
 
Conversation Piece, 1977 
Sher Doruff 
 
 
Water when it bends and shines can cut your breath apart 
Silence when it stings your ears can break your heart 
There have to be a dozen dusty stories to tell 
I’m losing track of detail 
You rattle your spoon in your coffee cup while I quietly 
Rehearse a new addition to my repertoire of things to say 
It seems like lately we’re relying on old cliché’s 
 
I can watch myself grow old in the bathroom mirror 
There’s a certain poetry in thoughtful fear 
If I captured this malaise and sent it in a letter 
Would you correspond? 
You’re drawing designs on your napkin while I contemplate 
The space you claim your aura often occupies 
Though I’ve yet to see 
The four dimensions of personality 
 
Three spiked shoes in the closet 
Wait a minute Wanda I don’t dress that way, say 
Where you’d put the foam rubber mattress that found in the alley yesterday 
That’s a jewel dear, a prize piece of good luck 
You have got to acquire a taste for robbing the trashman 
 
First of all I think that you had better understand  
That I have had it up to here with your economizing plans 
And it’s not my fault at all 
About the dolphins and the whales and the little baby seals 
And I feel just as bad as you do 
But what am I supposed to do 
And I don’t see you doing anything except feeling bad 
 
In the night the neon light can make you crazy 
Or it might one time in ten make you a home 
If I paint my lips with gloss and then you slip away 
We’ll both have something to blame 
You’re flipping through magazine photographs as I casually 
Suggest that we arrange to have a confronation, by the way, 
It seems like lately we haven’t had much to say 
 
You just missed the point my dear  
And where did those stilettos come from? 
That Vogue magazine that you buy is a flagrant luxury, If you ask me 
You don’t look like anybody else I’ve ever seen or even read about 
 
Water when it bends and shines can cut your breath apart 
Silence when it stings your ears can break your heart 
If we redefine this boredom with an existential phrase 
Sooner or later we’ll be back to the old clichés 
You say tomato and I say tomato 
You say potato and I say potato 
Tomato tomato 
Potato potato 
Poto Cabengo 


