Medea tekster:






Song of pearl






14, 15, 13, 14






Grizzly Man 






Oh, Anna






The dead, dead water lily thing






Call Medea






Mothering silence






Elephant van sant






Chorus:






Song in blood

Song of pearl

With a howl in her chest, 

and a pearl on her tongue,

she teaches me how 

to web my fingers.

Sew me back into her mouth! 

Make me a seashell 

strung with silken threads.

I push a coffin through her lips;

in the pearl she engraves my face.

(I will inhabit her 

but not yet, she says:

not yet.)

But in the dark trenches

my marbles roll in,

my water liles float,

my bear claws hummmmm





        m






m





          m.

I carefully u  n  d  o her anchored lips.

Take me to her I say,

take me back into her mouth!

Sea shells strung with silken threads

back i n t o   h  e   r          m   o    u     t     h

14, 15, 13, 14

Fourteen-fifteen,

I’m thirteen-fourteen,

you’re a girl, you’re a boy, you’re a girl

and I l o v e y o u. 

Pretend his hand is my hand on your thigh!

Pretend his eye is my eye on your breasts!

He’s a boy he’s your boy he’s my puppet,

and I l o v e y o u.

Come 
with 

me 

-
come.

They say this theatre is haunted!

So I feel hands and skin – touching all over a l l  o v e r !
There’s nothing i can do about it.

This ghost has the f i e r c e s t t o n g u e!

And I rub him;

I pass him on to you.

can you feel him? 

can we share him? 

he makes a chain b e t w e e n o u r b o d i e s

Fourteen-fifteen,

I’m thirteen-fourteen,

you’re a girl, you’re a boy, you’re a girl

and I l o v e y o u. 

Pretend his hand is my hand on your thigh!

Pretend his eye is my eye on your breasts!

He’s a boy he’s your boy he’s my puppet,

and I l o v e y o u.

Grizzly man

I’ve been watching him for seven days

His hands pale hee-ho-hee-ho-hee-ho
knuckles moving beneath the skin 

foetuslike hee-ho-hee-ho-hee-ho
I’ve caught seven foxes 

and placed them on the river bank 

each night I give him one hee-ho-hee-ho-hee-ho
counting down the days till we are one

and clothe his heart in fur hee-ho-hee-ho-hee-ho
I sing of arms and the man his 

arms that wake each morning 

white-knuckled and that copy claw gestures 

7 6 5 

7 6 5 

7 6 5 4 3 2 1 and here I go...

I take him in I take this body whole 

so thin like a spine hee-ho-hee-ho-hee-ho
I thread him on inside of mine 

and we are one and we are one hee-ho-hee-ho-heeeee-ho
and his is the fur at last I 

see his eyes inside my mouth 

even when he sneaks into my bones 

forever unborn 

now finally I am a mother 

  finally I am a mother hee-ho-hee-ho-hee-ho
 Oh, Anna
I once 

had 

a list 

of names

that I wrote to keep track of them:

So many girls! 





so many boys!

to think i could conceive them 

all!

Not that I couldn’t have done so

if i wanted to.

Do you remember the list? 

The list with the power -

The power of voodoo!

Who do? 


I do!

All this time you wanted me, Anna. 

I was on your list.

The dead, dead waterlily thing
You can’t just lie there on the bed, you know.

You can’t lie there without kissing back, you know!

All the piles of books and not even a blood nose!

I smell of blood.

And is there really nothing I can do to you? 

is there nothing to add here?

I look through the sand in your mouth.

and pick out the pearls

and place them in the beaks

of the pigeons.

I did it once, the dead, dead water lily thing

water
You must have known 

that when I left I felt your head turning 

but had no mercy.

My words were simple – I’d given up poetry –

and I climbed back into the t o w e r, 

up the fine plaited ladder. 

In the car – can you feel the sweater tag itching?

pulling at the neck where I tied your threadstogether? 

Your spine plaited down 

your back

the feminine 
side

but not on my body.

And slowly I reel you in 
in  

Unravelling with me up the escalators, 

down the road,

around the corner, 

untie my hair from the ocean of winter.

The roads and the cars dissolve behind me as I 

untie you;



walk 
        on the water;




on the sweet water lilies.

There is no giving back you know. You take and take again. Is that what you want? 

Listen: 
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Call Medea

Always:

dancing across ribs – bare feet, 

cotton-sound, 

the ticking of clocks.

Wilder:

ness I was, but when he called 

I came

in the shape of a woman’s body.

And how did you come?

I came wild with love and fierce with tongue.

And who you gonna call?

I’ll call the only one who’ll know

Teeth gnaw gnaw at the breast at night

Call Medea!

Moss-grown palms under paper skin

Call Medea!

Feet kicking through the coffin wood

Call Medea, call Medea, call Medea call Medea the woo call Medea ooo call Medea ooooo c a a a a a   d    a a 
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    Of a:

sunken ship i made their tomb,

and a song for little s i n g i n g s e a s h e l l s.

Little singing sea shells! 

I compose their melodies to feet and arms!

And how does it go?

A melody composed to feet and arms.

How does it go?

I’ll call the only one who knows;

pearls roll roll in the shell at night;

Call Medea!

little rocks on a crusted tongue;

Call Medea!

feel them knock through the coffin woo

Call Medea, call Medea oooooo call Medea, call Medea, ooood call Medea, call Medea, ca a a a a a a all, ca a a a a a a a a a a all, ca a a a a a a a a a a ll, caa aaa aaa aaaaaaa

The mothering silence

(Vocalisal)
Elephant van Sant

Feet through halls 

and halls

and halls;

and I fall with the sea-nymphs; 

pull them under the surface of the sky 

against the surface of the water;

the locker doors watch in silence.

And clasp their combination hearts.

A               ship;

     sunken 

Full fathom five;

in underwater Portland;

of their bones are corrall made;

Hourly the bells...

...toll for them, for them...  

Hark! Now I hear them!

Ding, dong, ding, dong...bell!

 







      The

A t h o u sa n d-p e a r l m u s s e l;          

          e class
Full fathom five;

in underwater Portland;

of their bones are corrall made;

hourly the bells toll for them;                          The
to assemble algae   



             e class
in the class rooms.

The            the             the                       The
      e class,      e class,      e class room.       e class, 

Chorus:
It’s been a long time coming, long time astray;

She dug a hole in the earth in this foreign land;

But her fingers leave no imprints in desert ground, 

her song make no sound.

Medea:

Chorus! Oh my chorus!

Sing it for me, home.

Chorus:






oo-o oo-o oo-o oo-o oooooooo






oo-o oo-o oo-o oo-o oooooooo

She will return a thousand years old
oo-o oo-o oo-o oo-o oooooooo

from hourglass living;


oo-o oo-o oo-o oo-o oooooooo

and when she kisses him she fills his mouth with sand; o-o oooooooo

a cast around the inside.

oo-o oo-o oo-o oo-o oooooooo

Medea:

Angel, all the angels,

heal him, make him home  

Chorus:*

They say that Aphrodite dips her cup

In the clear stream of the lovely Cephisus;

It is she who breathes over the land the the breath

Of gentle honey-laden winds; her flowing locks

She crowns with a diadem of sweet-scented roses,

Where will you find (the) hardness of purpose?

How will you build resolution in hand or heart

To face horror without flinching?

When the moment comes, and you look at them -

The moment for you to assume the role of murderess - 

How will you do it? 

When your sons kneel to you for pity,

Will you stain your fingers with their blood?

Your heart will melt, you will know you cannot.

Messenger:

The bride will receive the golden coronet,

Receive her merciless destroyer;

With her own hands she will carefully fit

The adornment of death around her golden hair.
*The following lyrics are assembled from the English translation of Euripides’ Medea.

Song in blood 

(Vocalisal) 
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