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Coffee


the first song




this is the first song

that played in my head

the first time i saw you

undressed in my bed

with blood on your fingers


in nervous delight

you mocked my impatience


and convicted my pride




this is the first song 



that played in my mind

the first time we swayed

in the pale moonlight

unable to stop

unable to speak

we just kept on moving

cheek to cheek 




the first song of love

the first song of hate

the song that helped us

to communicate

it’s c and f

and then f and c

oh, i love you baby

why can’t you see




this is the first song

that played in my mind

the last time we swayed

in the pale moonlight

unable to talk

unable to feel

we just kept on moving

chill to chill




this is the last song

that pulsed in my brain

the night you told me

our love was in vain

i said, "what does it mean,


and how do you know?

is it a sexual problem?"

and you answered, "no"





the first song of love

the first song of hate

the song that helped us

to communicate

it’s c and f

and then f and c

oh, i love you baby

why can’t you see


sheila




got a song for sheila as i watch her sleep

got a song for sheila as i watch her sleep

my mind is shadowed by 

the birthmark on her lip




she’s got a man in memphis, a man in n.y.c.

she’s got a man in memphis, a man in n.y.c.

she sleeps between the devil

and the deep blue sea




the waves caress her body, the devil weaves her sin

the waves caress her body, the devil weaves her sin

the southern winds inflame her

in a pornographic spin 




got a song for sheila as i watch her sleep

got a song for sheila as i watch her sleep

my mind is shadowed by

the birthmark on her lip


orchards of arcadia




the ladies’ world is frightful

it’s never what it seems

some women are like hissing snakes

that coil around your dreams

the others are like butterflies

the ones you’ll never catch

no matter how you follow them

no matter how you stretch




that’s what my captain told me

with his dying breath

if only i had listened then

i wouldn’t end up in this mess

of course the girls are pretty

they know it like we do

they’ll dance you to the gallows

and make your fears come true




inside the gates of heaven

(if only it exists)

you’ll meet all of them beauties

cold-hearted nameless nymphs

and tempting you with nectars

that come from evermore

they’ll escort you to the courtroom

for your last encore


crooked stars




i was brought up in st. louis

by the san francisco rain

bought a ticket for a cruise

never coming back again




cause a girl named rita collins

doesn’t seem to treat me right

when she left collecting coins

thought she must have lost her mind




now the sky is split with thunder

people trade each other’s time

never even seem to wonder

if the world’s past its prime




"are you scared of growing older?"

said rebecca to ramon

and he answered through his boredom

"i regret now being born"




there were seven rebel riders

and eleven crooked stars

they were rising up to guide us

now they’re fallen on the grass




"travel, travel everybody"

cried maria from the stage

"find a place to dwell and study

fall in love and get engaged"




still, no stranger came to listen

to the words this dreamer said

they had plenty of good reasons

not to get up from their bed




cause nobody likes it simple

everybody needs to strive

never argue with the people

just to make them feel alive




sleepy dancers left the party

when i heard my darling say

"you ain’t no mahatma gandhi

do not give yourself away




your beloved rita collins

she will never treat you right

she ain’t left collecting coins

she left looking for pride"


if god is everything (and everything is god)




if god is everything and everything is god

does it still matter what is true and what is not




how shall we shoulder this shabbiness we’ve got

if god is everything and everything is god




if god is everything and everything is god

where is the borderline between a little and a lot




why are we trying so hard to tear his world apart

if god is everything and everything is god




if god is everything and everything is god

could we discern his face in every stone we cut




and feel his presence in each filthy work of art

if god is everything and everything is god




if god is everything and everything is god

what hides behind the solemn curtain of a heart




shall we condemn ourselves for every war we start

if god is everything and everything is god


in her eyes




in her eyes i found the beauty

of the world that was on fire

when she cut my heart with splendour

and bewildered my desire

and she offered me protection

while the snakes around were hissing

and she said, "beware the kindness,

nothing happens for no reason"




in her eyes i found the mercy

rough as cure and pure as healing

and i knelt to kiss her shadow

in the dim light of the evening

cause the cross i had to carry

and the stars i had to follow

scarcely even seemed to matter

on the pathway to the gallows




in her eyes i found the answers

to the fundamental questions

when she took my arm and showed me

the low valleys of love’s pleasures

in a moment she got naked

and the source of life came open

and the flowers, they were blooming

and the foreign winds were blowing




in her eyes i found the music

all the symphonies of sorrow

all the melodies of freedom

all the choirs of tomorrow

now she dances in the moonlight

and the river banks are weeping

and the mountain tops are sighing

and the flood is just beginning


too many people




there are too many people

yet they all seem to know

how to suffer for love 

and not to follow the flow

there are too many people

and too many lies

and too many objects 

they must criticize




there are too many people

they all seem to care

for what’s happening out there 

but there’s no one to dare

there are too many hunters 

sharpening the knives

and too many husbands 

disregarding their wives




there are too many people

walking under a spell

talking about nothing 

to the wishing well

there are too many people 

staring at the main course

some are going to get married

some prepare for divorce




there are too many people 

waiting there for a sign

some are beaten and wounded

some are deaf, dumb and blind

there are too many outcasts

desperate and mad

some get ready for dying

some are already dead




there are too many people 

quietly turning away

from the eyes in the mirror 

and the laws of decay

there are too many people 

searching for a good price

and too many products 

they must advertise




there are too many people 

without a real choice

cussing and fussing

making all of that noise

there are too many servants 

and too many kings

and too many rumours 

about everything




there are too many people

and you’re one of them

so predictably lonely 

in your own bethlehem

there are too many people 

out for mercy and blood

scorned by the devil

abandoned by god




there are too many people

only making the rounds

from the dining room tables 

to the old battlegrounds

there are too many people 

so hopelessly small

but the european union 

is open for all


drought




what happened to the summer rain

what happened to the stars

what happened to the homebound train

the gambling days and cards

what happened to this old refrain

long-buried in the ground

what happened to the summer rain

drought




what happened to the crying sea

and to the bandit skies

what happened to my used-to-be

her milk and cherry pies

what happened to the old oak tree

and to this magic trout

what happened to the tragic sea

drought




what happened to the girls i knew

what happened to their charms

what happened to red, white and blue

on the rocky roads of france

what happened to the restless few

who oppose this crazy crowd

what happened to the love i knew

drought




what happened to the summer rain

what happened to the stars

what happened to the useless pain

and to this shameless farce

that makes us wonder and complain

what was it all about

what happened to the summer rain

drought


the old café




i’m stranded in the old café 

waiting for my coffee

and i wonder how many souls 

had waited there before me

ladies passing down the street

splendid in the summer heat

they glance at me and turn their coffee eyes away




i’m tired of doing things i hate

sick of this endless sundown

but i have no other place to go

and still i wait for someone

can’t forget her fingertips

her gypsy eyes and cracked lips

and everything in this café reminds me of that day




sister, won’t you come 

and see me in this lonesome place

i’m scared of being myself 

and tired of being someone else

the age of lust is almost gone

it’s getting hard to be alone

they dim the lights and chamber music starts to play


brown-skinned woman




got a brown-skinned woman 

and i love the way she walks

got a brown-skinned woman 

and i love the way she walks

she’s a boxcar angel

that everybody knows




when she calls my name 

my heart gets soft and shy

when she calls my name 

my heart gets soft and shy

but when she gets suspicious

i can’t help but cry




got a brown-skinned woman

the one who cares for me

got a brown-skinned woman

the one who cares for me

she makes me feel like someone

i wasn’t born to be




with the eyes of a phoenix

and a mouth that leaves me glad

with the eyes of a phoenix

and a mouth that leaves me glad

she gives me all her loving

when she’s down in my bed




got a brown-skinned woman

she’s always on my mind

got a brown-skinned woman

she’s always on my mind

now anywhere i go

she’s never far behind


pompeii blues




the looking glass is broken

the echoes of the past

remind you of the future days 

that already have passed

the rivers of her body

the obstacles and clues

won’t ever leave the places 

where angels played the blues




you’re walking in the gardens 

of silence and despair

the visions of her nakedness 

appear in the air

before the blinded animals 

the soldiers of the rhone

go marching down the empty streets 

of weeping babylon




you see the ancient fountains 

at the break of day

dead flowers, hearts and turtles

the sky is autumn gray

the time is sailing backwards

the ghosts of merchant ships

are guided in oblivion 

by the blessing from her lips




and with the band of pilgrims 

you pass the gates of dawn

there you see your pale aurora 

laughing from her throne

the tremor in her laughter 

unveils the ruins of time

as she tells you to come closer 

and taste her milk and wine




the voices of pompeii 

are pounding in your head

nobody’s ever told you 

the nights could be like that

her flesh is like a cavern

reptiles are crawling in

the black smoke is a-rising 

from volcanoes of her skin




another war is coming

the dam will break again

they say they found the answer

the reason for her pain

but the harmony’s trembled

the canvas of the night

is slaughtered by the painter’s hand 

with a subtle morning light


betrayed




betrayed by a woman and by a friend

i’m fooling around with the skull in my hand

the sky’s like an ocean, the air is mild

and it looks like it’s going to be raining tonight




the winds of missouri, they blow in my face

i’m losing my patience, my conscience and faith

in what i believed to be rightful and true

there are plenty of things that a madman can do




if i force myself into the life of regret

will i have to forgive what i couldn’t forget

the bird in my pocket is dead, now i know

that it’s time to lay down my arrow and bow




the flag on my shoulders, the dust on my shoes

there are too many paths and just one i can choose

my daughter is seven, my son’s only four

if i’m really their dad, i can’t tell anymore 




betrayed by a woman and by a friend

i’m fooling around with the skull in my hand

the sky’s like an ocean, the air is mild

and it looks like it’s going to be raining tonight


rainy night in chicago




a rainy night in chicago

enough to keep your profile low

the orphans are chewing tobacco 

where the factory winds seldom blow




sometimes i sleep on the sidewalk

with a bottle of gin in my hand

sharing the silent monologue

with the hobos, the hookers, the damned




skinny marcus has died as a poet

with a tremendous mark of a thief

there’s a picture i found in his wallet

of somebody’s lost child, i believe




the strip clubs are closed till tomorrow

there ain’t nothing to worry about

’cept the traces of heart-breaking sorrow

on the edge of a mystical sound




the dealer is coming on monday

to check out the scars on my skin

he’s aware i’m in trouble with money

so, my friends, i’m going all in


gentle song (to ease the pain)




clouds of smoke, pink champagne

beams of laughter, driving rain

oh my love, now it’s clear

it felt so good when you were near




can’t explain

how much i miss

your tender touch

your morning kiss

the only thing

that will remain

this gentle song

to ease the pain




masquerades of siamese twins

exquisite sounds of mandolins

oh my love, you held me tight

in canyons of the street blue light




can’t explain

how much i miss

your tender touch

your morning kiss

the only thing

that will remain

this gentle song

to ease the pain




sangria moon above the land

the orchids that we used to send

now all is faded, passed and gone

’cept echoes of our liaison


whiskey moonlight




my head is exploding

my heart is on fire

drifting blindfolded

like an ape on the wire

i can’t see no future

my conscience is gone

sweet martha is dancing 

to a rock-n-roll song




her mind is surreal 

and smooth like a snake

whatever she gives you

is whatever you’ll take

a wandering beast

in whiskey moonlight

the messenger says 

that she’s out of her mind




the back seat of a taxi

it’s raining all night

she says, "how d’you feel?"


and you cheat her, "alright"


the cabin looks ghostly

like a smoky saloon

on the wheels of adam

and eve’s honeymoon


like a thief




like a thief i stole your beauty

and i turned it into gold

for the poets of the future

to desire and behold

in the orchards of your laughter

where the mysteries unfold

like a thief i stole your beauty

and i turned it into gold




like a thief i stole your habits

and i turned them into mine

only trying to protect you

from the risks of your decline

in the lanes of sleepy darkness

where the silhouettes entwine

like a thief i stole your habits 

and i turned them into mine




there is nothing to admire

there is nothing to admit

when the century’s on fire

and the flames roll down the street

in the ruins of your empire

absolute and obsolete

there is nothing to admire

there is nothing to admit




like a thief i stole your money

and i spent it all on you

hardly noticing the changes

that your heart was going through

i was trying to make you happy

make your funny dreams come true

like a thief i stole your money

and i spent it back on you




like a thief i stole your wisdom

and i wasted it in vain

traded for the winds of fortune

and the laurels of disdain

and pretending we were strangers

walking in the driving rain

like a thief you stole my woman

and left with the morning train




there is nothing to admire
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