From Little Wolf to Hair of the Dog

I hear the mescal in your moaning 

I feel the tequila in your touch

That tear drop dropping from your eye is rye

And you hobble on an eighty proof crutch

I see the schnapps shimmering in your skin

I taste a thousand bars in your kiss

That smile on your face is just a martini trace 

And you’re laughter’s all Bordeaux bliss  

Once upon a time before the vodka

Before the beer and the bourbon and the binges

There was a girl on a mission full of fire and ambition

Building a book to blow the gates from the hinges 

Yes I remember how that little wolf howled

How her yellow eyes shined with red conviction

She said, “I won’t know happiness until I harness

The power and the glory of fiction”

She said her grace and her heart and her brain

Were all ink lusting after paper 

There was just a little hole in the dam to blow

And her words’d flow like a river from their maker

But the dam held hard and the little wolf wavered 

Forsaking faith in poetic incisions

Now her grace and her heart and her brain

Are only alcohol vapor and visions

Yes all that’s left of my little wolf’s soul 

Is the morning-after hair of the dog

The sound and the fury of her muse has drowned in booze

And now the bottle’s my baby’s only God

But I swear I’ll love you darling till you’ve drunk an ocean

Because I know I know no other way

Yet if you had a notion to climb up on the wagon

We’d be riding clouds to heaven every day

You’re all I got and you’re all I want

And I’ll love you till death do us part

But if you ever found a way to dry out some day  

I swear our love would shine like fine art

He Said She Said

I’m a man of many women, but I’m faithful to Joe Torre

I write for the movies, baby, you know I know how to tell a story

They call me “the cross-word boss” ‘cause nobody does ‘em better

But I don’t wanna gather no moss, I hit and run like Derek Jeter

I come a long way from Walla Walla where a building wears my name

Where the river rages wild and rambling men are hard to tame

I might have lost some hair en route, but I make a mean margarita

And I drink like I don’t give a hoot, so don’t go thinking I might need ya

        “Do what you like, follow your light,”

 
he said she said

        “Love is life and life is not quitting 


while you’re ahead

        “Life is a wink and love is rare 


so keep your verses, I don’t care

        “Just leave me a place in the refrain 


& I’ll come & kiss you there”

I might be fresher than you, baby, but  I’ve been around the block 

I’ve had my men, I’ll never be zen, I walk the walk & I got the talk

I got a Robin and a Ruby, elixirs to turn your old heart around

And when you see my dog  Pixers, you’ll never look at another hound

I might be a blond, sugar, but my bite is bigger than my bark

And I’ll make you a love-nest hacienda in the heart of Hancock Park

All I want is a castle in Spain & a shining château in France

All I want is the sun & the moon, honey, the moon & your last dance

        “Do what you like, follow your light,” 


he said she said

        “Love is life and life is not quitting 


while you’re ahead

        “Life is a wink and love is rare 


so hang on to your verses

        “And we’ll come together in the refrain 


& trump all the world’s curses”

“It’s there & it’s growing, Mr. No-way-all-knowing,” he said she said

“The miracle splice, cool as ice, is now cruising the miracle way”

“Holy cow, I don’t know how, but I parked one!” she said he said

“Waffles made 6, & now we’ll be 7 & I’m a-rambling in heaven today”

        “Do what you like, follow your light,” 


he said she said

        “Love is life and life is not quitting 


while you’re ahead 

        “Step up to the plate before it’s too late, 


before it’s your last chance

        “You can run the bases & go to the races, 


but I’ll have your last dance.”

The Bed of His Arms

(after In The Skin of a Lion by Michael Ondaatje)

Once a nun, before she’d begun

to live like a woman, to burn like a sun

fell off a bridge, blowing in the wind

when from out of the abyss, a good arm pulled her in

A dare-devil bridge builder saved her instead

of letting her fall through the night to the dead

A dare-devil bridge builder with songs in his head

sacrificed his shoulder so he could hold her

                  gave up his shoulder to make up the bed

   The bed of his arms, one ripped from its socket,

   caught the girl dropping like a spent rocket

   The bed of his arms arrested her dive

   and the descending nun then ascended alive

Her blue eyes were bigger than the moons they reflected

Her luck was uncanny as her death was deflected

Her cloth was black and her face it was white

as they swung through the airs of a bottomless night

Then the nun’s all done and the woman appears

and goes after her habit with a pair of shears

Carving out a skirt so she can still wear it

she calls herself Alice for a Balkan parrot

She gathers up her courage and scuttles her fears

kissing softly as a moth, 


before setting off,   

the bridge builder who’d given her ten more years 

   The bed of his arms was clearly heaven sent 

   to the veiled bride of God to arrest her descent      

   For the bed of his arms, one from its socket torn,

   killed the plummeting penguin


and Alice Gull was born

Here Comes the Golem

The walls of racket are closing in, from home to cafe to street to bed. 

There’s no escaping the raging din – the decibel assault on your heart and your head. 

The swell of noxious noise from the latest hatch of obnoxious boys... & boy toys. 

Calculated clamor masquerading as glamour, glittering decoys & idiot ploys 

to occupy your ears until you’re dead... 

Profit-seeking projectiles of plastic perversion and fantastic diversion – 

rifling the air for an easy incursion into your mind. 

And there she blows, there she sews... the magic marketing seed to make you think you need 

this and that and another, another, another one of those... 

Cackling oily laughter like a bunch of half wit-crows – 

pecking out their pitch and sucking cocaine up the nose, 

shrieking o’er the air waves their Saachi and Saachi prose... 

‘til we’re deaf from the screeching and numb to profit preaching and leaching 

with a smile that knows no shame and all the while has the guile to assume a humanist good-guy pose... 

Oh God, God hang on to your souls... That cankerous cacophony corrodes... 

and it drowns out any doubts and mows down any louts dumb enough to shout out t

hat this “culture” this culture this culture’s got no clothes... 

And I’m thinking take me to the river... take me to where the cool water flows... 

Down by the river... to find a way to silence our foes... 

And blast that blare out of our lives and off of the radios...

Down by the Vltava where the mud is magic, we’ll scoop up some clay and make a mountain in the night

Then we’ll call up Rabbi Löw ‘cause he’s the ace of the cabala 

and he’ll say the sacred words and make the sign that gives life

And the thing’ll start breathing, its massive sides heaving & its eyes’ll pop open and its ears’ll start bleeding

when it hears the poison chatter, the sick song and clatter, it’ll get mad as a hatter and the bad guys’ll scatter

Yeah the bastards will try but they’ll never be able to flee the Golem 



when the Golem’s gone, 




gone on a righteous cleansing spree 





You got all kinds of good guys in old folk lore


Your Zorro in black and your Robin Hood in green


Sure they’re stealing from the rich to give to the poor


but they can’t hold a candle to Rabbi Löw’s mean machine


He’s a big son of a bitch, he’s got breath like vomit


a left that comes out of nowhere and a right like a comet


He’s Paul Bunyan with a chain saw and Moses with a punch 


He’s Woody Guthrie’s guitar eating fascists for lunch 


Yeah all you smiling buzzards feeding your crap and foul fare


the Golem’s coming for you now to save us from your sins


He’ll stomp your railing violence and liberate the air 


and we’ll wake afresh to silence and the whistling of the winds

The smiling words pour from the whores o’er the waves – 

winged rams galore ramming your door in with their raves

and bleeding you poor for what you don’t need and what won’t seed 

a future that can feed you with what every good soul craves... 

And the machine lies and roars and angles your gaze... 

away from a view of what’s it all come down to – 

life with no substance, no common decency or sane strategy 

beyond binge and spree and who cares?... 

And money still doesn’t talk, no, money still swears...

And there’s Sting on the air and somebody calls that singing 

and Johnny Hallyday’s in Le Monde and the nation’s out there ringing 

bells for the sacred union intoxication flinging sneakers and jeans and hard drug dealing 

Top This and Beat That and tight teeth and bottled shams to lambs. happy as clams... 

and eat this and don’t get fat raping our lands... 

with strings of goddamn, goddamn, goddamn dams... 

And killing the whole, the whole damn ocean, 

and sometimes I have a great goddamn notion to jump in the river and... 

to go to the river and... 

down by the river where the mud can be magic, 

and the clay may have a way of saving the day...


For here comes the Golem, here comes the Golem...


You might think he’s nothing but a pile of dirt, 



but when the Golem’s got your number buddy you’re gonna get hurt

He’s a huge son of a bitch, he’s got breath like vomit

A left that comes out of nowhere and a right like a comet

He’ll pound the profit out of Reebok, Adidas and Nike

and he’ll burn Benetton down to its slimy ad man’s psyche

Yeah all those lousy jackals busy plucking & pluming

every soul beat sucker and consumer pigeon

better run for their lives ‘cause the Golem’s hot & fuming

& he don’t take kindly to making profit a religion...

Oh where or where’s Rabbi Löw when we need him

to whip us up a monster to visit vengeance on the land?

He’d send his Golem on a raid, launch a last one beast crusade 

& wash the weeping world clean of every predator band.

Bed of Rocks

I want to hide inside your heart

and drink the river rushing through it

I want to abide in the rapids running o’er your bones

and sink my teeth into your gushing spirit

Oh let me lie down in your bed of rocks

smoothed to silk by the hand of quick water

Let me lie down deep where the cutthroat sleep

in your arms, far from the slaughter 

I want to sleep in your blue velvet skin

pouring sweet like Bitterroot runoff

I want to breathe in the cool of your bottomless pool

‘tween your banks I want to ply your trough

Oh let me lie down in your bed of rocks

down in your beautiful body of water

Let me lie down deep where the cutthroat sleep

in your arms, far from the slaughter 

You’re the Coeur d’Alene and Pritchard Creek 

Your eddies ease my pain 


and your falls rock me to sleep 

You’re the old Saint Joe and the Clearwater, baby

where I want to go, where I want to lay me...

Down where the North Fork 


and the South Fork combine

in the crux where your serpentine arms intertwine

and the moon in your eyes makes your waters rise

to cleanse the soiled valley of every mill and mine 

Oh darling this is the verse 


I’ve been writing forever

This is all I could have said, 


all I should have done better

when you asked me to dive in 


and I said I didn’t need to 

and you said you were hungry 


and I wouldn’t even feed you

Oh let me lie down in your bed of rocks

smoothed to silk by the hand of quick water

Let me lie down deep where the cutthroat sleep

in your arms, I’ll be safe from the slaughter 

Defeat (2000, 2004)

Woke up this morning in the arms of defeat

Her stone breath smoking in the first light of day 

Chilling what heat was left over from sleep

From sleep slipping, slipping away

Now I’m prey to her tongue and the curse on her lips

And sleep won’t come and if it comes it won’t stay

And if it stays, it stays in fits and then that sleep slips

It slips away, slips away, slips away

Woke up this morning with defeat lying beside me

Her black heart beating my dreams away

Beating harder and faster, spelling out the disaster

And it won’t let me sleep ‘til she’s had all her say

Now I’m fragile like glass, like thin brittle bug wings

And my muscles are melting as night meets day

As she sounds the alarms I crumble in her arms

And I sink, all my strength slipping away 

Woke up this morning with my country at my side

A foul, ungainly fowl there posing as my bride

Frightening and cold, on my heart it now lies

Tightening its hold there and blinking its eyes

A fat black bird with a beakfull of blues

A sleep pecking scourge, this bearer of bad news

A knock, knock knocking on my door

Caw, caw, cawing tales of blood and Gore

Till I beg this raven, oh God it I implore:

“Will we ever eradicate the Republican sore?”


And the raven quoth the raven, 


the raven of yore


Saying “never, never, nevermore”  

Woke up this morning in the arms of defeat

Her stone breath smoking in the first light of day

Woke up mourning the safe harbor of sleep

An icy voice intoning the dark forces enthroning 


my country... my country’s dark decay 

Like a sister on drugs or a loose cannon on deck

That plague’ll keep a pounding till everything’s a wreck

You can stand in the way, you can bark and bray

But that ill wind’ll keep a blowing, that mad river’ll keep a flowing

That southern bell will keep a tolling 

for white men moaning and crowing 

till they’re all dead and done a throwing 


my country, oh my country 


throwing my country away

J’envie le serpent (La Complainte de Rachel Donnelly)

(d’après le roman La Valse des affluents)
Dire que je l’ai vu naître, 


cet homme grave et gracieux

Se faire aimer par un tel délice 


serait bien trop délicieux

De chuchotement en picotement 

je traverse les jours sans fermer l’œil

J’allume seize bougies pour chaque prière 

mais le bon Dieu ne m’accorde plus de sommeil

Je n’ai jamais su me plier, 


je suis une lance, je suis fière

Mais pour lui je saurais me nier, 


je me roulerais par terre

J’apprendrais à me baisser, 


à savourer ce qu’il daigne me laisser

Je vendrais même mon âme 


pour l’avoir dans mes serres

Pour une bouchée de sa chair, 


j’irais jusqu’en enfer

     Est-ce la ligne de son bras 


ou bien l’emprise de la lune en haut ?

     Est-ce l’odeur de ses cheveux 


ou bien une syncope dans mon cerveau?  

     Il me fait mal dans ma chair 


et ma chair me fait mal

     Sa voix me cisaille le cœur 


et son regard m’est fatal

     Je sens mon corps trahir ma peur,


le désir descendre mon dos

     Ô j’envie le serpent qui sait perdre sa peau

Le vent qui attise les feux de mes douleurs

Il souffle sous mes yeux, 


mais il ne sèche pas mes pleurs

C’est le garçon nommé Carson, 


le plus beau des malheurs

Le chuchotement qui me picote l’intérieur

Dans ces lieux, sous mes yeux, ce noli-me-tangere

     Seraient-ce ses yeux illuminés 


ou bien ce bourbon de Kentucky ?

     Seraient-ce ses mèches bouclées 


ou bien ce soleil qui me tord l’esprit ?  

     Il me fait mal dans ma chair 


et ma chair me fait mal

     Il est le fils de ma sœur 


mais quand ses charmes s’étalent

     Je sais l’amour plus épais 


que le sang de famille

     Et j’épancherais ma soif de lui


 à n’importe quel prix

Dire que je l’ai vu naître, 


cet homme grave et gracieux

Se faire aimer par un tel délice 


serait bien trop délicieux

Je n’ai jamais su me plier, jamais su supplier

J’envie le serpent qui sait ramper... et muer

Il me fait mal dans ma chair 


et ma chair me glace les os

J’envie le serpent qui sait perdre sa peau

Au diable cet homme-fleur 


que je saurais si bien arracher

J’ai trop mal dans la chair 


qu’il ne vient pas visiter

Mais je jure sur tous les dieux 


et sur mon époux décédé

Que s’il cédait à ce péché son corps 


m’appartiendrait

Le corps de Carson Clay 


m’appartiendrait... pour l’éternité

Ô Tendre jeunesse  !

Ô tendre jeunesse, chose douce, chose fluide 

Dites non à la vieillesse, écoutez vos appétits

Ô tendre jeunesse, chose molle, chose humide

Dites non à la sagesse 


car un bon look n’a pas de prix

Laissez-nous vous vendre nos t-shirts pourris

Laissez-nous vous prendre pour de gros abrutis

qui font pour nous de la réclame en portant nos produits

qui nous paient pour faire la publicité 


qui nous a tant réussi

N’importe quelle crotte qui porte la marque, 


qui porte la marque qui brille

Achetez-la ô tendre jeunesse, 


faites monter nos profits

Faites-vous respecter ainsi par d’autres abrutis

Dépensez, ô tendre jeunesse, 


dépensez toutes vos vies

Que la marque rayonne de haut en bas, 


que personne ne soit à l’abri

des baskets et des casquettes 


ornés de la marque qui brille

Ne soyez pas trop regardants 


à l’égard de vos économies

Ô tendre jeunesse, remplissez nos caisses, 


faites multiplier nos fruits

Ô tendres chiens qui attachez si bien 


vos chaînes vous-mêmes :

Léchez, lavez, repassez, 


rapportez et portez vos laisses

Soyez complices avec la police 


de vos propres supplices

N’affichez pas vos faiblesses

Ne vous écrasez pas comme des gonzesses

Ne vous habillez pas avec petitesse, 

ô chère et tendre et jobarde jeunesse, 

apportez-nous toute votre largesse, eh oui, eh oui


faites fructifier notre business !

Ô tendre jeunesse, ô idiote jeunesse, 

     ô pauvre jeunesse, ô sotte jeunesse  

Ô jeunesse bleue, ô jeunesse jaune, 

     ô jeunesse verte, ô jeunesse conne

Ô jeunesse blanche, ô jeunesse rouge, 

     ô jeunesse noire, ô jeunesse qui bouge 

Ô jeunesse percée et anti-mondialiste, 

     ô jeunesse tatouée et progressiste !

Passez de la pommade à vos exploiteurs, 

passez vos commandes, n’ayez pas peur

Achetez le swoosh, mettez-nous encore une couche

Ô tendre jeunesse, merci de tout cœur

Des victimes consentantes vous êtes, 

des consommateurs, des pauvres bêtes  

Des pigeons plumés jusqu’à la peau 

par la libre entreprise en plein assaut

par le swoosh qui vous pousse à vous cribler de dettes 

par la marque qui vous embarque comme des mauviettes

par un tas de torchons déguisés en survêt’

par les manigances de la puissance 


qui colonise vos têtes...

Ô tendre jeunesse, chose douce, chose fluide 

Dites non à la vieillesse, écoutez vos appétits

Ô tendre jeunesse, chose molle, chose humide

Dites non à la sagesse 


car un bon look n’a pas de prix

Lauren Bacall

I say You’re Lauren Bacall! and it’s love at first look

She says C’est égal, says I’m dancing barefoot

and issues an order, a throwaway threat:

Says Give me your mouth... or another cigarette

  Love on a roof top – high wire without a net

  Where the air is all water and the lovers all wet

  Love on a roof top – our cups running over

  As the rain makes us older & bolder & bolder & bolder... 

    
You know how to whistle, don’t you?

Two bottles of Muscadet, three Carlsbergs, a Ricard and 27 Silk Cuts into the night

She rolls down the slope shot full of hope and all giddy, gaga and giddy with fight

So close to Saint-Eustache we can spit on his spire

& his stained glass reddens in the shadow of our desire

On top of old Paree where only heaven hovers higher

Lauren Bacall lights up and we play with fire

  Love on a roof top – sliding into the eaves

  Where the shingles tingle and scrape up her knees

  Love on a roof top – sliding into each other

  as she lights up another and another and another...

    
Just put your lips together and blow.

The parallel lines on the wrong side of her wrist

like arrows to an exit, a way out of the tryst,

were the big caution signs I completely missed

until the sun rose to burn off the velvet night mist

They would have told me to think before the cock started crowing 

They could have told me she’d sink once the drink stopped flowing

They could have told me to run, make a predawn escape

But her eyes blinded mine, and sealed my fate

She was a skin-of-gold southpaw throwing heat by my bat

But when I finally connected, she thought she smelled a rat

Oh she pitched to me once, she even pitched to me twice

But then she declared that I was just being nice

She was Lauren Bacall as long as it was wet

But when the day dawned dry, she wanted to forget...

Now I’m alone with the moon, the moon we never had

Good God in heaven, good God I got it bad


and that ain’t good

  Love on a roof top – high wire without a net

  Where the air was all water and the lovers all wet

  Where black lakes of clouds like nocturnal shrouds

  wrapped us up tight and proud, 


high above the madding crowd

And the rain made us older & bolder & bolder & bolder...

And if I could only hold her now, hold her & hold her & hold her...

Lauren Bacall on a roof top, where the rain fed desire

Lord I’d sell my soul to God again 


to jump back in that fire

Blue Roses

Don’t touch her; she’s gracious and good

She knows & feels things you’ve never understood

Don’t touch her; she’s fragile and hard

She’s the rope around the crate and the old clay pot shard

She’s Tennessee Williams’ sister and she’s had blue roses

She’s big heart and soul and you’re only shallow poses

She’s a cure for all who’ve kissed her and you’re just another blister

Her life opens doors that your corruption closes 

Don’t touch her; she’s grand and she’s good

She’s above you and sees things you never could

Don’t touch her; she’s common decency and truth

& her mind’s fine as olives, vodka & vermouth

Light runs through her veins while yours are full of trash

A slew of saws to quote from when you’re blowing useless air

Yes you go through the motions faking humanist devotions

Mouthing stock emotions, you try to act like you care

But I see the pig below the surface for your skin ain’t thick enough

I hear him squealing at her, the little man playing tough

You want her small but she won’t bend, 

want her to fall but in the end

your petty jabs and low back stabs 

will not that angel rend

So don’t touch her; she’s golden and good

She sings to heart strings like you never could

Don’t touch her; she’s the pearls before your swine

She’s the small hands of rain in the e.e. cummings line

She’s Neruda’s sexual water & Dylan’s vision of Johanna

She’s Edgar’s Annabel & Schwitters’ hosanna for Hannah

The be all and the end all, the Sanseverina of old Stendhal

She towers above you rodent man, stands while you crawl

Hunger Burns

Oh blessed hope, 

through a hole in my window I can see something

Carnations, yeah, pink when they should have been red

Oh that sweet red stroke, 

like an Iberian dump the dictator fling

Or just plain red, as in what's inside my head

Every day around six now when half of me's dead

And my heart's pumping nothing but cold grey lead


When hunger burns, hunger burns

Oh blessed hope, 

through a hole in my window I can see

The Birth of a Nation, yeah, on the neighbors' TV

Oh the killing joke, maternity agony

That's a good one D.W., ha ha, 

real groovy cinematography

Every crease I get caught in wants to be a tear

When it's last rites for human rights 


and the craving's all I can bear

When I get a hold of an apple, it tastes like a pear

Sink my teeth into a peach, find an old cucumber


When hunger burns, hunger burns...

Oh blessed hope! 

Through a hole in my window I can see

the death of a nation, yeah, on the neighbors' TV

Oh that Yankee vote, head down between its knees

Nausea strikes again, yeah, 

nothing left to do but try and breathe

When  white meat goes violet and red goes blue

they give you 33 Export and call it Carlsberg brew

When it's dominoes for breakfast & lunch is a shot of mace

you get the KKK for dinner & desert is George W. Ratface

Have to cough 'em out like so much yellow bile – 

Republican phlegm tasting ever more vile

Have to throw 'em up all over the place 

and empty my system right though my face 


When hunger burns & your stomach turns


When hunger burns, hunger burns...
Mon nom est Ellen Foster 

(d’après le roman de Kaye Gibbons)
Quand j’étais petite je songeais 


à des façons de tuer mon père

Je les repassais dans mon imaginaire 


jusqu’à ce que ça soit clair

Ma préférée, c’était l’araignée 


que je lâchais dans son lit

L’araignée le pique 


et puis c’est moi qui le découvre ainsi

Agonisant, il est tout enflé, 


tout blanc et tout tremblant

et les garçons de couleur viennent l’emporter


loin dans un lit roulant

Mais mon papa s’est tué tout seul paraît-il, 

dans l’alcool il s’est noyé 

après avoir laissé mourir ma maman, 

et que le comté m’a déménagée 

Mon nom est Ellen Foster et j’ai déjoué mon destin

J’ai déjoué les données d’une malheureuse suite et fin

Un père affreux comme la pluie, une mère morte de peur

J’ai conquis le droit à la vie, en obéissant à mon cœur 

Je savais bien pourquoi elle ne voulait plus guérir

Mais personne l’avait forcée à épouser mon papa

Pourquoi avoir pris pour le meilleur et pour le pire

cet homme-là qui nous surveille comme un petit pacha ?

Comme s’il regardait tous les jours les gens mourir 

Coupable et cloué sur son fauteuil par la main de l’au-delà

et par la peur qu’il a d’une douce femme 


en train de dépérir

Je pourrais mastiquer des clous 


et recracher des punaises avec ça

Il empêchera ma maman de vivre, 


mais moi, je saurai le fuir

Et oh comme j’ai une rage comme un orage 


et un désir 

qu’un coup de foudre vienne frapper 


sa vengeance sur ce père

Et qu’il soit maudit, maudit, maudit 


jusqu’au fin fond de l’enfer

Mais je ne dirige ni les nuages ni le tonnerre

Et la façon dont le Seigneur agit, c’est toujours son affaire

En attendant vous allez voir, je saurai me libérer

Oui, l’amour de cette femme que j’ai vue à l’église, 


je saurai me l’attirer

Oh le regard de cette femme que j’ai vue à l’église, 


je saurai l’attraper

Et de tout ce qu’il y a de moche en moi, 


son regard me purgerait 

Me laissant avec un trop plein d’air, 


un trop plein à respirer

Le regard de cette femme qui sera à moi, 


que je saurai m’attirer

Cette femme qui sera ma nouvelle maman, 


que je saurai adopter

Cette femme qui sera ma nouvelle maman, 


qui saura m’aimer

J’ai perdu mon cœur quand celui de ma mère,


épuisé, s’est arrêté

Mais celui de cette femme battra pour nous deux 


et ne s’arrêtera jamais 

Mon nom est Ellen Foster et j’ai déjoué mon destin

J’ai refusé les cartes d’une trop malheureuse main

Un roi dans une bouteille, une reine dans un enfer

J’ai jailli de ce bourbier, en sortant mon joker

Mon nom est Ellen Foster et j’ai déjoué mon destin

J’ai déjoué les données d’une malheureuse suite et fin

Un père affreux comme la pluie, une mère morte de peur

J’ai conquis le droit à la vie, en obéissant à mon cœur

Mon nom est Ellen Foster, je viens d’avoir onze ans

Je suis la fille d’un homme pourri et d’une douce femme morte

Mais j’ai fait le tri et j’ai choisi ma nouvelle maman 

J’ai refusé ainsi les cartes d’une trop malheureuse sorte.

