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Somewhere and Someday

Lyrics and music
by Berge Turabian

Somewhere and Someday

Somewhere and someday
1 lost my loneliness
From south to north

On winding roads

1 hunted everywhere for it
But instead I found

A chain of questions
Useless things

On the walls of the city

1 posted my address

I placed announcements
In every newspaper

But calls were in vain
Hopes were in vain
Instead

God granted me love
Granted love so...

Somewhere and someday

I lost my love

On every stage

I tried to play my role

But didn't have words

To describe my brief

A nameless character

With no face and no masque

1 flung to God

My arrow-pierced heart
Enclosed my address
Imploring help

But efforts were in vain
Hopes were in vain
Instead

God granted me songs
Granted songs so...

Somewhere and someday
Somewhere and someday

My songs were lost

A chain of losses

Dragged me along

Which I followed humbly
And became wholly absent
When I went back

1 found nothing

There was neither song nor love
Nor loneliness

I was left without a role

But be aware

Someday and somewhere

If you chance to happen upon
A wandering shadow with no
owner

Leave it there

1t is void
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If You Imagine

Adapted from R. Queneau s
"Si tu t'imagines”

If you imagine

If you imagine

Little sweetie

Little sweetie

It will last forever

The season of your loves
You're fooling yourself
Little sweetie

You're fooling yourself

If you imagine

If you imagine

Little sweetie

Little sweetie

They will last forever
Your rosy cheeks

Your thighs of nymph
Your enamel nails

And your light foot
You're fooling yourself
You're fooling yourself

The lovely days disappear
The lovely days of feasts
Suns and planets

Go round in circles

But you my little one you keep
going

Straight straight painless and
careless

Always toward what you don't see
While very slowly draw near

The swift wrinkles

The weighty fat

And triple chin

So hurry up

Hurry up

Little sweetie

Little sweetie

Gather the roses of life
And may their petals
Be a sea of happiness
Be a sea of eternity

If you donut gather those roses
You're fooling yourself
You're fooling yourself
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THE HARALEZ

1 need to go back

To the past

The world of the Haralez
1 need to go back

To the past

The land of the Haralez

1 need to evoke

The Haralez

And thousands of fairy tales
1 need to engender

Fake dreams

Unreachable moons

I will unleash the Haralez
In the world of my old loves
I will release the Haralez
In the canyons of the echoes

1 need to remain

On the old scenes

Of the battlefields

1 need to follow at your heels
Be in the chaos of your escapes

I need to hunt

The Haralez

In the depths of forests
1 need to discover

Old secrets

In the realm of myths

I will unleash the Haralez

In the prisons of my old sorrows

I will release the Haralez
In my stagnant seas

*Aralez or Haralez:

In the world of my old loves
In the prisons of my old
Sorrows

In the canyons of my echoes
In my stagnant seas

There is nothing but you
There is nothing but you

But today in my arms

You are almost dead almost a
corpse

And today in my book

You are a little present and too
absent

The Haralez must lick you and
lick
The Haralez must lick you and
lick

I need to go back

To the past

The world where myths still live
I need to go back

To the past

The world where the Haralez
still live

the ancient Armenians believed in the existence of these
dog-like creatures, which had the power to revive the fallen
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SONG ABOUT WRITING A
SONG OR LITTLE GIRL

Little girl if you really
Donut like my guitar

I’ll put off its love strings
Perhaps then you'll like me

Little girl if my style

Of charming you is obsolete
I'll clown around

Your love for me is so urgent

But alas between you and me

There is nothing not even an “and”
Only a blank white page

I wish had blackened a little

Little girl if my demeanor

Is much too awkward and shy
The reason is the way I speak-
Too eloquent and silver-tonqued

Little girl if my seduction

Is ridiculous and clumsy

The reason is that my intrusion
Must be very crafty

But alas between you & me

There is nothing not even an “&”
Only a scribbled page

Which could have been a song or two

Little girl you know its meaningless
To change styles and strings

And that I'm old is certain

There is no point in cheating

If my song is already written
Your love in me is needless
Let me wash off my makeup
And everything fake in me

And let me tell you at last

In my lines in verse

If my song seemed silly to you

Get lost little girl the hell with you



<nrpanue

<nphanlp Yytnol £ Ywbph
Gnypwqglnh dwiwlwyh
<nphanlp YhGa t Ytpoht
Gy ulhgpp wakh hash
<nphgnlp ybpohl yGuwna
Utp optiph Ywbgntb nyup
<nphgn0p dtp wspkpl £
Utip wsptiph 4tpghl hniyup
Gu qlnud Gd nu Ygbwad
<nphgnbh GJw&owh

Gu qOnud B nL Yglwy
<nphgnbh Swbwsdwb

Gu ghwnbd np wylunkn dhwyb
Mhuwnh gun06S wyntbpl hd

<nphgnbp Ywbsnid £ dbg
Gpwqlbpny wwbgnid £ dbq
<nphgnGp dwpnl £ Ytpghl
Gy uyhqpp wikh hash
<nphgnGp Y&nohl ubnG £
Utp wrwehl wrwynup
<nphgn0p dnrwgntil

<h0b onbiph ukp Ywpnup

Gu qOnud B nL Yglwd

Gu Yglhwd nt Yaniybu
<nphgnbh pbLenhG
<nphanlp Yapwybad
Unwndltd hd gtphl
Gu qOnud BY nL Yglwd
NEwh h04 hd GJwLowh
Gu qOnud BY N1 Yglwd

NGwh had hd Awlbwstiwb

The Horizon

The horizon is the end of life
The end of the world and time
The horizon is the last woman
And the beginning of everything
The horizon is the ending point
The still light of our days

The horizon is our sight

The last hope in our eyes

1 am going toward the horizon
To discover it

I’ll be going toward the horizon
To conquer it

1 know that only there

1 shall find my source

1 shall go and I shall merge
With the horizon

1 shall go and I shall make
The horizon my captive

1 am going toward myself
To discover myself

I'll be going toward myself
To conquer myself

The horizon invites

And tortures with dreams

The horizon is the last man

And the beginning of everything
The horizon is the last love

And our first break of day

The horizon is oblivion

The longing for old days

1 am going toward the horizon...
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Your Hands

From Gethsemane to crimson Golgotha
Your hands are stretched to become my path
From Gethsemane to unreachable Golgotha
1 carry your hands upon my shoulders

In the Garden of Gethsemane your hands are
The blue shadows of cool and sad olive trees
In the night of prayer your hands are filling
My final hours with fearful wake

From Gethsemane to crimson Golgotha

Your hands are lashing me and pushing me ahead
From Gethsemane to unreachable Golgotha

Your hands are like a balm on my wounds

On the roads of Calvary your hands are

A crown of thorns upon my head

And a laurel crown on my heart

On the Mount Golgotha your hands are the Song of Songs
A reed in my hand a flag for my suffering

So much blood and sweat

So much love and blame

So much blasphemy towards heaven
So many prayers towards heaven

From Gethsemane to crimson Golgotha
Your hands are the vision of crucifixion
From Gethsemane to unreachable Golgotha
Your hands are the vision of resurrection
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THE GAME

A little girl in the courtyard

Is playing ball with her favorite friends
She passes the ball in turn to everyone
And everyone tosses it back carefully to her
But among them there is a shy little boy
Who is always ignored in this game

He decides to leave the game

Forget about them go away and etc.

The little girl pretends not to see him
Doesn't toss the ball to him

The little girl loves him in her own way
This games goes on and on

And nothing changes

The little girl loves him in her own way

Then the little girl during class

Whispers the answers to the lazy boys

She passes the little notes in turn to everyone
She whispers words and numbers

But among them there is a shy little boy
Helpless and fed up with all these classes
He decides to drop out away and etc.

The little girl pretends not to see him
Doesn't whisper anything to him

The girl loves him in her own way

The classes go on and on

And nothing changes

The little girl loves him in her own way

The little girl now in the street

Attracts and seduces the idle guys
Gives them hope endless hopes

And they surround her like little pets
But among them there is a shy little boy
Who lives quietly hidden in his corner
Perhaps one day he'll become a poet

A songwriter a singer etc.

The little girl pretends not to see him
Doesn't give him any hope

The little girl loves him in her own way
The street goes on and on

And nothing changes

The little girl loves him in her own way

Today the little girl alone in this life

Doesn't play ball doesn't whisper the answers
Doesn't give hope doesn't have an intent

She has just dreams and souvenirs she can't
display

But among them there is a silent penance

A silent guilt silent regrets

A silent silence and etc.

The little girl pretends not to see herself

And has no regrets

The little girl loves him in her own way

This life does go on and on

And of course everything changes

But the little girl loves herself in her own way
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FOR AGES FOR CENTURIES

For ages for centuries

Millions of things have been turning

in circles

Things that are flat things that are
round

Things that breathe and things that
do not

They circle around

Alert and vigilant

So as not to crash into each other
And leave the world in ruins

But after all a few of them

Tired of this circle dance

Attempt to deviate from their path
To brush against one another

They approach each other with great

hopes
But collide with a big fracas
Vanishing once and for all

They lose each other once and for all

We lost each other you and 1
This is the fate of humankind
This is the fate of any kind
You cannot fight fate

For ages for centuries

Millions of things have been rushing

Side by side used to each other
Things that breathe and things that
do not

They rush ahead arm in arm

Like a crutch for each other

Like mother and father

Sharing one name and one face
But afier all a few of them

Tired of this endless march

Stray apart

Ridding themselves of their fated
role

Live in another place in another
life

But alas it's the same life

They meet on their past path
And forgive each other

For their futile escapes

This is the fate of humankind
This is the fate of any kind

You cannot fight fate

For ages for centuries

This globe revolves

Rushes and spins around us
Growing old with us

Though it grows older and older
It doesn't die in any way

We at least have a break

And sometimes have a rest

The globe after all spins and
spins

And cannot even say as we do
“Stop here my friend

I'm getting off”

1t keeps playing its role

We keep rushing arm in arm

To conceive the end of this song
A very propitious refrain

This is the fate of humankind
This is the fate of any kind

You cannot fight fate
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HOW BEAUTIFUL THEY WERE

How beautiful they were

The orphan days of our childhood
Our wandering paths

Our inconsolable fairy tales

The time when this puzzling life was so

simple

But alas our carefree days

Lasted for only the blink of an eye
And took away our childhood games

And left an end without the beginning

A hazy fog in our sights
A few blank white pages
Just a few souvenirs

And yet how dear they are
The games we never played
Our hollow fairy tales

The childhood we had

And didn't have

How beautiful they were

Our incomplete and rejected loves
Our great but evanescent loves

And even every painful blow of love
The time when love was there

And having no doubts

We took it for granted

But it passed so quickly

And didn't leave us any hope

Only words like “once upon a time”
And its evaporated scent on our skin
A few faded photographs

Just a few short lines

And yet how dear they are

Our made-up dreams

Our hollow and deluded memories
The loves we had

And didn't have

How beautiful they were

Our hesitant escapes

Our sentimental revolts

Every door slammed before us
And every ship which sailed
Without us to lands

While we sat docile on the dock
Waved a wet handkerchief

And then returned back home
Defeated we fell to bed

And awake or asleep

Dreamt of new escapes

And yet how dear they are
Our devised escapes

Our hollow and untrue
adventures

The life we had

And didn't have
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AS LONG AS I AM

As long as I am
On the edge
Of the precipice
Bowed toward
My very own
Dark abyss

As long as I am
I will echo
Your name
And cry out
That I miss
Your blood

As long as you are
Every dungeon
Will turn

Into dust

Ominous walls
Will disappear

As long as you are
I will subdue

Any pain any grief
Even the sudden
Whimsical
Untamable death

As long as I am
As long as you are
As long as I am
As long as you are
As long as we are

As long as we are
Let us remain

On the edge

Of the fall

Let us forget
About new
Adventures

Let us meld together
And share

A single shadow
And relive
Unlived memories

And if someday
We stumble

And fall

Into the darkness
We will find
Each other
Once more

In the oblivion
Of our past life
In a posthumous
And miraculous
Quest

As long as I am
As long as you are
As long as I am
As long as you are
As long as we are
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THE STATUES

The statues abound
Crowding everyplace
Lining up in the streets
From door to door

The statues we give birth to them
And then we spoil them

The statues puff up

On their secure pedestals

The statues are fainéants
And posthumous deserters
The statues give birth

To millions of statuettes

The statues surpass

The number of non-statues

The statues drive away

The pedestrians from the streets

This is the era of statues
The dynasty of the dead
This is the era of statues
And the exile of passersby

The statues stand up
Indoors outdoors anywhere
The statues reign

Over titanic cities

The statues battle

And destroy states

The statues are statues
But they ordain new rules

The statues rival

Fight one another

The statues dethroned
Ascend the stage again

The fallen statues

Headless armless and legless
Rise renewed

From their ashes

This is the era of statues
The dynasty of the dead
This is the era of statues
And the exile of passersby

The statues get drunk
Hang around all day long
The statues how!

Donut give us a break

The statues overfill

All theaters and halls
The statues like idols
Have their own shrines

The statues are intruders
They invade every house
The statues tirelessly

Follow us day and night

The statues are lanterns
In dark public gardens
The statues are the fear
Of loving couples

This is the era of statues
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ALL BUT ONE

The soldier

For whom you do not pray

For whom you do not weep

Across whose shoulder is not slung
Neither arms nor shield

But instead

A song a song of love

A melancholy melody

A lamenting violin

And a flag the color of love

He plays and sings

In that unusual war

He soars and circles

In that infinite war

Where the living and the dead
Listening to his song rise once again
All but one

All but one

All but one

The soldier

Falls and falls a thousand times
Dies and dies but doesn't die
Lest he leave behind his violin
And kill the echo of his song
There sitting beside the mangled
bodies

Some dead and some still stirring
He sings his song but never finds
Those eyes imploring

Those arms held out

As twilight falls all are dead
Like another day

And dies one more wounded man
As if the last the very last soldier
The song is buried in the silence
The whole world lies in the grave
All but one

All but one

All but one
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THE WALTZ OF THE BLIND

The waltz of the blind is no different
Than other waltzes other dances
Nor does the rhythm and style differ
And the steps are the very same

Only the dance floor changes a little
No matter if it is large or small

It's just a floor for the waltz of the blind
Where they dance in harmony

The blind couple by couple

Are turning themselves around

The blind couple by couple

Promise to dance until they're out of breath
They promise to dance forever

Couple by couple with the same gestures
The same smile the same love

The waltz of the blind invites us
Into its enchanting circle dance
And we blinded gentle and docile
Follow each other forever

The waltz of the blind echoes forever
Echoes inside us all around us

With neither musicians nor singers
Perhaps it's the pulse of our heart

The couples blindly blindly

Are turning themselves around

The couples blindly blindly

Promise to dance until they're out of breath
They promise to dance forever

Couple by couple with the same gestures
The same smile the same love

The waltz of the blind is the waltz of lovers
When there is neither song nor music
When lights turn out and darkness reigns
And your love is crystal clear

The waltz of the blind is our waltz
The waltz of our raving eyes

If our love is overflowing

This is our waltz the waltz of life

The blind couple by couple

Are going away taking along the waltz
The blind couple by couple

Dream again and again the waltz of love
They dream of dancing forever

Couple by couple with the same steps
The same smile the same love

The waltz of the blind is the waltz of love
The waltz of the blind is our waltz

The waltz of the blind is the waltz of love
The waltz of the blind

It is our waltz
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