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Brando in Waterfront in the car doing the “I coulda been somebody” speech. Put it to a guitar. The same for Blanche in Streetcar.  The “kindness of strangers” recitation. Can’t you hear it sung?











Preface to the Da Capo Press Edition


 



At a certain point, if one is lucky, you have a collection. Not the “Best Of,” but everything, from the very beginning to now. It is interesting, as the writer, to see these lyrics, to proofread them and resist the impulse to redo them all. Translators ask for explanations of words, phrases that cannot be provided. Some things are unknown. Some questions cannot be answered. And sometimes the writing was just the rhythm and the sound and made up words with no meaning other than feeling. I have tried to remain true to all my songs. There are no favorites. I’m amazed that I can write them at all and I have no profound understanding of the process other than when I can do it it is relatively easy and when I can’t I might as well take a car engine apart.


 



My teacher Delmore Schwartz showed me the beauty of the simple phrase and I have tried to do that my whole writing life. Andy Warhol was pretty good with words as well and from him I learned a work ethic and the value of repetition. But I’d also learned that long ago from rock and roll and blues. I wanted to do these great monologues to a drum and guitar. I wanted to act the song. I wanted to write the play with the music of my heart. I love the New  York accents. The psychology of the streets. And now as I am older the terrain of meditation, the lessons to be learned. And most of all: what to write about now.


 



—Lou Reed











Introduction


Pass thru Fire


 



 



The exact line is “... Pass thru Fire licking at your lips....” My other favorite line is “... there’s a door up ahead not a wall.” There are many favorite lines of mine that run through the album “Magic and Loss.” It was originally intended to be about Magic, real magic, the ability to make oneself disappear. I had heard stories of magicians in Mexico with strange powers. I thought if I put out songs about magic they would get in touch with me and tell me their secrets. After all, people are always telling me their secrets, and I often put them in song as though they happened to me. Unfortunately two friends died of a virulent cancer within one year of each other while I was writing and so “Magic” became “Magic and Loss.” I wished for a magical way to deal with grief and disappearance. I wanted to create a music that helped with loss. It seemed we are always starting over, given a chance to deal with things again.


 



In the “New York” album I’m struck again by the interest in outside forces. “Caught between the twisted stars....” The stars are twisted, the map is faulty. Romeo Rodriguez loses his soul in someone’s rented car. A bleak environment to start out in. But predictable  enough if you believe the dictum of one of my earliest songs, “I’ll Be Your Mirror,” where the singer offers to “... reflect what you are, in case you don’t know.” That was a love song, but the ability and desire to reflect can go other places, and show us other rooms and conditions within and about us.


 



 



I have always thought my lyrics went beyond reportage and took emotional albeit nonmoral stances. In the early lyrics this was often seen as a celebration or glorification of what was commonly seen as sin. Sinful behavior and actions going unpunished. That this occurred in a recording was of itself thought sinful. A recorded cauldron of sin. This plus the backing of Andy Warhol made for an incendiary brew. I came back to these times in “Songs for Drella,” which was an attempt to give you a feeling for the times and the man and the position of respect he held in our eyes as an artist. It’s wonderful to this day to see how he manipulated and handled the press, his extreme work ethic, his attempts to stay relevant in a world geared to the latest whatever. The new generation looks to define itself and the first thing it does is throw away the prior, the old.









In Time Rocker, a play that I did with Robert Wilson, we were interested in transcending time, passing through it and its various boundaries and worlds. This type of travel meant something to me being a form of magic. We didn’t have a rented car but a time traveling fish. It brings me back to the desire in “Trade In” from “Set the Twilight Reeling” to transcend oneself to trade your very soul the very same soul that was “ ... up for sale ... ” in “Coney Island Baby.” The same Average Guy in “The Blue Mask” who put “ ... pins through the nipples in his chest and thought he was a saint.” Love and the desire for transcendence run through these songs. “The Proposition”; “Make Up My Mind”; “Wild Side” for that matter. The characters in these songs are always moving toward something, there is conflict and they try to deal with it. In “Some Kind of Love” he “... put(s) jelly on your shoulder.” While later trying to “Hang on to Your Emotion” so that you can “Set the Twilight Reeling” as the “... moon and stars sit set before my window.” The actresses relate because they’re acting. They understand the desire to see “The Bells,” to hear the announcement of transcendence and freedom. And that’s what all the lyrics are about.











The Velvet Underground & Nico
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Sunday Morning 


Sunday morning 
Brings the dawn in 
It’s just a restless feeling by my side 
Early dawning 
Sunday morning 
It’s just the wasted years so close behind 
Watch out the world’s behind you 
There’s always someone around you who will call 
It’s nothing at all


 



Sunday morning 
And I’m falling 
I’ve got a feeling I don’t want to know 
Early dawning 
Sunday morning 
It’s all the streets you crossed not so long ago 
Watch out the world’s behind you 
There’s always someone around you who will call 
It’s nothing at all


 



Sunday morning 








I’m Waiting for the Man 


I’m waiting for my man 
Twentysix dollars in my hand 
Up to Lexington 1-2-5 
Feeling sick and dirty more dead than alive 
I’m waiting for my man


 



Hey white boy, what you doin’ uptown 
Hey white boy, you chasin’ our women around 
Oh pardon me sir, it’s furthest from my mind 
I’m just lookin’ for a dear dear friend of mine 
I’m waiting for my man


 



Here he comes, he’s all dressed in black 
PR shoes and a big straw hat 
He’s never early, he’s always late 
First thing you learn is that you always gotta to wait 
I’m waiting for my man 
Up to a brownstone, up three flights of stairs 
Everybody’s pinned you but nobody cares 
He’s got the works gives you sweet taste 
Then you gotta split because you got no time to waste 
I’m waiting for my man


 



Baby don’t you holler, darlin’ don’t you ball and shout 
I’m feeling good, you know I’m gonna work it on out 
I’m feeling good, I’m feeling oh so fine 
Until tomorrow but that’s just some other time 
I’m waiting for my man 








Femme Fatale 


Here she comes 
You’d better watch your step 
She’s going to break your heart in two, it’s true 
It’s not hard to realize 
Just look into her false-colored eyes 
She’ll build you up to just put you down 
What a clown


 



 



’Cause everybody knows 
The things she does to please 
She’s just a little tease 
See the way she walks 
Hear the way she talks


 



You’re written in her book 
You’re number 37, have a look 
She’s going to smile to make you frown, what a clown 
Little boy, she’s from the street 
Before you start you’re already beat 
She’s going to play you for a fool, yes it’s true


 



’Cause everybody knows 
The things she does to please 
She’s just a little tease 
See the way she walks 
Hear the way she talks


 



She’s a femme fatale







Venus in Furs 


Shiny shiny, shiny boots of leather 
Whiplash girlchild in the dark 
Comes in bells, your servant, don’t forsake him 
Strike dear mistress and cure his heart


 



 



Downy sins of streetlight fancies 
Chase the costumes she shall wear 
Ermine furs adorn imperious 
Severin Severin awaits you there


 



I am tired, I am weary 
I could sleep for a thousand years 
A thousand dreams that would awake me 
Different colors made of tears


 



 



Kiss the boot of shiny shiny leather 
Shiny leather in the dark 
Tongue the thongs, the belt that does await you 
Strike dear mistress and cure his heart


 



 



Severin, Severin, speak so slightly 
Severin, down on your bended knee 
Taste the whip, in love not given lightly 
Taste the whip, now bleed for me


 



Shiny shiny, shiny boots of leather 
Whiplash girlchild in the dark 
Severin your servant, comes in bells, please don’t forsake him 
Strike dear mistress and cure his heart







Run Run Run 


Teenage Mary said to Uncle Dave 
I sold my soul, must be saved 
Gonna take a walk down Union Square 
You never know who you gonna find there


 



You gotta run run run run run 
Gypsy death and you 
Tell you what to do


 



Margarita Passion I had to get her fixed 
She wasn’t well, she’s getting sick 
Went to sell her soul, she wasn’t high 
Didn’t know things she could buy


 



Seasick Sarah had a golden nose 
Hard-nailed boots, wrapped around her toes 
When she turned blue, all the angels screamed 
They didn’t know, they couldn’t make the scene


Beardless Harry, what a waste 
Couldn’t even get a small-town taste 
Rode the trolleys, down to Forty-Seven 
Figured if he was good, he’d get himself to heaven


 



We gotta run run run run run 
Take a drag or two 
Run run run run run 
Gypsy death and you 
Tell you what to do







All Tomorrow’s Parties 


And what costume shall the poor girl wear 
To all tomorrow’s parties 
A hand-me-down dress from who knows where 
To all tomorrow’s parties 
And where will she go, and what shall she do 
When midnight comes around 
She’ll turn once more to Sunday’s clown and cry behind the door


 



And what costume shall the poor girl wear 
To all tomorrow’s parties 
Why silks and linens of yesterday’s gowns 
To all tomorrow’s parties 
And what will she do with Thursday’s rags 
When Monday comes around 
She’ll turn once more to Sunday’s clown and cry behind the door


 



And what costume shall the poor girl wear 
To all tomorrow’s parties 
For Thursday’s child is Sunday’s clown 
For whom none will go mourning


 



A blackened shroud 
A hand-me-down gown 
Of rags and silks—a costume 
Fit for one who sits and cries 
For all tomorrow’s parties







Heroin 


I don’t know just where I’m going 
But I’m gonna try for the kingdom if I can 
’Cause it makes me feel like I’m a man 
When I put a spike into my vein 
Then I tell you things aren’t quite the same 
When I’m rushin’ on my run 
And I feel just like Jesus’ son 
And I guess that I just don’t know 
And I guess that I just don’t know


 



I have made a big decision 
I’m gonna try to nullify my life 
’Cause when the blood begins to flow 
When it shoots up the dropper’s neck 
When I’m closing in on death 
You can’t help me, not you guys 
Or all you sweet girls with all your sweet talk 
You can all go take a walk 
And I guess that I just don’t know 
And I guess that I just don’t know


 



I wish that I was born a thousand years ago 
I wish that I’d sailed the darkened seas 
On a great big clipper ship 
Going from this land here to that 
Ah, in a sailor’s suit and cap 
Away from the big city


Where a man cannot be free 
Of all the evils of this town 
And of himself and those around 
And I guess that I just don’t know 
And I guess that I just don’t know


 



Heroin, be the death of me 
Heroin, it’s my wife and it’s my life 
Because a mainer to my vein 
Leads to a center in my head 
And then I’m better off than dead 
Because when the smack begins to flow 
I really don’t care any more 
About all the Jim-Jims in this town 
And all the politicians making crazy sounds 
And everybody putting everybody else down 
And all the dead bodies piled up in mounds


 



’Cause when the smack begins to flow 
Then I really don’t care any more 
Ah when that heroin is in my blood 
And that blood is in my head 
Man thank God I’m good as dead 
And thank your God that I’m not aware 
And thank God that I just don’t care 
And I guess that I just don’t know 
Oh and I guess that I just don’t know







There She Goes Again


There she goes again 
She’s out on the streets again 
She’s down on her knees my friend 
But you know she’ll never ask you please again 
Now take a look, there’s no tears in her eyes 
She won’t take it from just any guy 
What can you do 
You see her walking on down the street 
Look at all your friends that she’s gonna meet 
You’d better hit her


 



 



There she goes again 
She’s knocked out on her feet again 
She’s down on her knees my friend 
You know she’ll never ask you please again 
Now take a look, there’s no tears in her eyes 
Like a bird, you know she will fly 
What can you do 
You see her walking on down the street 
Look at all your friends that she’s gonna meet (there she goes) 
You’d better hit her







I’ll Be Your Mirror 


I’ll be your mirror, reflect what you are 
In case you don’t know 
I’ll be the wind, the rain, and the sunset 
The light on your door 
To show that you’re home


 



When you think the night has seen your mind 
That inside you’re twisted and unkind 
Let me stand to show that you are blind 
Please put down your hands 
’Cause I see you


 



I find it hard 
To believe you don’t know 
The beauty you are 
But if you don’t, 
Let me be your eyes 
A hand to your darkness 
So you won’t be afraid


 



When you think the night has seen your mind 
That inside you’re twisted and unkind 
Let me stand to show that you are blind 
Please put down your hands 
’Cause I see you


 



I’ll be your mirror 








Black Angel’s Death Song


The myriad choices of his fate set themselves out upon 
A plate for him to choose, what had he to lose 
Not a ghost-bloodied country all covered with sleep 
Where the black angel did weep 
Not an old city street in the east 
Gone to choose


 



 



And wandering’s brother walked on through the night 
With his hair 
In his face 
Long a long splintered cut from the knife of G.T.


 



The Rally Man’s patter ran on through the dawn 
Until we said so long to his skull 
Shrill yell


 



Shining brightly, red-rimmed and red-lined with the time 
Effused with the choice of the mind on ice skates scraping chunks 
From the bells


 



 



Cut mouth bleeding razors forget in the pain 
Antiseptic remains coo goodbye 
So you fly 
To the cozy brown snow of the east 
Gone to choose, choose again


 



Sacrificials remain make it hard to forget 
Where you come from 
The stools of your eyes serve to realize pain 
Choose again


Roberman’s refrain of the sacrilege recluse 
For the loss of a horse 
Went the bowels in the tail of a rat 
Come again, choose to go


 



And if epiphanies terror reduced you to shame 
Have your head bobbed and weaved 
Choose a side 
To be on


 



 



If the stone glances off split didactics in two 
Lay the colour of mouse trails all’s green try between 
If you choose 
If you choose 
Try to lose 
For the loss of remain come and start 
Start the game 
I Chi-Chi 
Chi Chi I 
Chi Chi Chi 
Ka-Ta-Ko 
Choose to choose 
Choose to choose 
Choose to go 








European Son 


You killed your European Son 
You spit on those under twenty-one 
But now your blue clouds have gone 
You’d better say so long 
Hey hey, bye bye bye


 



You made your wallpapers green 
You want to make love to the scene 
Your European Son is gone 
You’d better say so long 
Your clouds driftin’ good-bye









White Light/White Heat


[image: 003]







White Light/White Heat 


White Light 
Goin’ messin’ up my mind 
White Light 
Don’t you know it’s gonna make me go blind 
White Heat 
White Heat 
It tickle me down to my toes 
White Light 
Lord have mercy White Light have it goodness knows


 



White Light 
White Light 
Goin’ messin’ up my brain 
White Light 
Oh, White Light 
It’s gonna drive me insane 
White Heat 
White Heat it tickle me down to my toes 
White Light 
Oh, White Light I said now, goodness knows, do it 
White Light 
Oh, I surely do love to watch that stuff drip itself in 
White Light 
Watch that side, watch that side 
Don’t you know gonna be dead and dried 
White Heat 
Yeah foxy momma watchin’ me walkin’ down the street 
White Light 
Come upside your head, gonna make you dead hang on your street 



White Light 
Movin’ me between my brain 
White Light 
Gonna make you go insane 
White Heat 
Oh, White Heat it tickles me down to my toes 
White Light 
Oh White Light, I said now, goodness knows 
White Light 
Oh, White Light it lightens up my eyes 
White Light 
Don’t you know it fills me up with surprise 
White Heat 
Oh, White Heat tickle me down to my toes 
White Light 
Oh, White Light, I’ll tell you now, goodness knows, now work it 
White Light 
Oh, she surely do move speed 
Watch that speedfreak, watch that speedfreak 
Yeah we’re gonna go and make it every week 
White Heat 
Oh, sputter mutter, everybody’s gonna go and kill their mother


 



White Light 
Here she comes, here she comes 
Everybody get it gonna make me run 
Do it 
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The Velvet Underground
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Candy Says 
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Some Kinda Love
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I’m Set Free 
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The Murder Mystery
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After Hours 
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Velvet Underground Live
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Sweet Jane (Prototype)



Anyone who ever had a heart
Wouldn’t turn around and break it
And anyone who’s ever played a part
Wouldn’t turn around and hate it 






Sweet Jane 






Waiting for Jimmy down by the alley
Waitin’ there for him to come home
Waitin’ down on another corner
Figurin’ ways to get back home 






Sweet Jane 






Anyone who ever had a dream
Anyone who’s ever played a part
Anyone who’s gonna live lonely
Anyone who’s ever split apart 






Sweet Jane 






Heavenly wine and roses
Seem to whisper to me
When you smile 






Sweet Jane







New Age (Prototype)



Waiting for the phone to ring
Diamond necklace on my shoulder
Waiting for the phone to ring
Lipstick on my neck and shoulder
It seems to be my fancy
To make it with Frank and Nancy when
Over the bridge we go, looking for love
Over the bridge we go
Looking for love


I’ll come running to you
Hey baby, if you want me
I’ll come running to you
Baby, if you want me 






Looking at my hands today
Looked to me that they’re made of ivory
Had a funny call today
Someone died and someone’s married
You know that it’s my fancy
To make it with Frank and Nancy when
Over the bridge they go, looking for love
Over the bridge we go
Looking for love







Over You



Here I go again
Just gonna play it like a fool again
Here I go again
Over you, over you 






I’m just like a bell again
You know I’m starting to ring again
Here I go again
Over you, over you 






Typically when I had it
Treated it like dirt
Now naturally, when I don’t have it
I am chasing less and less rainbows
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Some kinda love

Marguerita told Tom

Between thought and expression lies a lifetime
Situations arise because of the weather

And no kinds of love

Are better than others

Some kinds of love

Marguerita told Tom

Like a dirty French novel

Combines the absurd with the vulgar
And some kinds of love

‘The possibilties are endless

And for me to miss one:

‘Would seem to be groundless
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Tve been set frec and I've been bound.

“To the memories of yesterday’s clowns

Tve been set free and I've been bound and now
Timset free

Timset free

Tm st free to find a new illusion
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A

contempt, contempt, and contempt for the boredom, I shall
‘poison the city and sink it with fire, for Cordless and Harry
and Apepig and Scissor, the messenger's wig seems fraught
with desire, for blueberry picnics, and pince-nez and magpics,
the messenger's skirt, would you please hook it higher, for
children and adults all those under 90, how truly disgusting!
would you please put it down? A stray in this fray is no
‘condom worth saving, as king Pm quite just, but its just quite
impossible, a robe and a robe and a robe and a bat, no double:
class inverse could make lying worth dying,

gh, for iltitera! \n%
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You know i1l work alright
Lady, be good do what you should.
You know it'l be alright
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If you close the door, the night could last forever
Leave the sunshine out and say hello to never

All the peaple are dancing and they're having such fun
Twish it could happen to me

Butif you close the door, I'd never have to see the day again

If you close the door, the night could last forever
Leave the wine glass out and drink  toast to never

O, someday T know someone will look into my eyes

And say hello-—you're my very special one-

Butif you close the door I'd never have to se the day again

Dark party bars
Shiny Cadillac cars

And the people on subways and trains
Looking gray in the rain

As they stand disarrayed

Oh but people look well in the dark

Andif you close the door the night could last forever
Leave the sunshine out and say hello to never
Al the peaple are dancing and they're having such fun
i
o ity
24 s,
%, o
EY
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for screeching and yelling and various offenses, lower the
‘queen and bend her over the tub, against the sate, the country,
the committee, hold her head under the water please for an
hour, for groveling and spewing and various offenses,
‘puncture that bloat with the wing of a sparrow, the inverse, the
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ere comes 0 Lias

‘Which one will you choose?
One i,

How does it feel to be loved?
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1 don't know just what its all about

Put on your red pajamas and find out
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A

fire on the carpet

set the house ablazing
seize and bring it flaming
gently t0 the ground ground
Dizzy Bell Miss Fortune
fat and full of Tove-juice
drip it on the carpet

down below the fire hose
weep and whisky fortune
sail me to the moon, dear
drunken dungeon sailors
headless Roman horsemen

the king and queen are empty
their heads are in the outhouse
fish upon the water
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There’s nothing on my shoulder, lustis a must, shaving my
ing 3 2
e

head's made me bolder,

will you kindly read what it was I
brought thee
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B

[tickle polyester

pay another player

oh you're such a good lad
here's another dollar

e him to the bedpost
sick with witches' covens
craving for a raw meat
‘bones upon the metal
sick upon the circle
‘down upon the carpet
down below the parapet
waiting for your bidding
pig upon the carpet
tumescent ailroad
‘neuro-anaesthesia analog
ready fora good look
drooling at the birches
swinging from the birches
succulent Nebraska]
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A

candy screen wrappers of silkscreen fantastic,
requiting memories, both lovely and guiltfree, lurid
and lovely with twilight of ages, luscious and lovely
and filthy with laughter, laconic gigeles, ennui for the
passion, in order to justify most spurious desires,
rectify moments, most serious and urgent, to hail
upon the face of most odious time, requiring replies
‘most facile and vacuous, with words nearly singed,
with the heartbeat of passions, spew forth with the
‘grace of a tart going under, subject of great concern,
noble origin

B

[denigrate obtuse and active verbs pronouns, skewer
the sieve of the optical sewer, elease the handle that
holds all the gates up, puncture the eyeballs, that seep
all the muck up, read all the books and the people
worth reading and stil see the muck on the sky of the
ceiling]
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Beginning to See the Light

I’ beginning to see the light
Now I'm beginning to see the light

‘Wine in the morning and some breakfast at night
I'm beginning to see the light

Here we go again
Playing the fool again
Here we go again
Acting hard again

I'm beginning to see the light
I'm beginning to see the light
Twore my teeth in my hands

So T could mess the hair of the night
Well I'm beginning to see the light

I met myself in a dream
And T just wanted to tell you — everything was all right
T'm beginning to see the light
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THE VELVET UNDERGROUND
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B

[relent and obverse and inverse and perverse and reverse the
inverse of perverse and reverse and reverse and reverse and
reverse and chop it and pluck it and cut it and spit

itand sew it to joy on the edge of a cyclops and spinet it to
rage on the edge of a cylindrical minute]
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B

[sick upon the staircase:
sick upon the carpet

blood upon the pillow

climb into the parapet

see the church bells gleaming.
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