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e Sun,” in 1987, I hadn’t written as |
whole song) I was suffer-

middle eights, codas, ¢
a damned thing.

one line of a lyric — nothing. ..

I took long drives, long baths, long
My deadline, like an’eminous tidal wave,

lks — still nothing. I walked from one arid beach to the next.
etting closer and closer and was about t o swamp me.

I’m told that in times of ctisis it’s quite common for you
as well wheel it on ‘eh? Lets ha

to flash before you — why not?

Well, the past couple of years haven’t-exactly been the easiest. A few people I cared about were
abruptly taken off the planet, plus the usual mid-tife_sort of stuff. No, we’re going to have to look much
further back than that. Let’s take that long road back to inning of things,

“What’s your earliest memory?”, I asked myself.
“Easy... A great big bloody ship ... And the river... The river flowed to the sea.”
The river flowed to the sea... And so did the words.

- Sting
January 1991
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