„ PAINTERS? In AMSTERDAM? ”

Come over here. Let me tell you something.

Oh man! Don’t tell me, Waters is hiding out.

Remember that place, exactly a year ago, where we fucked that

Cheap blonde?

Thank got for hash.

You were yelling. God I’m in heaven. Stars above me

Stars below me.

What do you expect you idiot considering we were

Standing on a bridge at the time. Do you know who’s there 

During the day?

No. Haven’t a clue.

Painters

Who?

Painters.

Aha, Malarze

I met one of them. Turner out later that I got to know

them all really well.

He told me that he’d been sitting on that bridge for

twenty years painting the same

landscape. Every one different, not because he couldn’t

paint but to stop himself going mad.

I gave him a cigarette and left.

That’s painters. I went to see a few days later and he

was sitting in the same

place same shoes, same raincoat and with that same

cigarette.

I thought to myself, he comes along with all his gear

Day after day to the same photograph.

Holding out my had, I said hallo, how are you. He’s not

alive and a policeman’s asking me what is name was.

By evening I was a few bridges further on,

thinking about him when I suddenly noticed his paintings

flowing down the river.

I snatched (grabbed) a pair of binoculars from someone to

see

Who was throwing them away. Those painters.

What’s that in polish?

Malarze.

How?

Malarze.

