                                                       [image: image1.wmf]
Lunette’s Lament

Get down off that big couch

Pay no attention to that mouse

They are puppets, they don’t understand

Sweep those bunnies away

No more songs today

As you wipe the clown off in your hand

I tire of songs, and I tire of  kids

I tire of this permanent smile

I tire of walking , I tire of talking

Can I retire this clown for a while?

They don’t know of the frown

Hidden inside of this clown

And I doubt they would even care to see

Look past the red shoes

Because they got the blues

And pay some attention to me
My real name is Susan

And I do some boozing

Time is forgetting the point

Of making kids happy

While my life’s so crappy

I think I’ll just roll a small joint

Now I’m flying to somewhere

Where life is a fun dare

And I’m not just sat sitting all day

I’m jumping over mountains

And swimming through fountains

And no clown shoes to get in my way

It’s a magical place

When you see your own face

On the television screen the first time

But I wish in the end

This clown it could spend

A little more time as a mime

When Molly the Dolly

Ain’t  looking so jolly

You figure it’s time to quit

Then something inside

Feels like it died

And hurts more than you like to admit

I tire of songs, and I tire of  kids

I tire of this permanent smile

I tire of walking , I tire of talking

Can I retire this clown for a while?

This clown she is you

Tried through and through

And nothing else seems to fit right

You can’t chase her away

Not tomorrow, not today

You just sit on that couch and you fight

And once more you feel

“This is all too surreal”

As you sit next to Molly and stare

The director yells action

But there’s no satisfaction

With molly there’s no better pair

“We could run far from here

Just you and I molly

From the routine we know as this show

We can go anywhere, go here or go there

I’ll rescue you , Molly, you know.”

But Molly couldn’t answer

Because she’s not real

Like Lunette, the sun and the sky

Lunette just sat there fixated on her

And couldn’t help but question why?

Why am I here, talking to you

As though you could possibly know

That the clown inside has long since died

And this is her heaven this show.

I tire of songs, and I tire of  kids

I tire of this permanent smile

I tire of walking , I tire of talking

Can I retire this clown for a while?

You see Lunette got sad

Because she had no mom or dad

She had no real friends to see

So She took a stroll

To the swimming hole

And there she found a tree

She climbed that tree

With a crooked knee

And sat on the highest limb

She looked at Molly

Her unhappy dolly

And decided to go out on a whim

I tire of songs, and I tire of  kids

I tire of this permanent smile

I tire of walking , I tire of talking

Can I retire this clown for a while?

You see, inside of Molly

The not so jolly dolly

Lunette had hidden a gun

She was tired of the lights

Of internal fights

And no longer able to run

She looked at her friend

“I guess it’s the end

I don’t really have much prepared”

and to her surprise molly, mouth open wide

said “lunette, my friend, don’t be scared”

“You’ve done wonderful things

and the joy you bring

to children will not die.”

And with a single tear

Not landing in beer

Lunette she started to cry.

“Thank you Molly ,

you’ve been the best dolly

but now I’m afraid I must go

I’ve retired  “Lunette”

And want to forget

The things that torture me so”

I tire of songs, and I tire of  kids

I tire of this permanent smile

I tire of walking , I tire of talking

Can I retire this clown for a while?

Then Answered Molly

The now crying dolly

“Dry those tears they’ll smudge your face

if you are going to die

and go up to the sky

you might as well have some grace”

“Do what you must

I wont make a fuss

But don’t leave me here in this tree”

Said Molly the dolly

“I’m far from being jolly

Is there another bullet in there for me?”

Said Lunette to molly

“Of course there is Dolly,

I wouldn’t have left you out here

You’re my partner in crime

Our time here sublime

I’ll keep you safe my dear”

we tire of songs, and  tire of  kids

we tire of these permanent smiles

we tire of walking , I tire of talking

Can I retire this clown for a while?

The first shot rang

Your blood like tang

At first it didn’t seem real

But you’re only a puppet

Not even a muppet

You didn’t even know how to feel

I held you tight

With all my might

And put that smoking gun to my head

I took a deep breath

Sentenced to death

And then within seconds I’m dead

I tire of songs, and I tire of  kids

I tire of this permanent smile

I tire of walking , I tire of talking

Can I retire this clown for a while?

So now we are together

Connected by this tether

Between puppet and clown as one

And hopefully now

With these bullets in our brow

We can start to have some fun

So good luck to the clowns

Who ingest their frowns

And try to stay happy for show

You may just see

Yourself up in a tree

In the desperate state we all know.

I’m done with the songs, and I’m done with kids

I’m rid of this permanent smile

I’m done with walking , I’m done with talking

I’m laughing

I’m singing

I’m dancing

The gun’s ringing

I’m off to Heaven for a while
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