
Notes on Notes V. Grant

Shush, I’m at the final boss

It’s not like it took me 90 hours to get here

I’ve lived with you for years and I still don’t 

know how to win

Red Light Romeo

And what about me?
You say, the streets and I, we’re

Well beyond our prime.

Dial tone, please call
9-oh-9-8-7-5...

For a real good time

Red lights shine

Down on your beautiful...
No, I can’t write that.

Screens



x–

– x

Clown nose
Tofu heart
Laughing mouths can’t chew at the same time

And if I stand perfectly still

And if I smile really wide

And if I sit on my hands

And if I blink 15 times a minute

And if I look at their foreheads

And if I don’t talk too loudly

And if I don’t talk too quietly

Then I will seem normal

And they will forget about me

Lamb of Davis

Here in Davis lives a godly man
For who we have several names.

Still, you’ll see he’s a famous man
For the sound of fury in his claims.

Lily white skin suited in blue,
A snow-white beard wrapped in flowers,

Frail hands raised above us to soothe
Our souls from some higher power.

I cannot say what came over me
To approach the lamb as it bleat.

But quickly he turned, bearing teeth
Through fur, proud in his deceit.

And he whispered to me,
Oh, he did it so forcefully

That if my ears were to bleed
I’d still hear his voice perfectly.

Darling!
You dare to suggest

These eyes aren’t mine?
But those of a beast
Beneath our design?

I do.
Tell me,

You hide in the dark
Beneath the beast who
Hunts you. Yet, in stark

Surprise, woes befall
You still.

Clever cat,
It has lured you right

Into its lap! Why,
It hasn’t attacked

Because you walked into
its trap!

Sweet man,
You are your own prey.

Tragedy befalls
Those who choose to play

Out calamities
Completely straight.
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