Neolithic

Blue lig’hts have turned yeuow in the course of age along’ Lake Shore Drive
from when remembered in the half—lig’ht of some forgot-
ten child’s eyes. Down tl'lrough familiar streets and to
the dark filled hall decaying’ from it's former g’lory Lring’s
it down to a level he’s comfortable with. Smoke pours
out from between streams of blue and red stage lig’hts
from which comes confident and louclly the sounds of
icons also down to the level of the stage upon which tlley
perform. A mirrored dress reflects in shimmers out to
the crowd. Souixsie dances. Souixsie sings. Souixsie
cicks the bouncer in the head. And all is well with the

orld. Tallzing’ to none, the music becomes a private
touch. With none there to Vali(late, it's a recorded mo-
ment set as a ghost except on further inspection, it is not
that which is haunted but him perceiving, drifting , .
sig’}lte(l not ]oy one in the thousand.. none recall the L




name nor recognize a tace. Some hippie drawn by the scent ot his clove cigarette

ums one. Exten(].ing’ the paclz for his piclz of the lot, the hippie takes the wish-
cig back to his g’irlfrien(l. He doesn’t protest as in innocence done, he instead
extends the wish for the l’lippie in llopes that the need he sces in the eyes of the

oung couple stays fresh...but now told, he knows it will not come true. So the

set ends with a Couple of ﬂourishing’ encores...out he walks in the trench coat he

feels comfortable in only when it rains.

In and down the self-same street to Neo nig‘ht club and in with a pass of the
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bouncer’s hand and up to the bar with a “7 and 7" as it
rolls so nice off the tongue no matter the state of mind,
1)0(1y, and...Out of tune with the music, he sits a bit to
watch the pretty lig’llts all in rows dance where he will
eventually when the DJ gets the Lug out of his ass.

qu’lO (],O you dance for? ” lle aSIQS.

uI (],ance fOI‘ me."

If this is the answer then the song is rig’llt and out step-
ping into somewhere not unlike cemeteries for all the
attention of the inhabitants.



Here tl'lough the familiar come and claim a state of union as socialized individu-

als make their procession across with the hand-shake and casual laug’h as above
the music there’s no such tlling' as a conversation. Sitting in a corner bathed in
red lig'llt, he looks across and a sense turns a knot in the numbed heart. There's
a fresh face of an old someone sPecial enoug‘h to have done (].amage and turned
the heart a funny shade of grey. She’s taken her place and the numbness in him
comes in rushes as g’uar(], as without there’d just be the pain of which he does his

est to dance away. But last-call comes too soon, and the need for (].ancing’
doesn’t seem to know a clock. He makes his g’oodl)yes and leaves enoug’ll after to
not be face to face. There’s somewhere in this world where there’s the kind of
ove that doesn’t leave home. He sleeps on empty pillows as the day dawns indif-
ferently. His bed is empty, but then a Gemini is never alone.

o B




