Tender Theory

good young men, they speak ten ways at the lullaby school in a lullaby style 

one learns to pen for the men who play by the lullaby rules tramping musical mile 

well anyway 

(Chorus)

it’s a tender theory 

the sunshine sends its speech ten days, in classroom cool men channel and compile 

these men certain the hope they sustain for music as a tool will swoon and beguile 

maybe sting and revile 

well anyway 

(Chorus)

in the wide world around it’s with silence we pray, but the men in school answer prayers on the dial 

for those who attend bring your fears and dismay and in the lullaby pool bathe your soul for a while 

well anyway (Chorus)

Kris Gruen -- Vocals, Acoustic Guitars, banjo

Brian Clark – electric guitars, back-up vocals

Ernie Adzentiovich– upright bass

Phil Bloom – drums and percussion

Charles Newman – melodica

Caution’s Decree

I’m out in the street for on last scream

then caught in a rush of spirits that stream 

through white house and its wanting elite

all this because I believe time to be/ obsolete

(Chorus)

just a myth, just a word, just caution’s decree

the click of the clock should have spoken to me

when it broke through the hall so clear and loudly

every lifetime that’s past is now next to me

crying out smoke the ghostly banshee

(Chorus)

the push of the lost is in all that we dream

feel the huge rage of the misguided fleet

I wish I was ready to stave defeat

I wish I was strong and completely complete

(Chorus)

I wish I had never my faith deceived

never, oh never, my faith deceived

Kris Gruen – vocals, backround and banshee vocals, acoustic guitars

Jason Beck – upright piano, percussive vocals

February

long corridor, deep winter sleep moves behind us, we’re waking now

girl that left her mother in a field of wild flowers came to more than she’d hoped for somehow 

and all this that I put myself through, all this growth and dissolve 

I love what I know I can’t control, it’s painful, I want to evolve 

(Chorus) 

things we’d never wish for 

come to be the things we miss more 

than anything in our lives 

the tongue will find its fruit 

and the heart will find its brute 

and many are left behind 

loss chars shut our frayed time lines, nostalgia is the only true sign 

that we’ve held a thing of worth for a moment or a year, no matter, what changed will remind 

this morning the sun burns off her wandering, it’s strange, says the girl, that you’re gone 

I needed loving you I needed leaving you 

you’re a monster but you’re also my song 

(Chorus) 

I don’t want to be left behind

Kris Gruen – Lead vocals, acoustic guitars

Brian Clark – Electric guitars, backing vocals

Lori Michaels – Backing vocals

Charles Newman – upright piano

Christine P-- Cello

The Robes Of Li Ling

the wet whiskey wings of spring

flash open humming clean

burnt blades of sage in grey

whip the wind where I pray

the sun seems behind bars

above the rocks of shot stars

songs of saints afraid to lend a hand

echo around the bend

strange enough alone I sing and cry

convinced this place on high

a strange enough spot to die

strange enough like Vishnu’s eyes

when Ling appeared in the broken snow

her smile telling it’s time to go

she said the stones of Lobuche

had heard my prayers, be on your way boy

(Bridge)

the valley of Lobuche

upon the path Kalapatar

the dreamer dreamed I was not far

I was there before myself

my soul in a box upon a shelf

I suppose I meant myself some harm

dreaming of home before the stars

the hardest place a man can be

means the best of days for me

stacked, the stones of Lobuche

stand for times charmed chains

yet people come and no one sings

songs for the valley or Li Ling

no one draws a horn or prays

for an acre in heaven, the saints ashamed

I am the dreamer adorned today

survived the valley of Lobuche

(Bridge)

undulating waves that sweep in spring

pink and white and green

apple blossoms in the wind

the robes of Li Ling

bodhisattva Gokyo

wrapped in scroll kimono

moving ceremonial 

yes she’s moving ceremonial

Kris Gruen – Acoustic Guitars, Vocals, Space Phones, 

Brian Clark – Electric Guitars

Phil Bloom– Drums

Ernie Adszentoivich – Upright Bass

Rob Stevens – Sitar

Joel R. -- Tabla

In The Clearing

the spread sun mellows

spread sun mellows

draws its yellow coat tails

over the hollow

Rosehips and Raspberry 

leaf tips and grasses

lover look at night’s shadows

born as it passes

torn fresh blushed blue

torn fresh blushed blue

in the back peeling of dusk

just like you

give me your fingers

learn to say goodbye

it’s the end of the day

there’s no more time to hide

let’s make ourselves brand new

make ourselves brand new

before morning arrives

you be the trees

you be the trees

I’ll be the leaving light

let’s make ourselves brand new

make ourselves brand new

before morning arrives

you be the trees

you be the trees

and I’ll be the leaving light

yes, I’ll be the light

I’ll be the leaving light

Kris Gruen – lead vocal, acoustic guitar, percussion, electric guitar

Julian Cassinetti – glockenspeil (spelling?)

Charles Newman – electric guitar

Lori Michaels – backup vocals

Enchant

You enchant me

Personnel:

Kris Gruen – acoustic guitar, vocals

The Daughter Of Bordeaux

the daughter of Bordeaux was a beautiful girl

with Moorish eyes and red wine curls

a black fire rising in mother of pearl

coming of age second war of the world

dark mademoiselle with Parisian heat

stone black eyes for the lover she meets

black flame spire on the high heel streets

country girl, now a woman, with secrets to keep

cabin bells toll over Staten Island

no man at home when her children come

black flame smolders, love letters, wanton

the daughter of Bordeaux longs for vineyard suns

the children grown and the fortune made

an old man beside her with his fists full of spades

her black fire blue in the cool summer shade

the daughter of Bordeaux is forgotten in the play

(Bridge) 

like a piece of the sky reaching for my hand, I know

you smiled when you cried, salt from a sea from ages ago

here’s my ear, against your heart, between the sunshine and the snow

I’m not, asleep, I’m not asleep

a song before you go

Indian Summer, nineteen seventy four

her first grown daughter comes to knock on her door

here is my child, a grandson is born

his red wine curls, dark, dark eyes must be yours

the daughter of Bordeaux gazes down at the world

a black fire rising in mother of pearl

the child is surprised to see old secrets swirl

in the black fire eyes of a beautiful, a beautiful girl

Kris Gruen –Vocals, Acoustic Guitar

Brian Clark – Electric Guitars

Ernie Adszentoivich– Upright Bass

Christine P– Cello

Charles Newman -- Upright Piano

Phil Bloom-- Percussion

For The Finding

ancient market place, Baghdad square

a servant man has terrible scare

in the steeple’s shadow he sees death standing there

beneath a dark hood he sees red eyes glare

the servant man makes his mind to run

I can be in Somata by tomorrow’s sun

with his master’s horse and his father’s guns

he heads for the hills, death’s plan’s undone

and he thinks he’s won

later that day master goes to the square

and just as he heard he finds death standing there

say why did you give my man your stare

he’s left my side and his skills were rare

death said sir what your good man saw

was my surprise to see him at all

I’m supposed to give your man my law, that’s true

but not here, tomorrow, in Somata

I hope he comes through, I hope he comes through

forget those bones you drive into the world 

you’re nothing but a song for the finding

just like a fawn sleeping beside wolves

curious in your blinding

not hiding

Kris Gruen – Acoustic Guitars, Vocals

Brian Clark – Electric Guitars

Truffles

interloper, my stellar affair

cantaloupe, or shall I comb your hair

alpenglower, my moon light au pair

pink light demure, mountains that stand on air

(Chorus)

love from your man

geisha dancer, your roses are rare

so stay romancer, my heart needs repair

lithe top roper, climb if you dare

all I hope for is a vista to share

(Chorus)

Kris Gruen – Acoustic Guitars, Vocals, Sageet (Indian Banjo), Vietnamese Jews Harp

Joel R – Tabla

New York City Sky – Rain Storm

(Interlude, Brian Clark)

Brian Clark – Acoustic Guitar

Christine P – Cello

Gerald Menke – Pedal Steel

Further Down

it takes no time to begin again

just stay away from where you’ve been

the moon will rise at a half past seven

it takes no time to begin again

and it takes no time to heal the past

just remember where your heart was last

the sun sets early, but the moon she rises fast

it takes no time to heal the past

(Chorus) 

and in this work we’re not alone

the whole world is out to find

how to make the golden violins sing their strings

move us further down the line

it takes no time to make a choice

these marble steps will serve just fine

show me courage show me voice

like the wind inside the pine

no it’ll take no time

(Chorus)

Kris Gruen – Acoustic Guitars, Vocals, Accordian

Rob Stevens – Banjo

Phil Bloom – Drums

Ernie Adszentoivich – Upright Bass

Charles Newman – Accordian, Percussion

Nuschka

you are a jar of milk with a small black label 

a whisper like rice paper fire 

it’s lavish ash on a marble table 

the swallowing song of a black cherry lyre 

brown hair entangles your pale repose 

breasts medallion sun lore 

our solar tryst in a foreign prose 

tie ghost strings taut across your pyramid door 

jolie Nuschka 

so beautiful 

(Chorus) I’m afraid to be alone with you 

I’m finding out just what a black and white can do 

seems love was so surreal in 1932 

I’m afraid to be alone with you 

your thick raw wind fills hands like stems 

your slow rhythm wrapping, an ivy vine climb 

you’ve got swans wings rising from your throat bed of gems 

a confessional poem with a shyness to it’s rhyme 

jolie Nuschka 

so beautiful 

(Bridge)

and it doesn’t matter that you’re only on a page 

in a book that flatters women of a distant age 

(Chorus)

Kris Gruen – Acoustic Guitars, Vocals

Brian Clark – Electric Guitars

Charles Newman – Optigan, Marxiphone, samples

Brett Jazey – Slide Guitar

Prayer Walk

I’ll go alone today, don’t be afraid no don’t be afraid

slowly but surely I’ll say, don’t be afraid no don’t

then comes a face I’ve betrayed, don’t be afraid no don’t be afraid

my mind unset from its ways, don’t be afraid

(Chorus) 

prayer walk my little ones

with stones in your hands

you will understand

look ahead now and you’ll see, don’t be afraid no don’t be afraid

listen now and you’ll sleep, don’t be afraid no don’t

feel for a little while and you’ll love, don’t be afraid no don’t be afraid

taste these words and you’ll eat, don’t be afraid

(Chorus)

Kris Gruen – Acoustic Guitars, Vocals, Thumb Piano

Christin P – Cello

Pantoum For Baby

all the men corral their prayers

turn them into bright advice

rub her feet and wash her hair

and do it day and night and twice

turned into the right advice

I read the books and cook the meals

and did it day and night and twice

a deeper love had soon revealed

I read the books and cook the meals

and watch her grow at night in bed

a deeper love had soon revealed

to want for more than ego fed

I watch her grow at night in bed

long taut packed and bronze

to want for more than ego fed

her words as soft as lily ponds

long taut packed and bronze

my hands begin to widen and warm

her words as soft as lily ponds

to carry the sun and segue the storm

my hands begin to widen and warm

I rub her feet and wash her hair

we’ll carry the sun and segue the storm

all the men corral their prayers

Kris Gruen – Acoustic Guitars, Vocals

Brian Clark – Electric Guitars

Charles Newman – Xylophone 

Three Women

Three women breathing/ three oceans turning/ rhythms calling through the round/ syncopate without a sound/ without a sound/ three women breathing/ never meant for keeping/ mother love us when we’re home/ and trade our scares for ruby stones/ for ruby stones/ mother love us when we’re home

Personnel:

Kris Gruen – Upright Piano, Wurlitzer, Electric Guitar, Bass, Drums, Vocals

Charles Newman -- Bass

