1) CHèRE MAMAN  (Je suis mort à Paris)
Chère Maman, je suis mort à Paris

Je n'arrivais plus à respirer

Le froid a eu raison de mes poumons

L'air était trop mouillé

Mes poèmes ne se vendaient plus dans les cafés

Je n'arrivais plus à me chauffer

J'ai brulé ma chaise et mes papiers

Mais la glace m'a salement pénétré

Chère Maman, je suis mort à Paris

Mes amis m'avaient tous oublié

Ils ont eu raison de mon esprit

avec leurs sourires jaunes et embarrassés

Rigueur, audace et solidarité

Résistance et fidélité 

Les raisons pour notre amitié,

mes amis les ont toutes oubliées

Chère Maman, je suis mort à Paris

J'ai cassé mon cœur à trop espérer

J'ai cassé mon âme sur un monde sans poésie  

Et mon corps, faute de manger pas assez

Alcool, opium, bout de pain tartiné

Survivre la nuit et mourir la journée

Faire l'amour sous le Pont Neuf que pour l'avoir fait

Maman j'ai cassé ma voix à force de crier

Chère Maman, je suis mort à Paris

Je ne dormais plus dans mon lit givré

À la place de la vie c'est le vide qui m'a conquis

Enfin je dormirai pour l'éternité

Plus de Patrie pour m'écœurer  

Plus de lèvres pour me caresser 

Depuis que la pluie m'a bien infecté

Ma chair n'appartient qu'au passé


Chère Maman, je suis mort à Paris


Au Père-Lachaise on m'a enterré


T'inquiète-pas je suis en bonne compagnie


avec l'écume d'un siècle à mes pieds


Et à ma gauche repose un peintre consacré  


Tombé pour la fée verte qu'il avait tant aimée 


À ma droite dorment un tas de braves Fédérés


dans le sang qu'ils ont bravement versé 

Chère Maman je suis mort à Paris 

Au Père-Lachaise on m'a enterré

Chère Maman je suis mort à Paris

Et toi aussi tu vas m'oublier

2) LIBERATE ME FOR NEW YEAR'S EVE
While every rich son of a bitch 

is just getting richer

And the poor battered Cubs

have lost another good pitcher

While the fundamentalist fringe

lends its voice to the president

And the poor sink deeper

into disenfranchisement

While the heirs of Joe McCarthy

whine "witch hunt" without flinching

And save a ward of white power

from "a high-tech lynching"

While their pet "uppity black" 

strikes a pose and prays 

And a lotta real uppity blacks are

spinning in their graves

Take my hand... Take my arm

Take my kiss... Make me warm


                         And liberate me for New Year's Eve

While the clothes have no emperor

and image is the only noise

While boys still make the rules

and girls are back to being toys

Save a soft place for me 

under your skin

Gimme shelter in your heart 

In your flesh, deep in sin, a place to hide in 

And all I want for Christmas

is to wrap you up

And make you

my sweater and my tie

Then I'll be 

your shiny new chemistry set 

and stuff your stocking with my heart

once more before we die

So take my hand... Take my arm

Take my kiss... Make me warm


                         And liberate me for New Year's Eve

While Brando buys an island 

just to be free

All I need is for you 

to make love to me

If only once a year 

then let it be

At the end and the beginning--

on New Year's Eve

Take my hand... Take my arm

Take my kiss... Make me warm


                         And liberate me for New Year's Eve 


                         Don't let this harvest go to seed 

                              For want of that miracle deed

                              That sweetest reason to believe

                              Oh liberate me for New Year's Eve

3) GODDAMN  SONG

X your death and x mine

X the rapacious march of time

X soft love and x soft brains

X any passion that wilts when it rains

X the internal combustion engine

X toy poodles and city pigeons

X Nike ads, shoulder pads and drought

X any dam that damns the way of the trout 

◊◊

X my country and x yours

X any God that people will die for

X Hollywood cant-belching bores 

and MTV video ear and eyesores 

X religion and x every church

X Pat Robertson and every bible-sick jerk

X the Mormons and the Mullahs too

X any schmuck that thinks religion makes the Jew

◊◊

X your family and x mine

X every party where all they serve is wine

X every love based on nothing but need

X every drug expect for speed

X Yugoslavia after Marshall Tito

X the honor of emperor Hirohito

X the tomahawk chop and the designated hitter

and every dollar that makes our good game taste bitter

X AIDS taking our worst and our best

X an age where you can die of sex

X Madonna--our lady of greed

and every other dumb shark at the profit-mad feed

X Domino's pizza and x Coors' beer

X Colorado's fear of queer

X every Republican and pro-Perot moron

X 'em all to hell and the horse they rode in on 

◊◊◊◊

X your death and x mine  X the rapacious march of time                              

X soft love and x soft brains  X any passion that wilts when it rains 

X your death and x mine  X "how are you?" and X "fine"   

X bad poetry except for this line and X bad endings, burning pathos, righteous spleen, screams and guitar solos... 









except for this time
4) LA PESTE PORCINE

Au commencement était le cochon

grognant et crachant dans la boue

Ensuite Dieu créa la femme

pour servir son fourrage et encaisser ses coups

Les cochons portent des queues pour tabasser chez eux

et des flingues pour se battre dans la rue

où le droit porcin leur permet d'imposer

leurs mots et leurs sabots mal venus

Mais je ne tairai pas ma voix ni mon sourire

ni ma façon de m'habiller

J'irai où je veux sans avaler ma bile

sans que mes yeux soient apprivoisées

Peu importe la taille ou l'odeur de ces mecs:

Quand les porcs attaquent, il faut les égorger sec

Glabre, glaireux ou poilu et véreux

Les cochons peuvent être père ou frère

Ce sont aussi des enfants de Dieu

Comme Jésus il sont nés sans mère

Les cochons travaillent dans la publicité

Ils vendent leur sauces avec des fesses

Les cochons rigolent quand on parle du viol

dont ils se goinfrent les récits dans la presse 

Mais je ne tairai pas ma voix ni mon sourire

J'ai arrêté d'être une victime

Je saurai riposter plutôt que courir

Face à l'assaut de la peste porcine 

Peu importe la complaisance de la société

Le désir n'est pas la haine et la chair est sacrée

Peu importe la couleur ou la classe de ces mecs

Quand les porcs attaquent, il faut les égorger sec  

La femme ne croit pas à la violence

infligée à un être humain 

Mais il n'y a que des bêtes pour toucher une femme qui veut pas l'être 

et là c'est la corde de potence qui convient

C'est la guerre la plus longue de l'histoire

contre la moitié de l'humanité

Les cochons garderont le pouvoir

tant qu'on les aura pas faits saigner

(4-b) THE PIG SONG – English translation
In the beginning there was the pig

Spitting and shitting in the ooze          

Then God created woman

to serve him his fodder and slop his booze 

God made woman a target with feet

and God gave woman no right to the street 

where hog words need so little excuse

and hog hands just tie the knot in the noose

But I won't shut my mouth and scratch my smile

or keep my eyes straight ahead

I'll walk where I want, won't swallow my bile

I won't pretend I'm almost dead

Attacks come in every color, smell and shape

but they always come from a kind of woman hate  

Pigs slaver over guns and squeal at each other   

Pigs'll even be fathers and brothers 

Every female they bore is just another whore

except for their sisters and their mothers

Pink and glairy or scabby and hairy

They're ad execs selling soup with flesh

They snort and gape at the stories of rape

that they gorge on in the porcine press 

The world is blind to the crime of swine

But I'm done with being a victim

There's no mass anger to smother the slime

But I won't let it get near my soul again

This war's the longest in history

War on half of humanity

Swine come in every color, size and shape

but flesh is sacred and sex ain't hate

Now a woman won't countenance violence

used against another human

But it takes a pig to paw without acquiescence

hence it's no homicide to stick one

So don't tread on me, go on back to the sty

I spit on your knife and your gun

Don't touch me swine, don't even try

or it'll be the last thing you ever done

Yes I'll see you hung...     You won't see me run...

(5) IF THERE'S A GOD
*
If there's a God, how come you ain't been hit by lightning?


How can you still be alive and well?


If there's a God, why ain't he done the right thing?


Why ain't you sweating blood in hell?

You couldn't ride the storm in a love like an ocean

so big and boundless it made you sick

You couldn't ride the waves and foaming emotion

so you gave that terrible habit the kick

It's gut-gnawing, creepy-crawling, god-awful unfair

It's a negation of all that's good

If some God were taking care of business up there 

he'd strike you down like a good God should

He'd strike you down like a good God should

*
If there's a God, how come you ain't been hit by lightning?


How can you still be alive and well?


If there's a God, why ain't he done the right thing?


Why ain't you sweating blood in hell?

If you don't love me what are you doing alive?

Why ain't you even doing time?

You can fall for any line but you never will find

a heart that's bigger and better than mine

This truth is wide as the sky and right as you're wrong

This truth is rich as any Rockefeller

Oh hear the voice of reason screaming from this song

You and me were meant to be together

Yeah we were meant to be together

*
If there's a God, how come you ain't been hit by lightning?


How can you still be alive and well?


If there's a God, why ain't he done the right thing?


Why ain't you sweating blood in hell?

*
If there's a God, how come you ain't been hit by lightning?


How the hell are you still alive and well?


If there's a devil, why ain't you all day and night with him?


Why ain't you sweating blood in hell?

(6) EN ATTENDANT LA PLUIE
Ma rivière n'est plus que poussière

et mon Eden s'est réduit en broussaille

À la place d'un cœur il n'y a que du calcaire  

Et à la place d'un corps il y a la mort qui braille

Le fond de ma chair est en jachère

Une vallée de feu et de fer

Au fond de l'oubli, en attendant la pluie

Ce désert aspire toute eau de vie

>>

Les cendres de mes poumons m'empêchent de marcher

Le bûcher de ma gorge crache des mots calcinés

Ma vision a donné suite à un mur ethylique

Et le bruit de ma chute est ma seule musique

Le fond de ma chair est en jachère

Avare de source même pour les pleurs

Je cherche un puits en attendant la pluie

Mais ce désert n'est que soif et douleur

>>

Mon âme en friche, je tombe dans le Styx

priant Charon de m'arracher de l'apocalypse 

Mais ce fleuve de fumée ne peut pas me charrier 

Lui aussi, de sable, s'est étranglé

Le fond de ma chair est aux enfers

Il m'abaisse même jusqu'à la prière

Où je nie mon esprit en mendiant pour la pluie

Car ce désert ne respire que misère 

Au fond de l'oubli en attendant la pluie

Ce désert aspire toute eau de vie

Je creuse un puits en attendant la pluie

Mais le désert en moi boit toute source de vie

Je nie mon esprit en priant pour la pluie

Car ce désert a mis mon âme en charpie

De soif, je suis amaigri et meurtri

Car le désert en moi tarit toute source de vie

(6-b) WAITING FOR RAIN - English translation

All that's left is arid Oklahoma

Where there once was a heart there's a Joad dust bowl

Chalk white bones where there once was a Sequoia

And Death Valley moans where there once was a soul

There's a place inside me where nothing will grow

There's an arid plot lying fallow

I'm waiting for life; I'm waiting for rain

But it looks like a desert and it feels like pain

>>

There's guns in my lungs that won't let me walk

There's death in my breath and a dirge when I talk

Where there used to be a vision there's a wall of alcohol

And the only sound I'm sure of is the sound of my fall

There's a hole inside me where nothing will grow

There's a sand-choked Mojave arroyo

I'm waiting for life, God I'm praying for rain

Because that desert inside me is all thirst and pain

>>

I don't know that face; I don't know those eyes

I can't feel this flesh as it takes the knife

I don't know if it's me or the devil in disguise

I've lost the line between death and life

There's a hell inside me where nothing will grow

Black rocks lie smoking where a river used to flow

I'm waiting for life, Lord I'm dying for rain

But that desert inside me is all thirst and pain

I'm waiting for life; I'm waiting for rain

But it looks like a desert and it feels like pain

I'm waiting for life; God I'm praying for rain

Because that desert inside me is all thirst and pain

I'm waiting for life; Lord I'm dying for rain

But that desert inside me is all thirst and pain

I'm waiting for life; I'm waiting for rain

But that desert inside me is all that remains

(7) TANKS PAINTED PINK
After the law has snapped his bones on the rack

After a labyrinth of lies ringing true

After penal colony jigsaws have made a puzzle of his back

He sits down at the Europa to find you

While the Hapsburg violin plays "Que Sera Sera"

He drinks ersatz orange juice and vodka

With his mind on the brink he sees tanks painted pink

and the daughter of that whore who knew Kafka

She's got a twelve crown treasure of Turkish coffee

and shower curtain rings in her ears

With an empty old mouth soft and buttery,

she's chain-sucking Spartas 'neath the chandeliers

"Deliver me," he pleads

"Sweep my heart up off its knees"

But the lady only talks to herself in Czech

pulling greedily on her last cigarette

After riding that train in vain for years

He's about to derail but he can't shift gears

After three Bohemian screwdrivers that feel like twenty-two

I lift my eyes from the table and lay them on... you

>

I scrape my heart off the floor and start breathing anew

I see my soul walk out the door and come back... in you

>

And I build a castle based on your woman's shoulders

in burgundy wrapped so sweetly

on desperation like a long empty stomach

on your Danube grey eyes when they rise up to greet me

And miracle of miracles, you like the architecture

as we slip down the seducer streets

Oh Prague is a pimp and Prague is a pander

Prague is too pretty to be discreet

And even the ancient Vlatava is a yenta

and its old bridges know no shame

Above our watery reflection below Havel's palace

they heard you call my name

And while the band played "Je t'aime moi non plus"

and the drunks reorganized their society

You got inside me and I got inside you

and we drank to revolutionary impropriety

>

I scraped my heart off the floor and started breathing anew

I saw my soul walk out the door and come back in you

... I saw my soul walk out the door and come back...  in you

(8) LA ROSE ARTIFICIELLE

L'acier crisse

Un petit frère hurle

Le vent essaie d'effectuer

une entrée par une fêlure

Un chien crie

en lunaire harmonie 

avec le râle tout fort d'un nouveau mort 

dans un canon de la nuit 

Les flammes ne cessent pas de s'avancer

Des vagues avides de me cerner

Combien de temps vont-elles déferler

avant de me dévorer?

»

Mon dieu expire

Une sirene taillade l'air   

Fendant toutes les fenêtres

Glaçant le cœur de toutes les mères

Une glace s'éclate

en blessante harmonie 

avec des cordes sublimes d'une rixe féline

La nuit bleue en symphonie 

Il y a une faille dans le roc de ma poitrine

Un tremblement sous ma peau

Combien de temps puis-je continuer

avant de m'effondrer, fauché par ces maux?

»

Mes yeux se ferment

L'orchestre disparaît

Et je vois ce que doit toujours être

le dessein du vrai sommeil

Magnifique, elle est une montagne

Et moi, un sapin nerveux 

Accroché à son versant 

encordé par ses cheveux

Sur sa falaise douce, à travers ses mèches rousses

Au-delà de sa limite d'arbres verts

L'ascension est dure mais l'air y est pur

Et la rose artificielle à sa cime me serre le cœur

Mes yeux s'ouvrent

L'orchestre réapparaît

Je perds pied et je tombe du rocher

Je vois 36 chandelles s'allumer 

Je vois ma rose s'évaporer

Je bois les larmes qu'elle m'a versées

Elle n'est pas là ou ailleurs

Juste un songe de nuit d'une vie amère

Mais quand elle traverse mon cerveau 

et je monte sa cascade d'amour  

Elle est le seul espoir vrai à caresser

dans la nuit de nos sales jours

(8-b) THE ARTIFICIAL ROSE IN HER HAIR MAKES MY HEART ACHE - English translation
A dog barks 

A little brother howls

The wind tries to force the issue

The moon looks down and scowls

Tires scream

in blue night harmony 

with the wailing scratch of a feline scrap

in a moonlight symphony 

The walls are getting closer

Rolling breakers on a rough sea 

How long can they keep on moving in

before they finally touch me?

My god dies

A siren knifes the street

Slicing up every window

Sapping any hope of real sleep

Glass breaks

in bone jar harmony

with strings that scrape and penetrate

in a white night symphony

There's a fault in the rock lodged in my chest 

There's a major tremor under my skin

How long can I keep on keeping on

before my body finally caves in?

My eyes close

The orchestra disappears

I see what I see will always be

what I want to see for years

She's grand enough to be a mountain

And I'm lean and hard like a tree

Hanging on to life above her timberline

On her slope where she holds me

Over skin so rich it makes my eyes feel poor

She knits her hair into a perfect plait

The red strands flow like sand through her fingers 

And the artificial rose there makes my heart ache

My eyes open

The orchestra reappears

And I go blind one more time

Can't see her through these tears

I know it's just my imagination

A last blast sortie from the edge of devastation

She's not here, there or anywhere

Just a goddamn ditty for the godforsaken

But when she runs through my smoldering mind

and swims up that molten love stream

She's the only ray of light in the harrowing night

of my most mournful, morning dreams

(9) BERCEUSE

Dors parce que tu n'as pas soif

Dors parce que tu es belle ou beau

Dors parce que ton père va vieillir 

et ta mère te tient chaud

Mon amour, dors toute la nuit

que tes rêves te protegent du reveil

que les brises essuient tes larmes mon bébé

que le vent sache bien te bercer

>

Dors parce que tu n'as pas froid

Dors parce que tu es aimé(e)

Dors parce que tu coules d'un miracle  

mon ange on t'a fait exprès

Mon amour, dors toute la nuit

que tes rêves te protegent du reveil

que les brises essuient tes larmes mon bébé

que le vent sache bien te bercer

>>

Mon amour, dors toute la nuit

que les étoiles veillent sur ton sommeil

que le chant des loups sache bien t'apaiser  

le temps que la lune te porte au soleil

Mon amour dors toute la nuit

que tes songes te fassent voyager

que de l'autre côté de tes yeux fermés

tu voles au-dessus des nuées

  
sur un grand cheval doré


qu'il t'apprenne à caracoler


qu'il t'emmène au pays du lait

    
que le vent qui te porte te porte la paix

>>>

Mon amour, dors toute la nuit

que tes rêves te protegent du reveil

que les brises essuient tes larmes mon bébé

que le vent sache bien te bercer

(10) THAT  KIND  OF  LIGHT 

The long march to dawn, like dreaming  

I miss your question eyes

The heart like a knife, ready to plunge 

I miss your woman's sighs

The left-over laugh, like breathing 

I miss your untimely hands

The salty, silk flesh seething

I miss your licentious lands 

The smiling edge, the thirst-stricken throat

I miss your fear and your grit

That heat and that sleep and that morning of hope  

I miss that, I miss you, I miss it


God I miss that kind of light


Lord I'd kill to get her back in my sight


I'd even sell my soul to God to make things right


God I need a miracle tonight

The smiling edge, the love-stricken throat

Yes I miss your fear and your grit

That heat and that sleep and that morning of hope  

I miss that, I miss you, I miss it

The words steaming out of that fever mouth

I miss your bark and your bite

Just a one round bout and my love went south 

God I'd die for that kind of fight tonight

 
And God I miss that kind of light


Lord I'd kill to get back that kind of sight


I'd even sell my soul to God to make things right


God I need a miracle tonight


God I miss her kind of light


Lord I'd kill to get her back in my sight


I'd even sell my soul to God to make things right


and God I need a miracle tonight

(11) WOBBLY  BLOOD
Don't let the fragile manner fool you

Don't let the fine, uncalloused hands take you in

I'm the great grandson of Big Bill Haywood

There's Wobbly blood flowing under this skin    

In eighteen hundred and ninety-nine

In the war for justice in the Cœur d'Alene mines

A thousand men were doing time

in a makeshift prison for class war crime

The Bunker Hill company scab mill 

had been blown to hell with dynamite

The governor had declared martial law

and called the Blue Coats in to join the fight


against the Western Federation of Miners...


They were running out of Indians, meanwhile:

Into those greed-scarred mountains of Idaho  

slipped another couple union men

to report on the conflict and solidarize

with their brothers in that Bastille bull-pen 

One of them was William D. Haywood

"Big Bill" to the history books 

He'd gone down the mines at the age of nine

and he'd learned to loathe profit by rook


Been a cowboy too for a time...


Pretty handy with a gun, despite the hand, mangled in a mine 

One day he'd harass the whole exploiter class

with the Industrial Workers of the World

Fighting with the "Wobblies" for "One Big Union" 

with the red flag of his words unfurled

But in eighteen hundred and ninety nine

in the Cœur d'Alenes up in arms

Big Bill wasn't big enough to combat

my Finnish great grandmother's charms

So don't let the slender contours fool you

Don't stop at my family name

I'm the great grandson of Big Bill Haywood

There's Wobbly blood flowing in these veins   

When Bill saw Evva his mouth went dry

and he could hardly finish his talk 

at a Finn Hall meeting of prisoners wives

He felt the rapture rising in him hot

He begged her to take him for a ride on high

to catch a few cutthroat trout

He knew her intended was in that bull-pen sty 

but his heart knocked his brain flat out


Well, maybe his gut did it, as guts will


A man is a man and so was Big Bill

Across the blue green pool of Bitterroot run-off

he implored her with his silent harangue

"Love me now, wee winsome woman

I'll have you or I'll go insane"

Evva played her line by the cutthroat

Flowing with the current was her lure

The fish took the bait in a flash of silver

as Bill wrapped his meaty arms around her


Why not? She thought; she was tired...


It was restful to be desired

With the sky for a sheet and the earth for a bed

lofty love ran it's course

But once it was over the American found his head

and started looking for his horse

The conviction he'd felt exploding inside

only took a moment to subside

And when he looked down at Evva with his one good eye 

he couldn't see the thing for which he'd thought he would die 


He shook my great grandmother's hand... 


and said goodbye

From a life long fight for the wretched of the earth

To a grave under the Kremlin Wall

From the great Wobbly strikes to trials, prison and dearth

Bill fought for liberty and justice for all 

Yes and he left behind a son, my grandfather

conceived back in eighteen ninety-nine

And that son had a woman who had my mother

and that's why Big Bill's blood is mine

I may not be good with an ax

and I never scoured out a copper vein

I never went to jail for ONE BIG UNION

But there's Wobbly blood feeding my brain

So don't let the noble regard fool you

This blood ain't blue it's red 

I'm the illegitimate great grandson of Big Bill Haywood

And it's his Wobbly blood going to my head 

