1.

NOCTURNE


It seems like a nocturne, but that’s not true

I live at the back of the night.

I dig the morning

From nine or quarter past.

I know a guy who even so early

Can soothe my restlessness.

He’s a nice guy, he makes it easy,

He can tell his old hands.

He’s thinking of getting out if he gets off.

He’s thinking of getting out with the dough.

He’s thinking of leaving when he’s got cash.

I’d like to go with him

Go with him.

Oh my God! How much I love my dealer!

Oh my God! How much I love my dealer!

You’ve got the law, you’ve got the trick

I live the Poisonous War

That’s the way it is, and I like it

If only it were forever.

I know a guy who’s there so early.

He can send me back to bed.

He’s a nice guy. He makes it easy.

He knows his clients well.

He’s thinking of getting out if he gets off

He’s thinking of getting out with the dough

He’s thinking of leaving when he’s got cash

I’d like to go with him

Go with him.

Oh my God! How much I love my dealer!

Oh my God! How much I love my dealer!

2.

YOUNG SHOOT

Young shoot

In the trunk of the old tree.

Although still tender

You feel trapped

By the words of your tongue

That a party of witches

Has conjugated for you.

I’ve got no more fatherland than my feet

Nor more loves than the one you owe me

Prisoner of your streets

I only think of fleeing

Turn the world, back to El Born,

But go away!

3.

FLESH AND BONES HEROES

There’s a Star

Under the Sky

It’s just a hole

I’ve found in You.

Sometimes the Sky

Has no relief

And flattens me against the dirt.

Or else is deep

So dark and empty

That I feel at a loss and scared

Heroes are always Cow-Boys

Heroes are always Cow-Boys...

Always Good Boys.....Heroes...

There’s a Star

Under the Sky

It’s just a hole

I’ve found in You.

I do not know

The cause of my desire

There’s a Star

Under the Sky

It’s just a hole

I’ve found in You.

But I know it sucks me and hooks me?

But I know it sucks me and hooks me?

Heroes are always Cow-Boys

Heroes are always Cow-Boys...

Always Good Boys.....Heroes...

4.

WHITE WAY

A Sad man, a pedestrian,

A Thin Man going through the alleys

A man with a Brown sugar Monkey / X2

Up and Down the tube.......

Lost Alone in the City

He thinks and hopes to be happy one day

But believes and suspects

That it’ll never come

And a funny game

Leads him to my bed

A Lonely Man, a White Way

A Sad Man, My Lover

A man with overalls 

Up and Down the tube....

street.

5.

MR. RIGHT

Mr. Right

Your torture

Is your

Homosexual side.

But this boy

Is more than a vice

And has turned upside down

All your plans.

From a world apart

The double life

From a world aside

Always hiding

But this time

You want sacrifice

Don’t bother about

What they’ll say

Too late at night

She hears when he comes in

She weeps for her husband

Who’s going to bed with boys

And he hasn’t mentioned a word.

You must tell 

Her today

You cannot keep on

Living in falsehood.

She’s not well,

She’s depressive.

You must tell her the truth.

She thought he was hers

She thought she knew him

They have three kids

But it’s all a lie.

She doesn’t know what to do.

She’s apalled.

Girl, he’s dealt you

A duff hand.

Too late at night

She hears when he comes in

She weeps for her husband

Who’s going to bed with boys

And he hasn’t mentioned a word.

6.

VALLCLARA

I found myself in the depths of the Vallclara.

I saw myself like an old man that never sleeps.

What’s he doing this lonely man up at La Plantada

But shedding his skin like a snake?

From an old dirty body

To a new pure place.

Passion, Action, It’s me.

No need to be hung

But where’s the post?

It’s me my Lord

Waiting for what may come.

I went for a walk to the Arca Plena

I’ve seen how a wolf is eating foxes.

What is an old man doing at the bus stop

But waiting, waiting for his own death?

From an old dirty body

To a new pure place

Passion, Action, It’s me.

No need to be hung

But where’s the post?

It’s me my Lord

Waiting for what may come.

7.

CHRIST OF THE DRUGSTORES

Forgive me Lord

I was very alone

I was looking for consolation

It’s me,my Lord

How can I be so high

Down in the street?

In the neon lights

You’re there, my Lord.

Forgive me, Lord,

We were in pain

And you said: No,

No receipts, My Lord.

You haven’t seen me

You and I are the Christ

I don’t want anymore passion.

It’s me, Lord.

Saint Christ of the Drugstores

Tell the Shopkeeper

To give me the dose

Or to get rid of the Cross in the street. 

miniatures

8.

MERITXELL

Meritxell

Has grown up

She brings boys 

To sleep at home

Meritxell 

And these boys

Want to make

The Golden Shower.

Her father says:

Who are these boys?

Good folk,

No need to worry.

Meritxell

Has grown up. 

Looks for boys

To have a party.

Meritxell

Knows what she wants

She doesn’t give a damn

If they call her: hussy.

Meritxell

And these boys

What about these boys?

They piss on her face.

Meritxell

The Golden Shower

9.

DOG BLUES

I’m knackered

I’m really down

I crawl

I’m like a dog

That barks a blues

The North Wind

Chills my bones.

I feel lonely

In the middle of the Quagmire.

They steal shrimps, they steal shrimps

They steal shrimps in the Quagmire.

I’m like a dog

That barks a blues

10.

I’M A WRECK

How it flees

Your memory of time.

All I can do is wait

For you not to come back.

He’s gone

Yes he’s gone

He’s left me

I’m a wreck.

All the greens and blues

Of the lands of my Desire

A boy that sings in the Vallclara

I love him!

But he’s gone

Yes, he’s gone

He’s left me

I’m a wreck.

11. 

TEUJÀ RHYTHM

Coffee's boiling, get the bathtub ready

Open the window, I want Cola-cao

Ring Barcelona, To Joan’s

But there’s no reply, where the hell is he now?

Pour lots of cognac, make yourself a big reventat 

Look up the post to see whether Sion's hanging there 

Wanking for me 

Don’t stop playing

Wanking for me  

Follow the Teujà Rhythm

Jordi, Mariona and Pete

Currito and Black

Mayordomo, Mina, Bepet,

The Uncles and Ricard...

12.

DROP OUT

Drop out, and drop out, and drop out and drop out

Up at the terrace

A winter day

At the feet of the monster.

Barcelona is full of fire

Barcelona is full of smoke

Barcelona, don’t look for me anywhere

Barcelona, the light tangles you up

Barcelona is full of fire

Barcelona is full of mud

Barcelona don’t look for me anywhere

Barcelona will hide everything from you

Because in your streets

Not a fairy is left

Because over time

Even Mariona has gone

Because in your streets

No witch is left

Because over time

Even Yan has rotten

13.

LA SORT’S VINEYARD

End of sorrow

The slope, the cross

He’s bearing a coffin on his back.

The Moon is full

And makes everything clear.

I crack an almond at its feet.

Come with me

I wanna die under your branches.

La Sort’s vineyard.

Make wine from myself

And in a good cask I want to rot.

End of sentence

The slope The cross

I keep a case in my pocket.

At the Vallclara

We can hear the death knell

I burn a spoon and...goodbye

Come with me

I wanna die under your branches.

La Sort’s vineyard

Make wine from myself

And in a good cask I want to rot.

14.

5221 (Quando corpus morietur...)

Five, two, two, one

It is the room

we’ve been given

Cecilio and I.

We are scared,

Everybody has shut up

(obliged silence).

He’s seriously ill,

Very ill.

And his mother is rocking him,

The way mothers get their children to sleep,

And his mother rocks him,

The way women get their babies to sleep,

And his mother rocks him,

And his mother rocks him,

As the Madonna did at the cross.

Doctor says

Cecilio is dead

But his face

Is smiling.

Doctor says

He’s been long dead

But Mother tells him:

“It’s just, since he was born,

that he’d die in my arms,

as did the Madonna at the cross”.

And his mother is rocking him...

......

This feeling has already ended.

Tatoo you, Mum.

But at last

There is a need,

Consolation

And piety.

And his mother is rocking him...

15.

THE FURRIER

I’m a furrier,

Tribune of the starving-to-death.

Knifegrinder,

Nomad and mendicant.

I’m a furrier. And i’m a furrier.

I’m a chatterbox,

I hurt deep with my word.

Woodcutter,

I don’t leave anything alive.

Sparrow at times wounded

Owl of the grey moon

Sparrow at times happy

Owl Shut in the flat.

Im a beggar

Of the okey of my friends.

I’m a scrounger,

Dead before straight.

I’m a furrier, and I’m a furrier.

Songmaker,

But I don’t pull out all the stops.

Denier

Of the constituted order. I’m a furrier...

I am the goat artist,

The pest of the neighbours.

Playing the trumpet

For the bread of my children.

16.

THE WOOD

Within the Wood my Life is waiting,

Within the Wood, when it gets dark.

Within the Wood, the fog is thin, and look at him.

Within the Wood, the Two of Us.

And this Wood that will always remain

Within You and Me.

And this Wood that will always remain

Within You and Me.

Within the Wood, my Life Oh Yeah...

Within the Wood, when it gets dark.

Within the Wood, my Love is waiting for me,

Within the Wood, my Love has vanished.

And this Wood that will always remain

Within You and Me.

And this Wood that will always remain

Within You and Me.

17.

THREE CHORDS AGAINST AIDS

Crushed in the city

Sick of being locked up.

Run, Fly, Sleep.

I’m weak and i’m the Hymn

Of the dropouts.

Nobody writes songs for anyone,

And I’ve got you in my body.

Everybody’s got reasons for everyone,

And I feel you in my heart.

If they lock me up in prisons,

If they dance me by the streets,

If they hang me up on terrace roofs,

All the scum of the city.

Ground up, concentration-lost,

Scarred lad,

Run, fly, sleep.

And I’m weak, and I’m the Hymn

Of the dropouts.

I think I can’t stop,

I’m stoned up high.

Protected with a dim light,

He’s laughing at me.

I think he’s not Catalan,

But I don’t care.

Protected from all light,

You want him for you

(he’s Valencian, I can smell it).

I sing when I’m alone,

I sing like an Owl

I sing when Love wants me to

And I miss affection,

And it hurts, and it hurts.

Ground up, beaten up,

Psychiatrized lad,

Run, fly, sleep.

And I’m weak, and I’m the hymn

Of the dropouts.

Get away from good memories

Of all we said to each other

And at the end it hasn’t happened.

Eternal Love, High-risk group.

I sing when I’m alone,

I sing like an Owl

I sing when Love wants me to

And I miss affection,

And it hurts, and it hurts.

Three, three, three chords against Aids...
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