
Acclaimed songwriter's astounding 

follow-up to Beasts of Seasons (NPR’s "Best 

albums of2009" list) features guests 

from CALEXICO, THE DECEMBERISTS, 

and THE DODOS. 
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When the moon carves a trail down the pine-bearded hills, 

and a ghost-wind hollers to the early morn, 

and the starlings return to the old sugar mill, 

stealing their corn from the grower s field, 

I'll be no more. 

When we’ve covered our hands in the bone-white clay, 

and we’ve shaken the dust from every boot and spur, 

and we have counted our days in planks and rails, 

and kept our spirits in the dancing halls, 

I'll be no more. 

When a cold corner stage in the back of the room 

holds a house band carrying an orphan tune, 

I would swing, I would sway, I would pull my hips 

to the sad chorus playing on the overheads, 

I’ll be no more. 

Try as I may to carve my path, 

I cannot keep myself from stumbling back to you. 

You'll say "Don't you ever lose your heat! 

“Don't you ever get caught shedding your skin too soon" 

You would find me with a milk-heavy heart. 

I would clear the pollen from your eyes. I would. 

For love has got you hanging off my hips 

like a worn-out dress, with my skin showing through. 

So can't we forget about the truth, 

it never called to me, like it called to you. 

For if salvation never takes our hands, 

we would dance around the wreckage nonetheless 

and just as sure as every parting word 

comes stuttering off every parting tongue, 

I cannot keep myself from stumbling back to you. 

Still to this day, I can hear the whistle blow, 

I can smell the sage burn, 

I may be as old and stubborn as a pine, 

but I am just as wild as the young. 

When a ribbon is curved 'round those blue shadowed hills 

and the hot steel is humming down the Union line, 

Whip-thin, hickory-black, tap-tappin’ 

our sad-faced chatter into rhythm and rhyme, 

I’ll be no more. 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, NYLON-STRING GUITAR, 
VIBRAPHONE 

JOEY BURNS - VOCALS 
NATE QUERY - STAND-UP BASS 
MATTHEW RUBIN BERGER - DRUMS, PERCUSSION 
JILL COYKENDALL - CLARINET 
JEN HARRISON - FRENCH HORN 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, NYLON-STRING GUITAR 
JOEY BURNS - VOCALS, STAND-UP BASS, ELECTRIC GUITAR 
RACHEL BLUMBERG - DRUMS, PERCUSSION 
MATTHEW RUBIN BERGER - DRUMS, PERCUSSION 
ADAM SELZER - ELECTRIC GUITAR 
MERIC LONG - ACOUSTIC GUITAR 
CORY GRAY - PIANO 
JENNY CONLEE - HAMMOND ORGAN 
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My love is fierce, leaving your limbs barefoot and honey-wild. 

Perhaps my dear, I am no dove, I am no shade of blue. 

Clear as any story time will tell you, 

I am not a lamb, I am a lion. 

When courage comes to color our hair orange and goldenrod 

I cannot help tearing your grip with every tooth and claw. 

I cannot keep the daring heart that finds me 

from landing in the belly of a lion. 

The seasons pass, and pull from our lungs quick as a shotgun blast. 

But love is fierce, and covers our necks, thick as a lion's mane. 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, FUZZ BASS 
SEAN OGILVIE - NYLON-STRING GUITAR, PIANO 
JOEY BURNS - STAND-UP BASS 
RACHEL BLUMBERG - DRUMS, PERCUSSION 
MATTHEW RUBIN BERGER - DRUMS, PERCUSSION 
ADAM SELZER - ELECTRIC GUITAR 
CORY GRAY - PIANO 
JILL COYKENDALL - CLARINET 
JOURDAN PAUL - FLUTE 
SARA LASKY - FLUTE 

WIND ARRANGEMENT BY LAURA GIBSON AND SEAN OGILVIE 

Secrets spun as thin as summer threads 

hidden in the hems of summer dresses, 

"It's only skin, warming skin" you said. 

Innocence will bow and kiss your forehead. 

How the heat will beat beat beat it from your breath, 

Go on, leave the seeds to break and swell. 

Tell me all your troubles, I'll tell mine. 

Show every weapon you've been hiding. 

"It's only skin, warming skin" I'll say. 

Innocence can swallow every silence. 

Come come! Color all your visions red! 

Come come! Has the darkness lost it's sway? 

It's only skin, warming skin 

It's only skin, warming skin 

It's only skin, warming skin, 

warming skin, warming skin. 

5. 7J~Aju 
When morning took form, it was the silhouette of a man. 

I could not turn my head, I could not stop trembling, 

I could not stop trembling, I could not stop trembling. 

Well they told me when I was young, 

that the future is a paper sky. 

For all the wandering I have done, for all my push and pulling, 

I could not repent enough, 

I could not repent enough, 

I could not repent enough. 

When evening plays her hand, will she find us afraid? 

Will she find us trembling, or will she find us welcoming 

the rushing dark, the rushing dark, the rushing dark. 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, GUITAR, DRUMS, PERCUSSION, 
PUMP ORGAN 

AMANDA LAWRENCE - VIOLA 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, NYLON-STRING & ELECTRIC GUITARS, 
MARCHING DRUM, PERCUSSION 

*JOEY BURNS - VOCALS, NYLON-STRING GUITAR 
NATE QUERY - BASS 
RACHEL BLUMBERG - DRUMS, PERCUSSION 
CORY GRAY - PIANO 
BRIAN PEREZ - LAP STEEL 
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O red moon, 

a warm glow 

To where we'll go from here, 

I do not know 

A porch light, a bitter song 

For whom the caring words, 

I cannot tell 

I would long to carry your torch 

and drink of your poetry 

O red moon, 

O mirror ball 

Arms bent to pull you closer 

A lantern, a slow dance 

you put the courage 

back into my steps 

I would long to carry your torch 

and drink of your poetry 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, NYLON-STRING GUITAR, 
VIBRAPHONE, MARIMBA, KEYBOARDS 

NATE QUERY - BASS 
MERIC LONG - DRUMS, PERCUSSION, ELECTRIC GUITAR 
LOGAN KROEBER - DRUMS, PERCUSSION 
JILL COYKENDALL - CLARINET 
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My mind may drift from the walls of my skin, but I will not wander too far, 

for those who are pulled by the ivory sun know that home is a labor of fire. 

Well I may have nursed her honey-bright wounds, and cradled her rhythms to rest 

but I am no dreamer, I could not keep my hands clean. 

So I will not grieve for those bent to receive, seeds that could never be sown, 

and I will not lust those courtesies past, they have flickered but not chosen me. 

For when they march by in their motherly smiles, swaying their motherly hips, 

I cannot follow, I cannot keep their pace. 

Time has a way of stealing our breath, and milking the light from our pores, 

and many will fill their oak barrel wombs with patience instead of desire, 

One cannot curse a crow for her course, or choose where her feathers may fall. 

I am no swallow. 

I am no spring bird. 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, NYLON-STRING GUITAR, VIBRAPHONE 
NATE QUERY - STAND-UP BASS 
CORY GRAY - PIANO 
JILL COYKENDALL - CLARINET 
JOURDAN PAUL - FLUTE 
JEN HARRISON - FRENCH HORN 
CHRISTIAN FITZGERALD - OBOE 

WIND ARRANGEMENT BY SEAN OGILVIE AND LAURA GIBSON 
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Are you carried by a restless wind? 

Does it saddle you with brave ideas? 

With battle scars and souvenirs, 

to hang across your shoulder blades? 

Well if you're hot as the sun, I will not question your ways, 

If you're hot as the sun, be not afraid of the fire. 

The shape of bodies galloping 

will follow every song you sing. 

They'll sparkle like a wedding ring, 

and hold you like a melody. 

Well if you're drawn to the flame, I will not question your ways, 

If you're drawn to the flame, be not afraid of the fire. 

In the creases of our history 

from candle wax, to motherhood, to sliding down the banisters, 

fate will have no grudge to hold. 

If you swallow the fuel, I cannot question your will, 

If you swallow the fuel, 

be not afraid of the fire. 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, NYLON-STRING GUITAR 
NATE QUERY - BASS 
RACHEL BLUMBERG - DRUMS 
CORY GRAY - PIANO 
JENNY CONLEE - HAMMOND ORGAN 
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I've been careless with my questions, 

worn my burdens like a halo, 

held my hopes like broken limbs, 

traded peace for backward glances, 

Babe, you’re the one who called us fighter 

Time is not against us 

Time is not against us 

Red as a fox in the white of winter, 

hauling the babies to their battles, 

I've been cutting my knees on the razor wire 

just to bathe in the river of desire, 

Babe, I'm a lady drawn to fire. 

Time is not against us 

Time is not against us 

All along we've been lighting the path we've chosen 

armed with nothing more than a match, 

poor in strength but rich in spirit, 

taking our torch to every shadow, 

Babe, you were right about tomorrow. 

Time is not against us 

Time is not against us 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, NYLON-STRING GUITAR, VIBRAPHONE, 
ELECTRIC BASS, SYNTH, PUMP ORGAN, 
MARCHING DRUM, PERCUSSION 

MERIC LONG - VOCALS 
NATE QUERY - STAND-UP BASS 
RACHEL BLUMBERG - DRUMS, PERCUSSION 
CORY GRAY - PIANO 
BRIAN PEREZ - LAP STEEL 

Late when the night has swollen 

and the edge of the sky is bruised 

I'll wonder if the scene is cast 

by accident or by design 

We will leave our feather lungs, as nameless as when we arrived, 

Every breath and belly laugh will teach us how to die again, 

Each calloused hand and fingertip is a kite-string to a morning hour, 

Where light will fancy you a friend and greet you with a wink and nod 

Every breath and belly laugh will teach us how to die alone, 

For light will pull her curtains closed and whisper every parting word 

Late when the night has swollen, 

and the edge of the sky is bruised, 

marching with a flag in hand, 

we'll be sending up our final flares 

LAURA GIBSON - VOCALS, PIANO, PUMP ORGAN 
NATE QUERY - STAND-UP BASS 
JILL COYKENDALL - BASS CLARINET 
AMANDA LAWRENCE - VIOLA 



All songs written and arranged by Laura Gibson (Wintering Music, ASCAP) 

Produced by Laura Gibson in collaboration with Adam Selzer 
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and at Laura's home, all in Portland, Oregon 
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Infinite thanks to the musicians and friends who gave their time and spirits to this 

record. Special thanks to Adam Selzer, Sean Ogilvie, Beau Raymond, David Newgarden 

and Manage This, Erika Long, Josh Rosenfeld and Barsuk Records, Christof Ellinghaus 
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Mechanique, Joey Burns, The Dodos, Fritz Bruckner, Bev and Dan Kinsley, Kip Kouri 

and Tell All Your Friends, Andrew Parks and mostly thanks to Sellwood neighbors, 
Portland music-makers, and to my family. 
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