
Requiems & Rebirth 

Ouroboros 
 

Matahachi 

It’s been more than ten years 
He’s been on his own; 
After all this time, 
He still don’t know what to do… 
But he won’t tell it true. 
Oh no, he won’t tell you true. 
Matahachi, Matahachi, Matahachi… 
 
Running off to war, 
He sought fortune and glory. 
Though he gave it his all, 
He only found a delusion: 
A field of death and delusion, 
A time of loss and confusion. 
Matahachi, Matahachi, Matahachi… 
 
Now he’s been on his own 
Through years of pain and false pleasure. 
Blinded by sloth and greed, 
He was deceived by a stranger. 
He didn’t notice the danger; 
His very life was in danger! 
Matahachi, Matahachi, he’s no Musashi… 
 
It’s taken more than ten years 
Fighting his shame and his ego. 
He didn’t know that the truth 
Cuts sharper than an ōdachi. 
Even so, he was spared, 
Given a chance to start over; 
To save his soul from the fire! 
Matahachi, Matahachi, Matahachi… 
 
Ein Tag im Leben 

(“Hitler speech” clip drawn from archival audio in the public domain of Adolf Hitler’s address to the German National 
Socialist Party on the Sudetenland “crisis”, Sept. 1938.) 
 
You wake up and you don your scarlet armband; 
Looks like it should be a busy day. 
You head downstairs and grab a cup of coffee, 



Jackboots, and khaki coat, then out the door. 
Arrive at work, and have another cigarette. 
No one believes you when you say it’s all for the best! 
 
You try your best to make a good impression, 
To fit right in, and never rock the boat. 
They’ll stab you in the back as quick as looking, 
So toe the line and do just what you’re told. 
Sometimes you think your boss hat einen Vogel, 
But when he beats the stump, raise your right hand and shout, “Sieg Heil!” 
 
You say you didn’t want it to come to this; 
If only we’d have let you have your way! 
Your list of enemies is ever growing: 
Yellow stars set in a scheming sky. 
You say we’ve got to keep the ovens roaring; 
How can you save the world if you don’t burn it to the ground?! 
 
Don’t Panic 

(Instrumental) 
 
The Opening 

(Lyrics adapted from “Song of the Open Road”, Walt Whitman, 1856.) 
 
I. Afoot, light-hearted I take to the road. 

Strong and free, the world before me, 
I take to the road. 
 
Eyes wide and gazing around me, 
The lesson: reception of all I see 
As I travel the road. 
 
Warm light envelopes everything. 
Despite this, existence leaves much unseen, 
So much to believe. 
 
The whole world expanding all around; 
Music, poetry, heroic deeds, 
So much to conceive. 
 
What goodness I now find dwells within! 
All seems beautiful to me 
As I travel the road. 
 

II. Here and now: Wisdom’s test, 
Sorely bought, never guessed. 
Now to re-examine the world’s philosophies, religions. 



Here is realization: 
A man realizes what he has inside… 
 
The past and the future, 
Majesty, and oh, so much love – if you are vacant of them, 
They may not find you, oh… 
Oh, you must give yourself… to the world – 
 
To the world! 
The efflux of the soul: happiness from within, 
And oh, so many questions! 
Under the trees! beautiful, melodious 
Thoughts descend, and rise again… 
Thoughts descend, and rise again. 
 
Be you not discouraged; 
Tire not upon the road. 
We cannot stop here! 
The sightless dead will block our way. 
We must not tarry here! 
The burial may not wait. 
 
I will be honest: I do not offer the old; 
I give you the new, rough and unrefined as it seems. 
Hoard not what they call riches, scatter them all before you. 
Do not let them take hold, beckoning with Sirens’ calls. 
 
Back to the road!  Follow all those 
Great men and glorious women! 
Observing, contemplating all they see – helping the children! 
Dancing, laughing, singing – standing by gaping graves! 
Lower down the coffin, to rise again… 
Bowed low to rise again. 
 
Endless, beginningless, 
Timeless, limitless: 
Your path along the road. 
We seek the truth beyond all things. 
Gather close hearts and minds, 
And know the universe is a road… for traveling souls! 
 
All moves aside: religion, government, and the works of men 
Halt not our progress along this grand road. 
Forever alive! forever and always onward, 
I know not where!  Out of our dark confinement… 
 
Into the Light!  Forward, follow the road 



Through struggles and wars!  Heed the call of battle; 
Go well-armed with the Truth!  Take my hand and 
Take my heart – I give you my love! 
Shall we go together as long as we live? 
If we stay together, we rise again. 
When we love each other, we shall ascend. 
 
Yenonanatche 

Is it hard to lay down your burdens? 
Is it hard to know when to just set them down and go? 
Do you feel like it’s worth it 
To hold on when the sorrow just rolls on and on, 
Like that old, slow Mohawk River? 
 
Have you lived your life to the fullest? 
When you were young, did you dream about scaling the peaks 
Of the world’s mightiest mountains? 
Or was it fighting a war we all knew must be fought 
And won? 
 
It must be hard to watch all your children 
Growing up, growing old, while the weight of the world 
Bows them low, despite your best efforts 
To be a pillar of strength; but you’ve found that you’re more 
Like that old, slow Mohawk River. 
 
Still, I remember how you’d fill us with laughter. 
And like a river, when it reaches a mountain, never changes its nature; 
No, it just changes course 
Until it carves out a valley and just continues to flow 
Back to the ocean. 
 
North Country Requiem 

I. Rugged and worn, beyond the count of years, 
But strong and deep are the roots, untouched by any frost: 
Sing now of the land I love, from whence I come. 
 
The North is hard and cold at times, 
But always comes the Spring with new life, 
And hope for we that breathe. 
Beauty beyond the thoughts of mortal things. 
 
And as the land, so the man. 
 
Rugged hand and worn shirt, but strong unto the last. 
And deeper than all but few could know: the well of his soul. 
Sing now of the hero that is gone! 



Oh, he’s gone… 
 
Wisdom may seem hard, but cold may not be wrong, 
And love always was the path 
His words and deeds did lead. 
Love of work and love of man, 
Love of earth and sky. 
Long did he walk the land that I love, 
But all that breathes must die. 
Long did he love the land that I know, 
But all that breathes must die. 
All we who breathe must die. 
 
And as the land, so the man. 
 

II. The soul, however, never breathes; 
It lives on Love alone. 
And so my love lives on inside my heart, 
And his land will always. 
So as the land, still the man. 
As the land, still the man. 
As the land, still the man. 
His soul forever free… 
His soul forever free. 
And my love… 
My love will always be. 
 
Lullaby 

Father:  I want you to think about… when you’re in your bed, um, in your room at night all by 
yourself and you’re sleeping…  Where do you go? 
Daughter:  In my… dream! 
F: In your dream?  What do you dream about? 
D: I dream about animals… 
F: Animals?  What kind of animals? 
D: Um…baby wolfs. 
F: Baby wolves?  Cool… Are they very fuzzy? 
D: Yeah, they even cli- on m- climb on my heads. 
F: Wow…  And what else? 
D: And they e- I even – They let me even hold me – hold… them. 
F: They let… you hold them? 
D: Mm-hmm. 
F: Wow! 
D: And they even like Dezzy. 
F: They like Dezzy, too – your kitty? 
D: Yeah. 
F: That’s awesome. 
D: He never bites them or scratches them. 



F: That’s good!  So sometimes, when you dream, you see your kitty Desmond? 
D: Mm-hmm…  Yep, I do. 
F: What does he do? 
D: And he plays with me. 
F: How does he play? 
D: He plays with his microphone. 
F: How does he do that? 
D: Because he holds it in his paws. 
F: And what else? 
D: He…talks in it and he pushes the button and it goes up in the air.  It gets very long! 
F: Does he dance and sing? 
D: Yeah… 
F: What songs does he sing? 
D: He sings “Twinkle, Twinkle”. 
F: Really? 
D: Yep! 
F: Does he sing a lullaby song? 
D: Yeah! 
F: What is it? 
D: Um… “Twinkle, Twinkle”. 
F: “Twinkle, Twinkle”? 
D: Yep. 
F: You hear music when you’re sleeping? 
D: Yeah…yep! 
F: Is that a good bedtime song? 
D: Yeah… 
D: Hey Papa, um, when – when you’re singing the song on your guitar, I’ll sing through the 
microphone, okay? 
F: Yeah…  That’s a good idea. 
D: [sings “Twinkle, Twinkle”] 
F: That was beautiful. 
D: That’s the lullaby he sings. 
 
F: Do you know where dreams come from? 
D: Um, from your head. 
F: From your head?  Uh-huh…  Is that the only place they come from? 
D: Yeah. 
F: Do you know why people dream? 
D: Because they’re sleeping! 
F: Because they’re sleeping? 
D: Yeah. 
F: Uh-huh…  And, um, do dreams… do dreams make you happy? 
D: Yeah. 
F: Yeah…  Do you think dreams can come true? 
D: Yeah. 
F: Really?  Why do you think that? 
D: Because… they do. 


