Money for Old Rope


Candlelight casting a warm glow upon her cheeks, pink from our walk in the snow.
I cannot read her face. Does she believe?
So many do not. 
My life’s work, lonely toils played out inside my mind. Trying so very hard to translate words into musical shapes, head to hand to paper. Mostly when I say to people that I am a songwriter the sardonic, self-knowing words of a different song poison their thoughts. Money for nothing and… you know the rest. In my youth, romantic notions that a song was the sure-fired way to a young woman’s heart drove me, but it was an occasional truth masking false ambition. Who, besides the songwriter, really understands the demanding work, the long nights, the frustrating and often fruitless days, the disappointments and dead ends and the utter jubilation of discarded fragments reborn to bear fruit?
I always expect the ‘you are kidding me’ face. I see that one a lot. Almost as often as I hear ‘Gary, that’s not work, really.’ 
I thought Meg saw me differently, accepting that I am a man of grey years, modest means, and realistic aspirations. A successful songwriter, in my own way. Not rich or famous or the owner of a mansion, living cheek by jowl with stars. Nor am I feted on television chat shows. My success measures in small numbers. A handful of songs sold each year, mainly to aspiring chanteuse, enough to pay for hearth and home, keep me warm, buy new guitar strings and paper to scribble on. Enough to tune the old piano which my best song bought, long ago. 
I am a grafter with talent and an unquenchable desire to stir emotions. At my best, when poetry and I commune, words fly onto the paper, the incandescent spark of creation in my fingertips, all doubting thoughts banished, for a time. Two score years and ten have gone since I wrote my first song. These were the Day-Glo times when I could imagine myself shoulder to shoulder with great songwriters conjuring phantasmagorical worlds to illuminate our psychedelic years. Songs to make love to, songs to make you laugh, cry, yearn; words and melodies to evoke ancient echoes and moods, finding life in an ethereal plane beyond the edge of human understanding. 
From tender years I wasn’t just listening to music, it was deconstructing cerebrally as I tried to distil its essence and to comprehend how the truly great songs could tap into primal energies and emotions. I lived simultaneously outside and inside my songs, feeling sound and language inter-twining inside my head, words rolling fluidly over my lyrical and musical landscape. 
Every word is a drop of my blood. 
Every raw phrase worked and re-worked thrice over, draining me physically but enthralling and empowering me with metaphysical, creative energy. In the frosty night, when I might wake doubting that novel words would ever come, these moments sustain me. 
Never give up, never give in. 
Well-worn words, a cliché trap. 
Something old, something new, something re-worked, a devil’s brew. 
It was so in the beginning and these many years later, remains undiminished. 
I know people think, ‘it’s not work, it’s just writing.’ How they view and value work holds a mirror to the long history of our town. I am not a coal miner with blackened face and spine bent out of shape. My fingers ache but are not calloused and broken from the plough. I do not freeze in Arctic waters, risking life to feed others. I am not a soldier, cowering under a fusillade of bullets, pursuing a foreign war.
The next question is inevitably predictable.
“Go on then, how do you do it? Write a song? Go on, what’s the secret?” 
A good question. How can I, so good with words, describe the mystic art, the devotional process, sacral in its intensity.
The idea. 
A word, a name, or a feeling jumbling, tumbling, as a carnival of nonsense seeking a foothold in a phrase. Archaic scars, rough harbour bars, bright twinkling stars in the night sky to Mars while Shamen play ragas on wooden sitars. Sometimes it is just gibberish which is knitted together later with invisible thread.  
Many songs emerge from dark places, be it death or ghosts, unrequited love or fear or real loneliness or even the primal fear of loneliness. Perhaps loss. The sense of loss which I feel coming upon me as I watch the light in her eyes dimming where just an hour before it glowed like starlight upon the fresh snow falling upon the fields, filling our footprints. Her hand in mine felt soft and warm, such a tenderness in my rough hand. Kindred spirits, I thought. Familiar dread is creeping over me, the fear that I am losing her even before I could grasp my unexpected fortune. The song I shall write when she has left, and she will leave, I feel it in my bones, that sad story. Already in my head I am not listening to her words, I am thinking ahead to the words I will write upon paper. Working, always working, the songwriter in me never sleeps. 
Who will sing this song? 
To whom will they sing it? 
What exactly am I trying to say? 
Exactly? That is easy. 
Honestly? The hardest thing of all. 
All I really want to say is ‘You are special to me, as no-one has ever been before.’
All I really want to hear is ‘As you are to me.’ 
I glance outside the cottage. Whiteness falling heavy on our way, she must go or else she must ….
Disbelieving, I watch as Meg slips off her shoes and glides across the Moroccan rug to pick up my guitar which lives in the corner. 
She carries it over and sits opposite me; begins to pick a soft, gentle chord. 
She plays? She never said. Never hinted.
Laughing at my confusion she whispers,
“Let’s write something together Gary. A love song.”
With a thudding heart and dry throat, I nod, lost for words.
“What shall we call it?” she asks, starlight bright in her eyes, a cheeky knowing smile upon her lips. I reply, hoping.
“Love has come to stay?”
She smiles, warmly.  
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