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1. Free Man in Paris

Originally appeared on Court and Spark

Sufjan Stevens, Wurlitzer, piano,electric guitar, vocals

James McAlister, drums, bass,backing vocals, guitar

Craig Montoro, trumpet

C.J. Camerieri, trumpet

Ben Lanz, trombone

Rob Moose, violin

Naho Tsutsui, violin

Marla Hansen, viola

Katie Schlaikjer, cello

Produced and Arranged by Sufjan Stevens with James McAlister

Recorded and Mixed March 2005 by Sufjan Stevens with James McAlister at The Buddy Project, Queens, NY
The way I see it he said 
You just can’t win it
Everybody’s in it for their own gain 
You can’t please ’em all 
There’s always somebody calling you down 
I do my best 
And I do good business 
There’s a lot of people asking for my time 
They’re trying to get ahead 
They’re trying to be a good friend of mine

I was a free man in Paris 
I felt unfettered and alive 
There was nobody calling me up for favors 
And no one’s future to decide
You know I’d go back there tomorrow 
But for the work I’ve taken on 

Stoking the star maker machinery 
Behind the popular song

I deal in dreamers 
And telephone screamers 
Lately I wonder what I do it for 
If l had my way 
I’d just walk through those doors
And wander 
Down the Champs Elysées
Going cafe to cabaret 
Thinking how I’ll feel when I find 
That very good friend of mine

I was a free man in Paris 
I felt unfettered and alive 
Nobody was calling me up for favors 
No one’s future to decide 
You know I’d go back there tomorrow 
But for the work I’ve taken on 
Stoking the star maker machinery 
Behind the popular song

2. The Boho Dance
Originally appeared on The Hissing of Summer Lawns


Björk, vocals

Guy Sigsworth, celeste

Produced by Björk and Guy Sigsworth

Programmed and Edited by Guy Sigsworth and Damian Taylor
Down in the cellar in the Boho zone
I went looking for some sweet inspiration, oh well
Just another hard time band
With Negro affectations
I was a hopeful in rooms like this
When I was working cheap
It’s an old romance the Boho dance
It hasn’t gone to sleep

But even on the scuffle
The cleaner’s press was in my jeans
And any eye for detail
Caught a little lace along the seams

And you were in the parking lot
Subterranean by your own design
The virtue of your style inscribed
On your contempt for mine
Jesus was a beggar, he was rich in grace
And Solomon kept his head in all his glory
It’s just that some steps outside the Boho dance
Have a fascination for me

A camera pans the cocktail hour
Behind a blind of potted palms
And finds a lady in a Paris dress
With runs in her nylons

You read those books where luxury
Comes as a guest to take a slave
Books where artists in noble poverty
Go like virgins to the grave
Don’t you get sensitive on me
’Cause I know you’re just too proud
You couldn’t step outside the Boho dance now
Even if good fortune allowed

Like a priest with a pornographic watch
Looking and longing on the sly
Sure it’s stricken from your uniform
But you can’t get it out of your eyes

Nothing is capsulized in me
On either side of town
The streets were never really mine
Not mine these glamour gowns

3. Dreamland
Originally appeared on Don Juan’s Reckless Daughter


Caetano Veloso, lead vocal, background vocals, hand claps
Wilson das Neves, bass drum, cuíca, tamborim, Império Serrano's Agogô (cow bell), hand claps
Zero, tam tam, repique (side drum), snare drum, shekere, candomblé (rum, pi, lé, agogô), hand claps
Stephane SanJuan, shaker, snare drum, tamborim, hand claps
Domenico Lancellotti, shaker, snare drum, tamborim, wood guiro, hand claps
Moreno Veloso, acoustic guitar, tambourine, dish-and-knife, cellos, hand claps
Arranged by Caetano Veloso, Moreno Veloso, and Domenico Lancellotti

Produced by Moreno Veloso

Recorded and Mixed by Daniel Carvalho at Monoaural and Mega Studios, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil

Assistant Engineers: Marco Hoffer, Guthenberg Pereira, Tude Rocha


It’s a long long way from Canada
A long way from snow chains
Donkey vendors slicing coconut
No parkas to their name
Black babies covered in baking flour
The cook’s got a carnival song
We’re going to lay down some place shady
With dreamland coming on
Dreamland dreamland
Dreamland dreamland

Walter Raleigh and Chris Columbus
Come marching out of the waves
And claim the beach and all concessions
In the name of the suntan slave
I wrapped that flag around me
Like a Dorothy Lamour sarong
And I lay down thinking national
With dreamland coming on
Dreamland dreamland
Dreamland dreamland

Goodtime Mary and a fortune hunter
All dressed up to follow the drums
Mary in a feather hula-hoop
Miss Fortune with a rose on her big game gun
All saints all sinners shining
Heed those trumpets all night long
Propped up on a samba beat
With dreamland coming on
Dreamland dreamland
Dreamland dreamland

Tar baby and the Great White Wonder
Talking over a glass of rum
Burning on the inside
With the knowledge of things to come
There’s gambling out on the terrace
And midnight ramblin’ on the lawn
As they lead toward temptation
With dreamland coming on
Dreamland dreamland
Dreamland dreamland

In a plane flying back to winter
In shoes full of tropic sand
A lady in a foreign flag
On the arm of her Marlboro Man
The hawk howls in New York City
Six foot drifts on Myrtle’s lawn
As they push the recline buttons down
With dreamland coming on
Dreamland dreamland
Dreamland dreamland

African sand on the trade winds
And the sun on the Amazon
As they push the recline buttons down
With dreamland coming on
Dreamland dreamland
Dreamland dreamland

4. Don’t Interrupt the Sorrow
Originally appeared on The Hissing of Summer Lawns


Brad Mehldau, piano
Produced by Brad Mehldau

Recorded and Mixed September 23, 2005, by James A. Farber at Avatar Studios, New York, NY

Don’t interrupt the sorrow
Darn right
In flames our prophet witches
Be polite
A room full of glasses
He says “Your notches, liberation doll”
And he chains me with that serpent
To that Ethiopian wall

Anima rising
Queen of Queens
Wash my guilt of Eden
Wash and balance me
Anima rising
Uprising in me tonight
She’s a vengeful little goddess
With an ancient crown to fight

Truth goes up in vapors
The steeples lean
Winds of change patriarchs
Snug in your bible belt dreams
God goes up the chimney
Like childhood Santa Claus
The good slaves love the good book
A rebel loves a cause

I’m leaving on the 1:15
You’re darn right
Since I was seventeen
I’ve had no one over me
He says “Anima rising
So what
Petrified wood process
Tall timber down to rock”

Don’t interrupt the sorrow
Darn right
He says “We walked on the moon
You be polite”
Don’t let up the sorrow
Death and birth and death and birth
He says “Bring that bottle kindly
And I’ll pad your purse
I’ve got a head full of quandary
And a mighty mighty thirst”

Seventeen glasses
Rhine wine
Milk of the Madonna
Clandestine
He don’t let up the sorrow
He lies and he cheats
It takes a heart like Mary’s these days
When your man gets weak

5. For the Roses
Originally appeared on For the Roses


Cassandra Wilson, vocals
Brandon Ross, guitar 

Kenny Davis, acoustic bass 

Jeffrey Haynes, percussion
Gregoire Maret, harmonicas 

Arranged by Cassandra Wilson and Brandon Ross

Produced by Cassandra Wilson

Recorded and Mixed November 5​–7, 2005, by Matthew Cullen at Allaire Studios, Shokan, NY

Assistant Engineer: Scott Serota

I heard it in the wind last night 
It sounded like applause 
Did you get a round resounding for you 
Way up here 
It seems like many dim years ago 
Since I heard that face to face 
Or seen you face to face 
Though tonight I can feel you here 
I get these notes 
On butterflies and lilac sprays 
From girls who just have to tell me 
They saw you somewhere

In some office sits a poet 
And he trembles as he sings 
And he asks some guy 
To circulate his soul around 
On your mark red ribbon runner 
The caressing rev of motors 
Finely tuned like fancy women 
In thirties evening gowns 
Up the charts 
Off to the airport 
Your name’s in the news 
Everything’s first class 
The lights go down 
And it’s just you up there 
Getting them to feel like that

Remember the days when you used to sit 
And make up your tunes for love 
And pour your simple sorrow 
To the sound hole and your knee 
And now you’re seen 
On giant screens 
And at parties for the press 
And for people who have slices of you 
From the company 
They toss around your latest golden egg 
Speculation well who’s to know 
If the next one in the nest 
Will glitter for them so

I guess I seem ungrateful 
With my teeth sunk in the hand 
That brings me things
I really can’t give up just yet
Now I sit up here the critic
And they introduce some band 
But they seem so much confetti 
Looking at them on my TV set 
Oh the power and the glory 
Just when you’re getting a taste for worship
They start bringing out the hammers 
And the boards
And the nails

I heard it in the wind last night 
It sounded like applause 
Chilly now 
End of summer 
No more shiny hot nights 
It was just the arbutus rustling 
And the bumping of the logs 
And the moon swept down black water 
Like an empty spotlight

6. A Case of You
Originally appeared on Blue


Prince, piano, organ, guitar, bass, vocals

John Blackwell, drums

Produced and Arranged by Prince

Recorded by Femi Jiya and Joe Lipinski at Paisley Park Studios, Chanhassen, MN

Additional Mixing by Prince
Previously released on One Night Alone…
Just before our love got lost you said
“I am as constant as a northern star” 
And I said “Constantly in the darkness 
Where’s that at?
If you want me I’ll be in the bar” 

On the back of a cartoon coaster 
In the blue TV screen light 
I drew a map of Canada 
Oh Canada 
With your face sketched on it twice 
Oh you’re in my blood like holy wine 
You taste so bitter and so sweet 

Oh I could drink a case of you darling 
And I would still be on my feet

Oh I would still be on my feet

Oh I am a lonely painter 
I live in a box of paints 
I’m frightened by the devil 
And I’m drawn to those ones that ain’t afraid 

I remember that time you told me you said
“Love is touching souls” 
Surely you touched mine 
’Cause part of you pours out of me 
In these lines from time to time 
Oh, you’re in my blood like holy wine 
You taste so bitter and so sweet 

Oh I could drink a case of you darling 
Still I’d be on my feet

I would still be on my feet

I met a woman 
She had a mouth like yours 
She knew your life 
She knew your devils and your deeds 
And she said 
“Go to him, stay with him if you can 
But be prepared to bleed” 

Oh but you are in my blood 
You’re my holy wine 
You’re so bitter, bitter and so sweet

Oh, I could drink a case of you darling 
Still I’d be on my feet 
I would still be on my feet

7. Blue

Originally appeared on Blue


Sarah McLachlan, piano, vocals
Jane Scarpantoni, cello
David Kershaw, organ
Bill Dillon, electric guitar, bass
Produced, Recorded, and Mixed by Pierre Marchand

Previously released on Rarities, B-Sides, and Other Stuff

Blue 

Songs are like tattoos
You know I’ve been to sea before
Crown and anchor me
Or let me sail away
Hey Blue
There is a song for you
Ink on a pin
Underneath the skin
An empty space to fill in


Well there’re so many sinking now
You’ve got to keep thinking
You can make it thru these waves
Acid, booze, and ass
Needles, guns, and grass
Lots of laughs 

Lots of laughs


Everybody’s saying that hell’s the hippest way to go
Well I don’t think so
But I’m gonna take a look around it though
Blue I love you

Blue 

Here is a shell for you
Inside you’ll hear a sigh
A foggy lullaby
There is your song from me
8. Ladies of the Canyon

Originally appeared on Ladies of the Canyon


Annie Lennox, vocals
Marius de Vries, keyboards, programming
Matthew Cooper, keyboards
Louis Jardim, bass, percussion

Baluji Shrivastav, sitar
Pandit Dinesh, tabla
Kirampal Singh, santoor
Produced by Stephen Lipson

Recorded and Mixed by Heff Moraes at The Aquarium, London

Previously released on “No More ‘I Love You’s’”
Trina wears her wampum beads 
She fills her drawing book with line 
Sewing lace on widows’ weeds 
And filigree on leaf and vine 
Vine and leaf are filigree 
And her coat’s a secondhand one 
Trimmed with antique luxury 
She is a lady of the canyon

Annie sits you down to eat 
She always makes you welcome in 
Cats and babies ‘round her feet 
And all are fat and none are thin 
None are thin and all are fat 
She may bake some brownies today 
Saying you are welcome back 
She is another canyon lady

Estrella circus girl
Comes wrapped in songs and gypsy shawls 
Songs like tiny hammers hurled 
At beveled mirrors in empty halls 
Empty halls and beveled mirrors 
Sailing seas and climbing banyans 
Come out for a visit here
To be a lady of the canyon

Trina takes her paints and her threads 
And she weaves a pattern all her own 
Annie bakes her cakes and her breads 
And she gathers flowers for her home 
For her home she gathers flowers 
And Estrella dear companion 
Colors up the sunshine hours 
Pouring music down the canyon 
Coloring the sunshine hours 
They are the ladies of the canyon

9. The Magdalene Laundries

Originally appeared on Turbulent Indigo

Emmylou Harris, acoustic guitar, vocals
Mac McAnally, acoustic guitar, keyboard

Brian Ahern, bass

Produced by Brian Ahern

Recorded by Donivan Cowart at Easter Island Surround, Nashville, TN


I was an unmarried girl
I’d just turned twenty-seven
When they sent me to the sisters
For the way men looked at me
Branded as a jezebel
I knew I was not bound for Heaven
I’d be cast in shame
Into the Magdalene laundries

Most girls come here pregnant
Some by their own fathers
Bridget got that belly
By her parish priest
We’re trying to get things white as snow
All of us woe-begotten daughters
In the steaming stains
Of the Magdalene laundries

Prostitutes and destitutes
And temptresses like me
Fallen women
Sentenced into dreamless drudgery
Why do they call this heartless place
Our Lady of Charity?
Oh charity

These bloodless brides of Jesus
If they had just once glimpsed their groom
Then they’d know and they’d drop the stones
Concealed behind their rosaries
They wilt the grass they walk upon
They leech the light out of a room
They’d like to drive us down the drain
At the Magdalene laundries

Peg O’Connell died today
She was a cheeky girl
A flirt
They just stuffed her in a hole
Surely to God you’d think at least some bells should ring
One day I’m going to die here too
And they’ll plant me in the dirt
Like some lame bulb 
That never blooms come any spring
Not any spring
No, not any spring 
Not any spring

10. Edith and the Kingpin

Originally appeared on The Hissing of Summer Lawns


Elvis Costello, vocals
Andy Findon, flute
Chris Caldwell, bass clarinet

Paul Pritchard, French horn
Hugh Seenan, French horn
Peter Whyman, saxophone
John Barclay, flugal horn, trumpet
Roy Babbington, bass guitar

Anthony Kerr, vibes

Pete Thomas, drums
Produced and Arranged by Elvis Costello

Recorded August 21, 1997, by Benedict Fenner at Westside Studios, London

Mixed by Kevin Killen at Avatar Studios, New York, NY

Assistant Engineer: Anthony Ruotolo

The big man arrives
Disco dancers greet him
Plainclothes cops greet him
Small town, big man, fresh lipstick glistening
Sophomore jive
From victims of typewriters
The band sounds like typewriters
The big man he’s not listening
His eyes hold Edith
His left hand holds his right
What does that hand desire
That he grips it so tight

Edith in the ring
The passed-over girls are conferring
The man with the diamond ring is purring
All claws for now withdrawn
One by one they bring
His renegade stories to her
His crimes and his glories to her
In challenge they look on
Women he has taken grow old too soon
He tilts their tired faces
Gently to the spoon

Edith in his bed
A plane in the rain is humming
The wires in the walls are humming
Some song some mysterious song
Bars in her head
Beating frantic and snow-blind
Romantic and snow-blind
She says his crime belongs
Edith and the Kingpin
Each with charm to sway
Are staring eye to eye
They dare not look away
You know they dare not look away

11. Help Me

Originally appeared on Court and Spark


k.d. lang, vocals
Ben Mink, guitars, mandola, violin, viola, string arrangement
David Piltch, bass
Randall Stoll, drums
Teddy Borowiecki, keyboards
Produced by Ben Mink and k.d. lang

Recorded by Marc Ramaer at Placebo Studios East and West, Vancouver, B.C.

Mixed by Marc Ramaer at The Warehouse Studios, Vancouver, B.C.

Help me
I think I’m falling
In love again
When I get that crazy feeling
I know I’m in trouble again
I’m in trouble
’Cause you’re a rambler and a gambler
And a sweet-talking ladies man
And you love your lovin’
But not like you love your freedom

Help me
I think I’m falling
In love too fast
It’s got me hoping for the future
And worrying about the past
’Cause I’ve seen some hot hot blazes
Come down to smoke and ash
We love our lovin’
But not like we love our freedom

Didn’t it feel good
We were sitting there talking
Or lying there not talking
Didn’t it feel good
You dance with the lady
With the hole in her stocking
Didn’t it feel good
Didn’t it feel good

Help me
I think I’m falling
In love with you
Are you going to let me go there by myself
That’s such a lonely thing to do
Both of us flirting around
Flirting and flirting
Hurting too
We love our lovin’
But not like we love our freedom

12. River

Originally appeared on Blue


James Taylor, guitar, vocals

Larry Goldings, piano

Dave Carpenter, bass

Produced by James Taylor and Charlie Paakkari

Recorded and Mixed by Charlie Paakkari at Capitol Studios, Hollywood, CA

Assistant Engineer: Mike Glimes
Previously released on James Taylor at Christmas
Under license from James Taylor

It’s coming on Christmas 
They’re cutting down trees 
They’re putting up reindeer 
And singing songs of joy and peace 
Oh I wish I had a river I could skate away on 

But it don’t snow here 
It stays pretty green 
I’m going to make a lot of money 
Then I’m going to quit this crazy scene 
I wish I had a river I could skate away on 

I wish I had a river so long 
I would teach my feet to fly 
I wish I had a river I could skate away on 
I made my baby cry

He tried hard to help me 
You know he put me at ease 
And he loved me so naughty 
Made me weak in the knees 
Oh I wish I had a river I could skate away on

I’m so hard to handle 
I’m selfish and I’m sad 
Now I’ve gone and lost the best baby 
That I ever had 
I wish I had a river I could skate away on 

I wish I had a river so long 
I would teach my feet to fly 
I wish I had a river 
I could skate away on 
I made my baby say goodbye 

It’s coming on Christmas 
They’re cutting down trees 
They’re putting up reindeer 
And singing songs of joy and peace 
I wish I had a river I could skate away on
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