water from the clouds,

bend to me, to the sighing of my heart”

Asa Nisi Masa
Asa Nisi Mass

7. Keening In The Fog

Meet me again

in Chinatown

Once more

a frigid breeze

over tight packed lives
and nervous sips

of spoiled wine

Ten thousand years

and here [ am

Slumped over bar stools

Keening in the fog

Waiting for a bite of some sweeter fruit
before the black rain comes down

and my children slowly drown

Their yesterdays now light my way
but I find no dusty death

This candle yet has not gone out
still faintly burning on

Your queen is dead awake in bed

as the black rain has dried in the sun

Just below the city’s streets
the erhu lady plays her song
with bleeding fingers; worn down thumbs

waiting for what’s yet to come

I can feel her stare at me

though her eyes are always closed

like an old Maine coon

the clock ticks loud for her now

Barefoot at midnight
she fiddles by the years
bandaging fingers

and hissing in ears

8. Of Blood and Olives

Imagine if I said to you the following:
‘Tam making for you a great new world -
Made of wine and roses, and blood and olives’

Imagine if it never came



