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TROUBLED  LEAVES
T r o u b l e d  l e ave s  i n  c o b b l e d  t ow n ,
S a m a r a s  s p i n  a n d  s e t t l e  d ow n .
T a ke  t h e  p a t h  i n t o  t h e  wo o d s ,
E m b r a c e  t h e  g h o s t  o f  t h e  g o o d .
C a n  y o u  ve n t u r e  t o  b e  k i n d ?
Be a t i n g  w i n g s  a n d  c a n d l e  l i g h t .
He r e ’ s  t h e  c y p r e s s  n e a r  t h e  g a t e ,
E a t  t h e  f l owe r  f e c u n d  s a i n t .



BL ACK  C AP
B l a c k  c a p  I  h e a r d  y o u r  s o n g  a n d 
I  c o u l d  h e a r  ove r  t e n  t h o u s a n d 
d e s p e r a t e  d ay s  i n s i d e  t h e  h o l l ow 
w h e r e  y o u  h i d e  y o u r  n e s t .

A n d  I  a d o r e d  t h a t  m o u r n f u l  t u n e  i n 
t h e  d ay  t h a t  y o u  e s c a p e d  i n t o  t h e 
w h i t e  a n d  b l u e  w i t h  t o n g u e s  o f  f i r e 
b e h i n d  y o u r  w i n g s .

I  don’t  know why I  worry about anything.

B l a c k  c a p  I  t u r n  t o  y o u .  I ,  a  c h i l d , 
a f r a i d  t o  s p e a k  a  wo r d  o r  wa l k  t h e 
w i l d e r n e s s  t o  b e  a m o n g  t h e  b l e s s e d .

A n d  I  a d o r e d  t h a t  m o u r n f u l  t u n e ,  i n 
t h e  f o r m  t h a t  y o u  o n c e  k n e w.  T h e 
s i l h o u e t t e ,  t h e  s i l ve r  m o o n  a n d  t h e 
f l owe r s  t h a t  y o u  b r i n g .

I  don’t  know why I  worry about anything, 
when you love me and I  love you.

I  don’t  know why I  worry about anything.



COME  GATHER  US 
INT O  THE  N IGHT
Deep and apart there’s a moon in your 
heart  and a magnetic f ield in your eyes.

L i ke  wa t e r  we  d a n c e  t o  t h e  f a t e  o f 
r o m a n c e  -  we  m ove  w i t h  t h e  we i g h t  o f 
t h e  t i d e .

A  s u d d e n  a n d  s i l e n t  s u r p r i s e ,  w h e n  a l l 
o f  t h e s e  v i s i o n s  c o l l i d e .

I t ’ s  a  smal l  p r ice  to  pay,  throw the 
needle  in  the  hay  and blow out  the  l ight .

C o m e  g a t h e r  u s  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t .

Summer’s  cocoon l ike  a  br i l l iant 
bal loon is  empty  and blowing away.

The  this t le  and thorn  and the  perfume 
of  s torm,  I  am lost  in  the  heavenly  sway.

A n d  t h e  ye l l ow,  t h e  p i n k  a n d  t h e  w h i t e 
a r e  va n i s h i n g  f a s t  f r o m  m y  s i g h t .

P l a n t  t h e  s e e d  i n  t h e  f i e l d ,  we ’ l l  h a r -
ve s t  t h e  y i e l d  a n d  b l ow  o u t  t h e  l i g h t .

C o m e  g a t h e r  u s  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t .

F a l l i n g  t h r o u g h  s p a c e  w i t h  a  f e e l i n g 
o f  g r a c e  i t ’ s  a  p e r f e c t  a n d  g e n t l e  J u l y. 
A n g e l s  a s c e n d  t o  t h e  f i r e  o n c e  a g a i n , 
l i ke  a s h e s  t h e y  l ov i n g l y  r i s e .  A n d  y o u r 
b u r n i n g  t h e  l e t t e r s  y o u  w r i t e ,  n ow  t h e 
s t a r s  g r ow  i n c r e a s i n g l y  b r i g h t .

T h e y  s h i m m e r  a n d  s h i n e ,  t h e y  f i l l  u p 
y o u r  m i n d  a n d  b l ow  o u t  t h e  l i g h t .

C o m e  g a t h e r  u s  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t .



WE BELONG  NO  LONGER  HERE

S a l t  e n c r u s t e d  s i d e wa l k s  t r a m p l e d  b y 
t h e  t h r o n g .  C a r o l i n e  wa l k s  s o  c a r e f u l 
t h r o u g h  t h e  s n ow f a l l  o n  t h e  l aw n s .
A  p r e t t y  d e v i c e  a l l  l o c ke d  u p  i n  i c e .
We  b e l o n g  n o  l o n g e r  h e r e ,  n o  l o n g e r 
h e r e  d o  we  b e l o n g .

Carol ine  lowers  her  eyel ids  to  dream 
of  b irds  in  f l ight .  And there  she  a lways 
f inds  them with  wings  ablaze  and 
br ight .  But  soon comes  the  dawn with 
everything  wrong and we belong no  lon-
ger  here ,  no  longer  here  do  we belong.

She  walked out  in  the  evening to  breath 
the  crystal  a ir  o f  n ight .  And there  she 
saw i t  g leaming underneath  the  yel low 
l ights .  The  words  that  were  drawn, 
forgotten  not  gone ,  we  belong no  longer 
here ,  no  longer  here  do  we belong.



OH MY  LOVE
Twenty  three  s tars  hang in  the 
f i rmament ,  d izzy  and dr ipping  over  the 
r iverbank .  Train  conductor  p lease
take  my t icket ,  I  present  i t  wrapped up 
in  p l ast ic .

She  and he  d resses  up  in  f inery, 
dr inking  wine ,  swal lowed in  scenery, 
wr i t i ng  backwards  into  my breathing, 
leave  the  l ig ht  and enter  the  evening.

O h my love .

They  escap ed into  the  theater,  c l imbed 
the  s teps  up  to  the  bat t lement .  Cool 
Septemb er  , i f  you  could  only  be ,  sa l t 
and sea  and  lavender  on  the  breeze .

Gasl ig ht  g lows  yel low against  the 
night ,  wrap p ed up  c lose ,  holding  each 
other  t ig ht .  L i fe  has  found us  here  in 
the  quietud e  crush me now,  how I  have 
m issed  you .

O h my love .

Seasons  come and seasons  go,  I  need 
the  sun to  feel  cold .  Seasons  come and 
seasons  go  I  need the  cold  to  feel  warm.

I  have  want  for  you of  a  bet ter  l i fe . 
Let  the  pain  shine ,  d iss ipate  and die . 
Moonl ight  r ise  on  us  now to  make i t 
real  -  t racks  run northward over  an 
open f ie ld .



THEY ʼVE  SEEN
ME SH IN ING
T h e y ’ ve  s e e n  m e  s h i n i n g ,  t h e y ’ ve 
c a u g h t  m e  i n  t h e i r  t e e t h  a n d  p l a n  t o 
s t r i p  my  s k i n  t o  g r i n d  t h e  b o n e s  i n s i d e 
m e .  A n d  t h e y  a r e  s o  a f r a i d  a f r a i d 
a f r a i d  b u t  I  a m  n o t  a f r a i d  a t  a l l .

BEAUT I FUL  BELL S
We  d r e s s  t h e  p a r t .  We  we a r  t h e 

c l o t h e s .  We  f i l l  t h e  h o l e s .  We  s t ay 
i n s i d e  o u r  h o m e s .  Be a u t i f u l  b e l l s

r i n g  o u t  a  h e av y  t o l l .

We  c u t  t h e  w h e a t .  We  f i l l  t h e  h o l e s .
We  wa l k  a l o n e .  We  d o  j u s t  a s  we ’ r e 

t o l d .  Be a u t i f u l  b e l l s
r i n g  o u t  a  h e av y  t o l l .

H ave  a  l i t t l e  m e r c y  o n  o u r  s o u l s .



F a l l i n g  b o m b s  o n  t h e  ye l l ow  h o u s e . 
I ’ m  a s  q u i e t  a s  a  c h u r c h  m o u s e . 
Wa t e r  f l o o d s  o n  t h e  m a i n  s t r e e t  n ow 
t h e  k i n g d o m  i n  c h a o s  t h e  l a n t e r n ’ s 
o u t .  W h i t e  l i n e s  d r aw n  a l l  a c r o s s  t h e 
b l a c k .  C h i l d r e n  t h e r e  i s  a  c h i m n e y 
s t a c k .  S m o ke  t h a t  c o m e s  t o  b l o c k  t h e 
s u n .  T h e  h o l l ow  f i l l i n g  u p  w i t h  m u d .

I t ’ s  o k  t o  c r y.

Smell  the smoke and smell  the moss.
The lantern’s out ,  the kingdom in chaos.

L e t  u s  p r ay  f o r  t h e  r a i n  t o  e n d ,  f o r  t h e 
s o u l s  o f  g e n t l e m e n ,  f o r  t h e  c o l o r s  o f 
t w i l i g h t ,  h o l d  o n t o  e a c h  o t h e r  t i g h t .

P i l i n g  u p  t h e  c o b b l e s t o n e  -  w h e r e  d i d 
a l l  t h e  f l owe r s  g o ?  I n  t h e  n i g h t  t h e 
s t a r s  a r e  b r i g h t  -  we  h ow l  a l o n e ,  we 
h ow l  a l o n e .

S we e t e s t  g i r l ,  I  k n ow  i t ’ s  h a r d , 
c o u n t i n g  e a c h  a n d  e ve r y  s t a r.  C o l o r s 
t h a t  y o u  o n c e  c o u l d  s e e ,  t r a p  t h e m 
i n  y o u r  m e m o r y.  L o n g  a g o  t h e r e  wa s 
a  m a n ,  a t e  t h e  f l owe r s  o f  t h i s  l a n d , 
Po u r e d  t h e m  o u t  a l l  a c r o s s  t h e  s k y, 
t u r n e d  i n t o  a  b i r d  o f  f l i g h t .

I t ’ s  o k  t o  c r y.

Smell  the smoke and smell  the moss.
The lantern’s out ,  the kingdom in chaos.

THE  L ANTERN ʼS  OUT



QUIETUDE



V I L L AGE  L I FE
T h i s  v i l l a g e  l i f e ,  t h i s  v i l l a g e  l i f e  w i l l 
s wa l l ow  u p  e a c h  l i t t l e  d r e a m  t h a t  y o u 
h ave  p l a c e d  i n t o  y o u r  c u p  -  n ow  -  a l l 
a b o a r d  we  g o,  we  d r e a m  a n d  t a l k  t o 
g h o s t s ,  t h e y  w h i s p e r  t o  y o u r  h e a r t 
t h e s e  ve r s e s  a n d  d e p a r t .

S u r r e n d e r  w r a p p e d  i t s e l f  a r o u n d  m e , 
e n t e r e d  i n  m y  b o d y  a n d  u n b o u n d  m e .

O h  l i t t l e  b i r d ,  o h  l i t t l e  b i r d  I  h e a r d 
y o u r  s o n g ,  y o u  wa ke  m e  u p  a t  b r e a k  o f 
d aw n  -  t h e  p l a c e  t h a t  we  n ow  g o,  w i t h 
e ve r y t h i n g  y o u  k n ow.  S t a r s  s l i p  o u t  o f 
t h e  s k y,  r e t r e a t i n g  i n  y o u r  e ye s .

S u r r e n d e r  w r a p p e d  i t s e l f  a r o u n d  m e , 
e n t e r e d  i n  m y  b o d y  a n d  u n b o u n d  m e .

L e t  u s  n e ve r  s p e a k  o f  e n d i n g  u p  a 
l o n g  w h i t e  l a d d e r  we ’ r e  a s c e n d i n g .

E m e r g e  i n  s h i n i n g  g l o r y.

T u r n i n g  t o  t h e  m o r n i n g .



SPEC IAL S  THANK S
T o  a l l  w h o  h e l p e d  i n  t h e  c r e a t i o n
o f  t h i s  a l b u m ,  e s p e c i a l l y  t o  J u l i a .

“ T h e  S o r r owe r ’ s  S o n g b o o k ”  wa s  r e c o r d e d  a t 
H a n d w r i t t e n  R e c o r d i n g  i n  C h i c a g o,  I L


