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Lyrics and Credits

1.  Laysong
2.  Ecclesiastes 2:24 
3.  God Is Alive Magic Is Afoot (Sainte-Marie, Cohen)
4.  Salt (in the Wounds) of the Earth, Part 1 
5.  Salt (in the Wounds) of the Earth, Part 2 
6.  Salt (in the Wounds) of the Earth, Part 3
7.  Sonata for Solo Violin, Sz. 117: IV. Presto (Bartók)
8.  Dionysus
9.  Won’t You Come and Sing for Me (Dickens)

Laysong (4:50)

O but then what shall we sing?
Tell us
O but then what shall we sing now
As we gather together 
With a hard week going
And a hard week coming
To catch our breath?

Laysong
What relief can you bring?
Tell us
O what relief can you bring
Now that our souls are untethered
And nothing’s sacred
Or profane?
We’re out of breath
Laysong
Be our breather

What’s that about your lover?
I have a lover
Preach
What’s that about your troubled mind?
My mind is troubled and so is my lover’s
What’s that about the enemy?
I’ve had enough of him for the week so let’s
Drown out the enemy
Drown out the enemy
Listen we’re gonna drown out the enemy
Hup two three 
Laysingers gonna drown out the enemy
Drown out the enemy
Drown out the enemy 
What’s that about your lover?

O let your medicine ring
We need it
O let your medicine ring out
Over hell or high water
We hear you coming 
We pray you’re going
To catch our breath
Laysong
Be our breather 
Bring us together
Help us remember
Those with no breath left to sing

Ecclesiastes 2:24 (4:15)
(instrumental)

God Is Alive Magic Is Afoot (5:00)
Buffy Sainte-Marie (Sony/ATV Songs LLC, BMI) and Leonard Cohen (Stranger Music Inc., SOCAN)

God is alive
Magic is afoot
God is alive
Magic is afoot
God is afoot
Magic is alive
Alive is afoot
Magic never died

God never sickened
Many poor men lied
Many sick men lied
Magic never weakened
Magic never hid
Magic always ruled
God is afoot
God never died

God was ruler
Though his funeral lengthened
Though his mourners thickened
Magic never fled
Though his shrouds were hoisted
The naked God did live
Though his words were twisted
The naked Magic thrived
Though his death was published
Round and round the world
The heart did not believe

Many hurt men wondered
Many struck men bled
Magic never faltered
Magic always led
Many stones were rolled
But God would not lie down
Many wild men lied
Many fat men listened
Though they offered stones
Magic still was fed
Though they locked their coffers
God was always served
Magic is afoot
God rules
Alive is afoot
Alive is in command
Many weak men hungered
Many strong men thrived
Though they boasted solitude
God was at their side
Nor the dreamer in his cell
Nor the captain on the hill
Magic is alive
Though his death was pardoned
Round and round the world
The heart would not believe

Though laws were carved in marble
They could not shelter men
Though altars built in parliaments
They could not order men
Police arrested Magic
And Magic went with them
For Magic loves the hungry

But Magic would not tarry
It moves from arm to arm
It would not stay with them
Magic is afoot
It cannot come to harm
It rests in an empty palm
It spawns in an empty mind
But Magic is no instrument
Magic is the end
Many men drove Magic
But Magic stayed behind
Many strong men lied
They only passed through Magic
And out the other side
Many weak men lied
They came to God in secret
And though they left him nourished
They would not tell who healed
Though mountains danced before them
They said that God was dead
Though his shrouds were hoisted
The naked God did live
This I mean to whisper to my mind
This I mean to laugh with in my mind
This I mean my mind to serve 'til
Service is but Magic
Moving through the world
And mind itself is Magic
Coursing through the flesh
And flesh itself is Magic
Dancing on a clock
And time itself the magic length of God

Salt (In the Wounds) of the Earth

I suspect this little three-part number might benefit from some context. It’s the first (and so far only) music I’ve made specifically to perform alone, which felt like an opportunity to sing some words that it wouldn’t necessarily be fair to put in a collaborator’s mouth. Words of an infernal nature, even. In a fit of nostalgia, I had recently re-read C.S. Lewis’ “The Screwtape Letters” (in which a senior demon gives his nephew, Wormwood, advice on corrupting a particular soul) and found it even more thought-provoking as a weak agnostic than I did as a strong Christian. Those thoughts fueled the writing of “Salt (in the Wounds) of the Earth.” In each of its three parts, a Wormwood-like demon works on his charge (who let’s call...I don’t know, “Chris”?) in a different way. Time will tell if the mission is successful. Or if it’s REALLY successful, maybe it won’t. 
- Chris

Part 1 (3:27)

Ha ha ha ha 
Ha ha ha
Ha ha ha ha
O look at you discover you’re afraid to die
As the lover on your left arm puts a baby in your right
Whatcha gonna do?

I’ve known better souls than yours to self-destruct
And lesser to find favor with the Lord above
Whatcha gonna do? 
Huh huh huh huh?
Huh huh huh?
Huh huh huh huh?

Good here’s the sinner’s prayer
A torch for the saved to bear
Through the darkness
Over all of the sinners there
Whoa keep your distance
Jesus
Tells his
Children to be
In the world not of it to protect their minds
From any thought of changing in these dangerous times
Whatcha gonna do?

Choose now and forever who you’re running from
Those savage nonbelievers or your Lord above
Whatcha gonna do? 
Huh huh huh huh?
Huh huh huh?
Huh huh huh huh?

Part 2 (4:43)

Sweet 
Jesus that was close
You really dodged a bullet
Guess everybody knows now
They’d better cut the bullshit

‘Cause you are the salt of the earth
Renouncing your savor
And they’ve become the church
Rubbing salt in the wounds of the earth
In the name of a savior
Who only seems to save their sense of worth
As they haul off our neighbors
It may be time to weaponize the hurt
They have done
Say the word
And they’ll be as slugs to your salt of the earth

Part 3 (4:50)

There you go again
Judging
You gotta count to ten
Or something
I don’t know
Maybe take a couple deep breaths
Ahh
Like so

Look at all the ins and outs and call a mistrial
Where everybody wins

You know who needs a judge?
Judges
Go on tell ‘em
They ain’t the boss of us
Louder
Yeah
Let’s hear your gavel falling with a thud
That’s more like it

Everybody wins as long as no one loses
And that no one should be them

And so we run you heirs of peace aground

It’s hellish there unleash the hounds
To cover your retreat
And build a barricade around 
Your smoldering beliefs
You’re loathe to share because they’ve grown so soul-crushingly weak

And

When you’ve finished harvesting the fear we’ve sewn
We’ll lay for you a famine like you’ve never known
Whatcha gonna do?

We’ve helped better worlds than yours to self-destruct
You’ll all be singing what the godforsaken fuck
To no one from the bellies of your mobile phones
And we savor your damnation with our Lord below
Whatcha gonna do?
Ha ha ha ha
Ha ha ha
Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha

Sonata for Solo Violin, Sz. 117: IV. Presto (4:46)
Béla Bartók (Boosey & Hawkes) 
(instrumental)

Dionysus (4:49)

Lead me to some holy place
Then shut my eyes that I might taste
Your land your sky your sea
And I’ll sing you what I see
Lord
I’ll sing you what I see

And when we’re in that holy place
Plug up my ears that I might taste
Our days our months our years
And I’ll dance you what I hear
Lord
I’ll dance you what I hear

It’s the prayer of a species at war
With itself since the day it was born

O Dionysus
Come and wash our minds
Clean of wants and wishes
That keep us so damn far behind the eight ball
Always set to fight or fly
I fly to the pleasures of your table every night
Trying to make light of the battle with a buddy and a bottle of the blood of Dionysus
Come and stain our teeth
With your purple kisses
And help us find our way beneath the surface
Of each other’s ingrown lives

Then meet me at the cellar door
Where the heirs of Dionysus pour
The soul of time and space 
And let’s play them what we taste 
Lord
Let’s play them what we taste

Won’t You Come and Sing For Me (4:07)
Hazel Dickens (Happy Valley Music, BMI)

I feel the shadows now upon me
And the angels beckon to me
Before I go dear sisters and brothers
Won't you come and sing for me

Sing those hymns we sang together
In that plain little church with the benches all worn
How dear to my heart how precious the moments
We stood shaking hands and singing a song

My burden is heavy my way has grown weary
I have traveled a road that is long
And it would warm this old heart my dear brother
If you come and sing me one song

Sing those hymns we sang together
In that plain little church with the benches all worn
How dear to my heart how precious the moments
We stood shaking hands and singing a song

In my home beyond the dark river
Your sweet faces no more I will see
Until we meet where there's no more sad parting
Won't you come and sing for me

Sing those hymns we sang together
In that plain little church with the benches all worn
How dear to my heart how precious the moments
We stood shaking hands and singing a song

CREDITS

Produced by Chris Thile and Claire Coffee

Recorded and Mixed by Jody Elff  

Mastered by Greg Calbi and Steve Fallone at Sterling Sound, Edgewater, NJ

Recorded at Future-Past Studio, Hudson, NY August 2020

All songs written by Chris Thile (Chris Thile Music, ASCAP) administered by Kobalt Music Publishing except as noted.

Design by Jeri Heiden at SMOG Design, Inc.
Photography by Josh Goleman

Management: Jason Colton & Eric Mayers with Aaron Sawyer | Red Light Management
Booking: Lynn Cingari & Seth Malasky; Rob Challice (Europe) | Paradigm
Legal: Janine Small
Business Management: Pete Frostic | Greenroom Resource
 
Chris Thile uses D’Addario strings and picks and Hoffee Cases. Chris’ mandolin is set up by Tom Crandall. 

Special thanks to the lovely folks at Carnegie Hall for commissioning Salt (in the Wounds) of the Earth, and to the miraculous Bob Hurwitz for the idea of making some sort of God-themed record

Eternal thanks and love to Claire, Calvin, Mom, Dad, John, and Daniel
