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All English text written, composed by Kip Hanrahan

1. Vida Sin Miel

Vida sin miel

no es vida para reir

no es vida por quien crecer
no es vida para vivir

no es vida

Vida sin miel

no es vida por quien nacer
no es vida para sentir

no es vida por quien vivir
no es vida

Yo quiero hacer muchas cosas
cosas bonitas que crecen

y contemplar mis amigos

como contemplo a los peces

era cualquier cosa por ver tu sonrisa
Una abejita se posa

entre las flores que crecen

y nos ragalan su vida

por el placer de quererte

un beso de vida y otro en la mejilla

Vida sin miel
No hay vida sin miel
Vida sin miel
No hay vida sin miel
Vida sin miel
No hay vida sin miel
Vida sin miel
No hay vida sin miel

Vida sin miel
No hay vida sin miel

Vida sin miel
No hay vida sin miel
Vida sin miel
No hay vida sin miel
Vida sin miel
No hay vida sin miel

Vida sin miel

2. Gift (No Woman Knows)

beginning:

Lying alone on the bed

with her long hair tangled

she burns for the smell and weight
of the one who first touched it

at a different part of the morning

as | was walking through the heat

| stopped and laughed at the joke G-d gave us
a joke and gift, (almost) too sweet

no woman knows how really beautiful they are
no female in the entire world

passing every resented mirror

they curse the imperfect girl

no woman knows how perfect they are
with each bit of soul they see on their face
it's a gift for us guys, you know
perpetuates this human race

lying alone on the bed
she burns for the one who first touched her



what a gift G-d's given us guys
we should both laugh and cry

2

since her body is forgotten by the one

who had promised to come

she herself, lying there

wonders, and doubts, if her body still exists

no woman knows how beautiful she is

no woman doesn't scowl at those earlobes, those eyebrows
no woman sees the perfection, G-d's perfection

each woman's sexual differences

yeah, it's G-d's gift to us guys

without it, they'd never bother with us
and G-d's gift to women

is the power to be blind to so much of us

no woman sees how graceful she is

no woman sees the stunning beauty

no woman really sees how perfect she is
no woman

since her body is forgotten by one
she no longer believes in it

it's G-d's joke for us guys

and it's a beautiful, sad, sweet gift

ending:

look at the dusk light gathering

it doesn't appear, it was here all along

like the way my hand craves the slope of your skin
like my breath forms this music (song?)

like the night confessing it's secrets
she fucks with the rhythm of the dusk

no woman can grasp how beautiful they are
and loving them, I'm half crying

| have a daughter, | love my wife.... there are tears...

look at the dusk dusk and heat gathering

it doesn't really appear, it was here

like the way my hand craves the scent of your skin
like my breath forms this evening

like the light confessing it's secrets
she sighs with the rhythm of the sunset

no female gets how beautiful they are....

3. Another Autumn Forms

another autumn formed into her life
as it swept through the city street nights

and she felt it more in the quality of the gold light
than in the slight frost on her walls and her skin

yeah, another season in which she'd use her shadows
to fight against the dark, kinda'

and as the guy laughed into her body
a thousand dancers were released in her pulse

and there was this song (a beautiful minor key) waiting in her breath
for the right laughing guy to release

y'know, she said to her friend
half the world needs to hear calm in ordered songs

in which every note's in the illusion of place

and half the world needs to hear itself in dissonance
amusical truth made of rhythmic cross talk, gorgeous mistakes,
glass braking from
the streets, voices from the next apartment, a truthful, cluttered song....
people like me...



4. Como en Vietnam

Esta bien querer los colores del amanecer
aun sabiendo que el dia siguiente te va a romper
como en Vietnam

solo me dejarfa

como en Vietnam

rota y herida

para que vea el mundo

querfa olvidar pero
dejé un anillo en la bafiera

las guitarras a lo lejos se dejan
y me quedo aqui, con frio

no gritan a los ratas en poder

hay que aprender a engafiarlas

aprender a engafarlas manteniendote con lo tuyo
verdadero

queria dejarme rota
como en Vietnam
dejarme herida

para que vea el mundo
cuanto dafio deja
cuando se echa

podemos rompernos

5. No Baby (1)

No Baby (repeat)

6. The Savage Dawn In Her Glance
(Music and Autobiography)

1

The way she wears the knowledge of the savage dawn in her glance
Oh.. that woman's look...

s0 much music in each word she didn't say

s0 much music in the way she didn't say them

(bridge)

music of the congas

coming from the park down the street

more music in the distance

than in the palm on the skin

music from the piano

coming from down the hall

more music from the way it comes through the walls
than in the playing

keeping watch for the savage dawn
sheltered by the music of her touch

2
no music can be fiction
she whispered to the night
and the grace of her movement
like that of all women and girls
proved that she was right

music in the disonance

that forms the truth

music in cross rhythms

that collide and don't reconcile
music in the edges

that refuse their names

music in the verbs

that she shakes from silence

keeping watch for the savage dawn
comforted by the music of her sweat



3

| can give myself to her

in her own music

singing into her ear and dreams
as she sleeps so sweetly

music of the congas

coming from the park down the street

more music in the distance

than in the palm on skin

music from the TV

in the next apartment

more music from the way the couple screams
ateach other

waiting, laughing for the judgemental dawn
lying in the music of her legs

ending:

more music in the subway nights
than in swallowed scales

more music in the patience

of your calm, moving fingers

she said she needed

to make a music that quoted nothing from before
something moving moonward

in the shape of the sea

| laughed and said

| didn't understand what she meant

but | did

7. Suefios da Vida Colonial (Dreams of a

Colonial Life)
lyrics by Kip Hanrahan and Roberto Poveda

stories of stories of a colonial life

are really dreams of a life that's coming, later,
everywhere, a life stumbling forward

with the bill and the final accounting that comes and goes
and that doesn't know where it will be in the rest that goes on
sometimes the flow is different from what you think

and so is the bill, and the accounting.

Reality could be a dream that progresses on the skin

it's a dream that can be far from you at the same time

far from the immensity

Reality could be a dream that goes on by itself, alone
inthe way it starts, ends, begins again,

inthe mark left by a glass of beer on the table top

that fades away, disappears, a smiling ghost. ...

and when it ends, you get the bill...

So, she tells me this in the deepest blue day

and in that deep blue is a women who knows the moon's tears.
And she knows how to weigh the dreams of that sleep in the
deepest blue day,

like the dreams of a colonial life,

one that's coming, later, or now...

bellow is the words sung by Roberto in Spanish:

Cuentos de cuentos

de la vida colonial

suefios de vida

que va mas alla

donde quiera avansa la vida

la cuenta y el cufio final del pasado
que vay que viene y que va

y que no sabe donde estara en

el pasado que va



Amenudo la cosa
suelen ser distinta de
lo que piensas tl

la realidad

€s un suefio que va
sobre la piel

s un suefio que esta
lejos de ti

lejos de la inmensidad
la realidad es un suefio que va
solo

todo se empieza

todo termina

todo comienza

en la huella que queda, que queda
que pasay que vuela

al terminar

una cuenta pasar

solo

8. Kuduro of Assassins and Laughter

So, the deserted wrecks of the General Motors, and the
other factories in Detroit

are like the deserted crusader forts in the Middle East
"-yeah, the same physical echoes of dark movement",
she said...

50, they can take whatever they can name

s, they can take whatever they understand
but they can't take what they don't understand
they can't take my laughing at them

they can take my drums

they can take my property

they can take my friends

they can take my freedom to move

but they can't take my laughing at them
and if | think in gold
Il be steel

So Negro returns home and the Cuban customs guy
and sneers "Welcome home, MISTER",

not "Welcome home, Compadre”

and Alredo returns home and the customs guy laughs
“Welcome home PROFFESSOR",

no longer “Compadre”. ...

"and where have you been? Professor?"

"where have you been, PROFESSOR?"

9. Obviously Spring (Evora)

Stop smelling like sex

stop moving like sex

she called from the balcony
and laughed

don't come up the stairs
don't find that my room's unlocked
my sweet

she laughed in spite at the dark
before | entered her room

and when she stroked at my skin
no longer had skin

she made the night breathe for us
she made the night breathe with us
and rhythm

the dark

with us

with sex

with us

stop breathing like sex



as | drank from her neck
like the reason lying here
can't stop laughing at the dark

we made the darkness move slow

we had the night move for us

we had the room sweat for us

we made the time bend for us

we made the night breathe with us

we made the night sweat for us

we made the time bend with our dreams

10. You Play With The Night
With Your Fingertips

you play with the night with your fingertips
close to the dark fire

the sea of love's not a sea of water

it's a sea of dark fire

when we'll dive into the sea of love
il welcome us with loving arms

it buns away all time and fear

it burns away all names and words

it bumns away tomorrow and today
it buns away everything

but our sweat to keep us cool
except our sweat to keep us

we lie on the beach of the sea of love
it's a sea of dark fire

we roll with the tide as it kisses our skin
and invites us to dive

a sea of dark fire
sea of love

the sea of love doesn't wash things away
it cleans by burning

names, words, today, tomorrow,

sea of dark, embracing fire

the moon sees it's reflection on the sea of dark flames
and wonders why it feels so at home
sea of dark flames

moon sees it's reflections

inthe sea

and wonders why it feels so at home
in dark flames

she won't know what she'll find down there
under the waves of heat and surrender

but everything will be just right

everything else will have been burned away

as you watch the dancers on the floor

they move their hips with the rhythms of the waves
but they're not the waves of water

they're the waves of the sea of love

the sea of dark fire

11. Unfinished Dawn

there

along your pulse

along the muscle - your heart
there's a long scar -

the rest of you is perfect

put your arms around me
together, we'll outsleep the darkness
out sleep the night...



12. At Home in the Night

If he comes from hell

you can't frighten him with ashes

The Cuban customs guy laughs at the Cuban passport
"Welcome home, MISTER!"

no longer "Comrade”

laughs the real traitor to the revolution

but it doesn't really matter

While here in New York

the Jinns run in night gangs

and beat up the angels

for not committing the right crimes

and if we come from ashes

you can't frighten us with hell

but they're the real traitors to the possibilities
but it doesn't really matter

While lovers in the air

fly above the city

with the night at our feet
and sweat on our lips

but we're really OK,

no, we're not really OK. . ..

0On a moonless night,

your smile reflects the moonlight,
and the crimes the angels showed us
taught us to fly within the night

but stay within the night

To fly away, like shadows in the night
like lovers at home in the night. ..

But we still have Eric Dolphy, Chico Buarque, Lou Reed,

Pannalal Ghosh,

and we know we're not alone in the night
But if we come from ashes,

you can't frighten us with "hell"

and if we come from hell,
you can't frighten us with ashes
you know

13. War News From Inside the City

Their war and their peace are almost the same thing
to us down here

| know, ‘cause either | heard if from my grandfather
or | read it in the evening heat

or it was apparent in the night

and the bed between us

hey, each war is really a war against women and children
you know that all the time

and in this city from which the rich have already escaped
and their pedigree dogs now howl and rip up the streets

and the kids show that they're strong

by hating themselves with even more intensity than power does
and the street kids show they're stronger

by destroying themselves with even greater strength than the
power can...

isn't that right, Xiomara?

S0, in towards the end,

we make this music, these songs,
to prove that the heart is close
but the world is closer

and we show our teeth at it

and we curse at it's closeness,

and we're proud of our defiance

but we still need to see our parents' light under our bedroom door
we still need to know they're there to be defied...



and these songs are produced to prove
to ourselves

that our heart's close

but the world is closer....

like the night confessing it's secrets
you fuck with the rhythm of another dusk

look at the dusk dusk and heat gathering

it doesn't really appear, it was here

like the way my hand craves the scent of your skin
like my breath forms this evening

like the light confessing it's secrets
she sighs with the rhythm of the sunset

Inacity like this

where the rich have gone away

their pedigree dogs

roam the streets at the end of each day

14. Shadow of the Unfinished Dawn

instrumental

15. Unfinished Dusk

Every dusk is unfinished

because women walk differently

every dusk is unfinished

because women look into space differently
every dusk in unfinished

because women are still differently

every dusk is unfinished

because women are sad differently

every dusk is unfinished

because women cry in their sleep

every dusk is unfinished

because women show ecstasy on their faces and necks
differently

when they come

every dusk in unfinished

because women smell differently when they're lost
and I'm lost in wonder

and I'm lost in memorizing the differences

and I'm lost in dreaming about the differences

and every dusk is unfinished

because every dusk allows me to smell the differences
deeper

and deeper into my body

and deeper into my dreams

and there's a method by which the girl discards the day
and the scent of it's laughs

and breathes only in the light of the sunset

of the unfinished

and unfinishing

dusk

16. Clean Charm Amongst Evil

so the military contractor plays with the soap while taking a bath
he pulls it under the water, and laughs when it pops back up
it's so sweet, tender and childlike an image

that does nothing to change the darkness and destruction in
his pulse

and in the backround

he listens to jazz

which once sounded like defiance

but now is the soundtrack to the arrogance of money



17. Need

just needed
to know
her angel

needed to know
who
she danced with

that rhythm
that dark

needed to know
through

my touch

through my skin
through my breath

needed to know
through

my touch

through my skin
through my breathing

needed to know which
dark rhythm

her angel made her feel
comfortable (at home) with

needed
deeply

needed to make her feel safe enough
to feel (while dreaming)

to feel safe enough

to dance with that

dark rhythm

learned from
from her dark angel

her dreams
dark night

needed to know
through

my touch
through my skin
through the night

needed to know
through

my scent

through my skin
through her dreaming

18. No Baby (2)

No Baby (repeat)
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Sharazard (Kip Hanrahan)
instrumental
Shahrazade (opening) (Kip Hanrahan / Mike Cain)

The Arabian Nights Entertainment

Carmen: no, maybe it's of this heat, this night wasn't formed by darkness, but of
this heat... and | was sitting against the side of my window in the Bronx, this night,
trying to remember what the heat was like in Los Angeles and why it was so
different from the heat in the Bronx, and why different nights and days were
formed by it, and why each city sounded different and why the sounds, the
acoustics formed different nights and different spaces between people..., ...oetween
lovers, ....but there were still things | wanted him to know, or | wanted his body to
know, so while we were still lying on the floor, and as | licked the sweat from his
neck and lips, and it tasted like the best fucking wine, the deepest and most
complicated wine, | started telling him stories to keep him there,

the first couple | told with my body, and he understood it with his, and the sounds
in the room confirmed it,

| wanted to tell him secrets just with the tone of my voice, not with what | said or
anything...

| wanted him to understand, no, | wanted his body to understand that, ...

| knew that | couldn't let him leave, that Id" loose everything, so | started telling him
the story of...

—— A Thousand Nights and a Night (1-Red Night) / Kip Hanrahan (ewac 1036)

Kuduro of Assassins and Laughter (Horacio”El Negro”Hernandez, Kip Hanrahan)
Need (Brandon Ross, Kip Hanrahan)
No Baby (Steve Lacy)

The Savage Dawn In Her Glance (Music and Autobiography) (Steve Swallow,
Kip Hanrahan, Fernando Saunders)

lyrics are available on other pages of this booklet.

—— At Home in Anger / Kip Hanrahan (ewac 1061)



Busses From Heaven (Kip Hanrahan, Horacio"El Negro”Hernandez, Steve Swallow)

here in heaven the bus'll take you anywhere

— "Algiers, Maputo, Taos"”

British Leyland'll take us away

— "it's heaven”

put your hand in mine, my tongue in your mouth again

— "we're in heaven,”

here from heaven Leyland'll take us today

you don't just shout, you just have to care

— "go'on put that finger out... or leg out, like the movies of heaven...”
here from heaven, the bus'll take us there

—"(to stay, if we want)”

—"- with American Blackwater guards guarding the gates of heaven, of course...”
here in heaven the busses are all English made

— "British Leyland, it says right in front”

they'll take us to China, if we just say

— "it's heaven - Venice? Recife?”

put your hopes in mine, my tongue in your...

— " we're in heaven, - “

here from worker's heaven Leyland'll take us any day
busses wait on the side of the road

— " just put that leg out...”

the bus to Singapore will stop when we call...

— "a bus from the worker's heaven, it's easy...

here from heaven the bus'll take you anywhere

— “N'Orleans, Marsailles, Vera Cruz?"”

worker's Leyland'll take us away

— "check the front..."

put your hope in mine, my tongue in your mouth again

— "“yeah, we're in heaven,”

here from heaven Leyland'll take us today

— "just ask Negro... ”

you don't just shout, you just have to care

— "go'on put that leg out... like the movies...”

here from heaven, the Leyland'll take us players to where?,
— "to Venice, girl.... to Roma... to Luanda., to Mumbai, to the Bronx? - Botafogo?
Miami? Paris?”

— "to a place where we're alone”



Xio:

here from heaven, a Leyland will take me to the arms of an American lover, maybe
to the arms of the sweet night..

a beautiful Leyland from heaven...

— "the first song, yeah, she realizes that love is an investment in promises

-and each verse - so, she catches the Leyland bus outside of Camaguay to—Venice
-— to Roma — to The Bronx, — to the lights of the TV set in California — to the
arms of the American lover...." - sung in Spanish by Xio ?

ah, Laylands

so cool the bus that takes us away

so sweet the love that takes us

so sweet the sex that names us

so sweet the dreams that own us - that claim us
so clear the promises among us, girl

so sweet the music that names us

so cool the Leyland bus that takes us away

to someplace that isn't here

to someplace closer to the night

to someplace closer to home

so sweet the distant cities of light

just ask the Cubans waiting for the bus, man
so sweet the music that names us

so sweet the bus that takes us away

how warm each promise from a guy
to hold you tight and protect the night

spoken:
OK, let me answer the driving lesson, no, you don't pick players by the
instrument...... like....

what's the strongest force in the Universe: not gravity, but jelousy.



Night Cumbia (Kip Hanrahan, Steve Swallow)

Night began
in Essoeira
shadows swirled
through Essoeira
| wore that night
in Essoeira
lush and tight,
in Essoeira

| saw him lean

against the shadows
and by the scent

of honey in his sweat:

| saw the moon

and in it's brilliance

I knew myself, inside out

every choice |'d make

would make perfect dark sense
stripped of words

stripped of doubt

| knew my body'd
be telling him stories
like Shahrazade before the
night fled

| watched the moon

and init's smile

| felt in knew me

every part of me was clear

and whatever | did

for the need to taste it

could be done without a trace of fear

Night began
in Essoeira
night filled the streets

the Essoeira
| wore that night
in Essoeira
the shadows glowed
in Essoeira

But in this fire

of deep eyes and laughter
| wore the night

tight around my wrist

| saw the moon
and | knew myself
inside out

| knew myself

| saw the moon

and understood every part
of myself

from my eyes to my heart

| watched the moon

and in it's smile

it understood

every part of me was clear

and whatever | needed to do

to taste the salt and honey on his lips
could be done without cold or fear

Here in this fire of deep eyes and laughter
the air's made of gold
and the heart's made of mirrors

Night began
in Essoeira
shadows swirled
through Essoeira
| wore that night
in Essoeira
lush and tight



in Essoeira

Night began
in Essoeira
night filled the streets
the Essoeira
| wore that night
in Essoeira
the shadows glowed
in Essoeira

| fell asleep thinking of him, and he came to me,
If I had known it was only a dream | would never
have woke up...

If love has no color, why is my body stained
when you leave in the morning?

One Summer Afternoon (for Gil Evans)
(Steve Swallow, Kip Hanrahan, Brandon Ross)

The 15 year old girl

sends her lover home,
unfulfilled

and buries her face in her hands,
in the city dusk

and cries

so helplessly,

perfectly

while she cries

she can't possibly know
she's just reached

the edge of a beauty

that will change the breath
of everyone who sees her
for the next years....

everything

in this G-d and worker's world
is in its place

right in it's place

nothing in this worker's world
is out of place,

or can't be put in place

as he's escorted off the site
the fired worker,

an honest worker
smashes his lying
foreman's face

into the steel beams
he had worked

and in his smile

in his anger

shines a calm

a justified calm

everything

in this G-d and worker's world
isinit's place

right in it's place

nothing in this worker's world
is out of place,

or can't be put in place

Real Time and Beautiful Scars
(Kip Hanrahan, Brandon Ross, Leo Nocentelli)

hours turned and shattered, and fell away
the hours scattered
to the farthest corners of the night

real time is kept in the body
you said

and you slipped away

to sleep

and | watched you breathe



and as | watched you sleep
your breathing set time

and as you slept
each beautiful scar
each georgeous scar
on your skin

in your breathe

was loved by G-d
loved by G-d

and treasured by me

I'd give anything

everything

to watch you sleep

to hold you hear

watch you breathe

measure time by your breath
to protect you

for all your life

as each breathe

measured real time that night
it was oceans, not hours
since we made love

maybe revenge,

maybe beauty

come from the same place
maybe Negro's right

that rhythm makes order in light

but with each breathe you take
while asleep in my arms

real time is marked

and each breathe orders the night

as | watched you breathe
‘could be the most perfect music
is the sound of a tear

as it rolls down a young girl's cheek
“yeah a shining rhythm against a magic surface”

hours turned and shattered, and fell away
the hours scattered
to the farthest corners of the night

real time is kept

in the body, you said
and as she slipped away
into sleep

Salt in the Mozambique Evening (Glasgow, for
Jack Bruce) (Kip Hanrahan, Dafnis Prieto)

It's sweet on my lips

the traces of your love
forcing me to try and grip
the traces of the day

please come back
please come back
please come back to stay

The ghosts in my eyes
these echoes of desire
The resistance to lies
his resonance of you
these traces of the day

please come back
please come back
please come back to stay

I'll sing you a Russian lullaby

I'll invent flowers and name them all for you
| won't ask you to cry for me

I'll tear you open

I'll love you



These ghosts in my eyes
The remains of your song
I'll be true
I AM true

The Girl That Won't Resolve (Kip Hanrahan)

full moon

so bright

each unsaid thought
is light

this night

makes clear

the girl

that won't resolve

the girl
that won't
that won't
that can't
resolve

The night

solved by light

crawling through the blinds
behind our bed

behind our bed

full moon

Her rage shines
the edge defined
the calm moon
involved

the girl that won't
resolve

—— Beautiful Scars / Kip Hanrahan (ewsac 1060)

INDIA SONG (Marguerite Duras, Carlos d'Alessio)

Chanson,

Toi qui ne veux rien dire
Toi qui me parles d'elle

Et toi qui me dis tout

0O, toi,

Que nous dansions ensemble
Toi qui me parlais d'elle
D'elle qui te chantait

Toi qui me parlais d'elle
De son nom oublié

De son corps, de mon corps
De cet amour la

De cet amour mort
Chanson,

De ma terre lointaine

Toi qui parleras d'elle
Maintenant disparue

Toi qui me parles d'elle
De son corps effacé

De ses nuits, de nos nuits
De ce désir la

De ce désir mort
Chanson,

Toi qui ne veux rien dire
Toi qui me parles d'elle

Et toi qui me dit tout

Et toi qui me dit tout

—— coup de téte / Kip Hanrahan (ewsac 1007)

A Model Bronx childhood. (Kip Hanrahan)

As the cops threw him in the back seat
he could taste the warm blood fill his mouth,

and he wondered how he'd look with a broken nose,

and if his left arm was broken, too.

And if the cops would find his knife or Carlito's knife in



the bushes.

And he closed his eyes real tight,

and this rhythm filled his mind.

And he closed his eyes tighter and he smiled.
And this was the rhythm he heard

all the ride down to the station house,

all that night and the next few days.

Listen to it carefully:

so sweet and even.

The first and last to love me (2, December)
(Kip Hanrahan)

That early evening may have reflected your
evasiveness,

and the way you didn't make that phone call:

it smelled like sex.

| wanted you to miss my touch
no
| wanted you to miss my touch
no
| wanted you to miss my touch
no
| wanted you to miss my touch

I'm just trying to make myself clear.

I'd make love to you on the floor

and I'll make love to you half out of the dark
and it'd be the first and last time

I'd ever make love.

That early clearness may have reflected you
evasiveness,

and the way you didn't watch me:

it tasted like sex.

| wanted you to miss my taste
no

| wanted you to miss my taste
no
| wanted you to miss my taste
no
| wanted you to miss my taste

I'm just trying to make myself clear.

| love you in my absence,

and | love you in your own eyes,

and it'd be the first and last time | ever loved.

—— Days and Nights of Blue Luck Inverted/ Kip Hanrahan (ewsac 1012)

“...at the same time, as the subway train was
pulling out of the station...” (Kip Hanrahan)

At the same time...

At the same time, the same movement of the moon...
Possibly at the same time...

As the subway train was pulling out of the station, |
saw my reflection in the window of the door | was
leaning against, and it was this... thorny... dark...
self-contradictory silhouette... and in its meanness...
its self-contradictoriness... its internal dissonance... it
was somehow... noble. Yeah... and proud...

“...faith in the pants, not in the prick...”
(Vallejo's Folk Song); (Kip Hanrahan)

Faith in the heat, but not in the summer

faith in the silver

faith in the bottle, but not in the rum

faith in the dark

faith in the pants, but not in the prick

off the color of luck
and in yourself alone, self alone, faith in yourself
in yourself alone, faith in yourself...



faith in the glasses, but not in the eye
faith in green
faith in the staircase, but not in the stairs
faith in stone
faith in the wings, but not in the bird
faith in red
and in yourself alone, yourself alone,
faith in yourself
yourself alone, self alone...

faith in the many, no longer in the one
faith in blue
faith in the riverbed, never in the current
faith in gold
faith in the window, not in the door
faith in mathmatics
faith in the mother, never in the nine months
faith in glare
faith in the luck, never in the golden dice
faith in a darker red
and in yourself alone, faith in yourself
in yourself alone, alone, faith in yourself
yourself alone, self alone,
faith in yourself, self alone...

“...look, the moon..."(Kip Hanrahan)

Look, the moon,

It shines on the side of your face as you press
me against the wall

Look, the moon,

It's one eye of something large watching us as
we perform for her

Perform for her...

Look, the moon,

It's the stillness | focus on, over your shoulder,
to contrast with this motion

Look, the moon,

It's the silver light on your shoulder and hair that

forms the most beautiful moving image
Look, the moon,

It's as round and feminine a form as this yambu we're

moving to
Look, the moon,

The sky turns dark so fast, the moon'’s a negative

echo of the sun.
We've invented the idea of dusk to compensate...

“...she turned so that maybe a third of her face
was in this fuckin' beautiful half-light...”
(Kip Hanrahan)

She turned

so that maybe a third of her face
was in this fuckin beautiful

half light

and just for that second

just for that fuckin' half second

| could swear that this fear
around her eyes

around her mouth

in her hands

dissolved into this...

| don't know... this wonder, yeah...
luminous.... wonder

Just for that second

as her hands moved up my arms
just for that fucking second

she was so beautiful

so fucking beautiful

If I knew what muscles to relax
If I knew how to...
| would have cried...



“...when | lose myself in the darkness and
pain of love, no, this love...” (Kip Hanrahan)

Hey, liar

| believe every word you say

And | will go on believing them

Rubbing them against my skin like eucalyptus
Hey, believer

I'm doing my best to deceive you

But it's like throwing a handful of sand at you
When you're far away

Hey, fireman

When your anger’s impenetrable

I'll smile at you

And love it

Hey, lover

We're luminously compatible

We both draw blood the same way

You talk to me with words and | talk to you with emotions
Hey, sweetheart

| told you it was the size of your prick

But that was to entertain you

It was really the light on the side of your face

("when | loose myself in the darkness and pain
of love, no, this love, it's like being one of those
little guppies, swallowed by their mother, I'm

returning to the warmth from where | came...”)

—— TENDERNESS / Kip Hanrahan (ewsac 1016)

Leijia's Game (Astor Piazzolla)
instrumental

-—— The Rough Dancer And The Cyclical Night (Tango
Apasionado) / Astor Piazzolla  (ewsac 1019)
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