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In September of 2006, we had a jam session that resulted in the 
first song of this album, The Conversation’s Growing. At first, we 
didn’t have a title for it, so we used the first word that caught our 
eye: “Genetics”. Soon, we began to use this as the title of our next 
album, realizing that nothing else could be more appropriate. 
Genetics, the album, has turned out to be a veritable showcase of 
Agua Trip’s musical evolution over the last seven years.

The 20 song album includes 7 Agua Trip “standards” from 2001 
(Get Over It, In the Sand, Can’t Help Myself, and Sooner or Later) 
and 2003 (Ubatuba, Eating Philosophy, and Good Morning). Five 
songs were introduced more recently at The Moveable Feast, a New 
York based art showcase series, in 2006 (Sun and Venus Moonrise) 
and 2007 (Happy to Change, Fire’s on the Floor, While You’re Here 
(That’s You)). Since 2007, 4 songs have made their debut at our 
regular shows at Pangea Restaurant in the East Village (Dancing 
Che’s, Accidental Wilderness, Sleep Trips and Falls, and It Rained 
Today). With the release of Genetics, we are pleased to introduce 
4 previously unheard songs: I See It All, Overflow, Believe Me 
When I Sip My Lemonade, and The Conversation’s Growing. We are 
very excited to unite the past, present, and future in this genetic 
expression. We are even more excited to offer this album as a space 
to host the works of fellow artists. 

Over the last several years, we have enjoyed collaborating with a 
community of artists in the New York area and beyond in a variety 
of media. In the spirit of The Moveable Feast, we have all tried to 
support and promote each other’s work and open doors to new 
art forms and new collaborations. With the presentation of this 
“Visual Songbook” we are continuing this tradition and trying 
something new. 

We invited 20 fellow artists from various ages, backgrounds, levels 
of experience, and locations to contribute a visible work of art. 
Each artist chose a song title from Genetics as a starting point for 
the creation of his/her piece. Some artists were already familiar 
with the songs, while most knew nothing more than the titles or 
a couple verses. One of the main experiments of this collection 
was to see what the artists would be inspired to do with the 
information they had and to see where their work would take us.

The result is a unique collection of paintings, sculpture, 
photography, drawings, and digital art that gives each song a 
visual substance and invites your imagination to explore all the 
(im)possible connections. Each piece is presented here along  
with the song lyrics for its corresponding song and some words 
about the artist.

We would love for you to check out more of their work,  
so we have included a list of the artists and their contact 
information (current as of the printing of this edition) to the  
end of the book. Please freely express your appreciation of and 
interest in their work.

Each work was donated to Agua Trip with the understanding that 
it would be auctioned off, and the proceeds would be used for two 
purposes. Some would help cover the costs of this book and to 
support the production of Genetics. The rest would be returned 
to the New York Community as a donation to a local nonprofit 
organization called CONNECT, which is dedicated to ending 
family and gender violence. You can read about their work by 
visiting www.connectnyc.org. With this Visual Songbook, we are 
honored to be contributing to this cause and celebrating the works 
of 20 talented artists. We are grateful for your support and hope 
you enjoy the music & lyrics of.
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Erin is a painter, video artist, and writer. She grew up in New Jersey, 

and her family is a constant source of inspiration — true film lovers and 

makers. She received a bachelor’s degree in Studio Art from Skidmore 

College, where she was introduced to music and amazing friends.  

During that time, she spent 6 months painting at the Gerrit Rietveld 

Academie in Amsterdam, and was lucky enough to travel to South Africa 

and Beijing last year.
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erin genevieve barach

t h e  c o n v e r s a t i o n ’ s  g r o w i n g

22” x  22”
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Brad Reagan is a current MFA graduate from the University of North 

Carolina at Chapel Hill. He earned his BFA from Austin Peay State 

University after completing his AS at Chattanooga State Technical 

Community College. Born in Rome, GA and living in both Eastern and 

Middle Tennessee, Brad is continuing to live in the South Eastern United 

States by moving to the Clarksville and Nashville, TN area where he will 

be teaching art classes and continuing to pursue a career in art. Beginning 

to work primarily in sculpture, Brad also incorporates an attraction to 

color through both paintings and painting his sculpture. He is also an 

accomplished draftsman. As an artist, he is constantly searching for his 

voice as a southern artist possessing a wide range of interests including 

Bigfoot phenomenon, psychology, as well as sexual and domestic politics. 

His interests lie in combining the perverse with the sentimental, the 

beautiful with the ugly.
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i  s e e  i t  a l l

2” x  1 .5”  ( e a c h )
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Christopher Johnson likes to make things. He makes music through 

the anlight label, which can be found at audionightlight.com. He 

makes images and sculptures and collects found objects. If you would 

like something from him you may send him mail and he will send you 

something in kind. 4129 50th St. Apt 3e, Woodside NY 11377.



Florencia Riegelhaupt, a sociolinguist, language teacher, and 

Professor Emeritus of Northern Arizona University, exhibited her 

“Floreography” at The Moveable Feast’s Brain Dance in 2007.  

She is also a poet, painter, writer, musician and multi-media artist.
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florencia riegelhaupt
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12” x  8”
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William Arnett Gentry (b.1982) was born in Rota, Spain of two United 

States Naval personnel, Jane Epson and William C. Gentry. There he lived 

in the Spanish communities of Fuentabravia and Puerto de Santa Maria, 

which nourished him with old Spanish ways and Moorish architecture. In 

1991 he moved to America for the first time to live in Virginia Beach, VA. 

The stay only lasted for one and a half years before he moved to the rural 

island of Sardinia, Italy. For three years he developed around the beautiful 

archipelago of northern Sardinia. At the end of his stay there his mother 

became terminally ill with cancer forcing his move to East Nashville, 

Tennessee to live with his father. In Nashville he was able to rekindle 

relationships with his father’s family. Over the years abroad William and his 

brother, Martin F. Epson, developed great skills of cultural absorption. This 

allowed Gentry to delve into the society of East Nashville open-mindedly. 

In 2000 C.E. Gentry moved to Clarksville, Tennessee where he obtained 

his Bachelor of Fine Arts at Austin Peay State University. Clarksville has 

supplied him with a vast amount of subject matter of which he makes his 

art. Currently his works comment on the unscrupulous over-consumption 

by our society. Realizing that over-consumption leads to over-destruction, 

William tries to bring notice to the awful cycle that is perpetuated by the 

producers and consumers in our economically driven culture. 
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b e l i e v e  m e  w h e n  i  s i p  m y  l e m o n a d e

26” x  26”

m i x e d  m e d i a  o n  pa p e r10



Mainly, Chip Boles likes to draw. Everything else — including his BFA 

in Drawing, his MFA in illustration, and his continuing and rewarding 

collaborations with other creative people — are all just efforts to allow 

as much of this as possible. Chip currently lives in Himeji, Japan, but 

through the wonders of modern technology, works with folks anywhere  

in the world.
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chip boles

s o o n e r  o r  l a t e r

20” x  49”
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Tanya Nirielle Barach is a filmmaker, photographer, actor and yoga

therapist. Her short films “Don’t Be Such a Girl” and “Mercy” have

both screened in New York City and she won Best Director of a Short at

the 2000 NY Independent International Film Festival. Her photography 

has been exhibited in NYC at ABC No Rio Gallery, to benefit victims of 

the 2004 Tsunami, and at The Moveable Feast 2007 in Brooklyn. She is 

the lead yoga instructor at The Chopra Center in NYC. Her latest project 

is creating a family with Bill. She is very excited to be contributing work 

to “Genetics” and dedicates her piece to Bill for his creative inspiration

and his beautiful love song.
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tanya barach

i t  r a i n e d  t o d a y

8” x  6”

m o n t a g e  o f  d i g i t a l  p h o t o g r a p h s 
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Chris has been shooting photographs for the past 9 years, working 

primarily with film. He is currently studying Graphic Design at  

Pratt Institute, and spends his free time listening to records, working  

on old bikes, and wishing he owned a motorcycle.
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g e t  o v e r  i t

16” x  8”
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18”  x  24”

a c r y l i c  o n  c a n va s18
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jacob gossett

d a n c i n g  c h e ’ s

Originally from Youngstown, Ohio, Jacob Gossett has been living and 

working in New York City since 2001. He is currently pursuing a BFA 

from Pratt Institute in Brooklyn, NY. While primarily working as a 

painter, Jacob also works in various mediums including, sculpture,  

film and music. He is also the co–founder of KOLLEKTIV Magazine,  

a bi–annual publication that showcases emerging artists at Pratt Institute.
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Kyla Barkin is a dancer and choreographer with extensive international 

experience. Her work covers a spectrum of both highly athletic and subtle, 

qualitative movement drawing from classical ballet, contemporary, break 

dance, wave work, flamenco, the human psyche, and the sciences. Kyla 

has worked with Brenner & Dancers, Isabel Gotzkowsky and Friends, 

The Carolyn Dorfman Dance Co., The Doug Elkins Dance Company, 

Tamar Rogoff Performance Projects, Kun-Yang Lin, Los Angeles Modern 

Dance and Ballet, and others. She has been on faculty at USDAN Center 

for Performing Arts and teaches classes, private lessons and workshops 

internationally. She is also one of the original producers of The Moveable 

Feast. Kyla is thrilled to be one of the founders of up and coming Barkin/

Selissen Project, created with Aaron Selissen in 2008. Kyla is also a Fitness 

Professional, a Medical Exercise Specialist, a yoga teacher/therapist, a poet, 

a singer/songwriter, and a painter.
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kyla barkin

u b a t u b a

5” x  7” 

d i g i t a l  p h o t o g r a p h y
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raymond patrick

a c c i d e n t a l  w i l d e r n e s s

Raymond is a Travel, Lifestyle and Portrait photographer originally 

from Albuquerque, New Mexico.  His family traveled often and they 

lived in numerous places; Hokkaido, Japan for a year being one of 

them. Influenced by his father who was always taking pictures, he took his 

first photography class at fourteen. By age fifteen, fueled by his enthusiasm 

for skateboarding, he became a Pepsi Skateboard Team Photographer.  

Later, Raymond studied photography, product, and automotive design 

at Art Center College of Design in Pasadena, California. After moving to 

New York, Raymond assisted Steven Klein. This pivotal experience opened 

his mind to what a photographer is and how a photographer works on 

this level. For Raymond, photography is a visceral experience.  “Creating 

images is not a fixed quantity. I’m mindful not to go into an assignment 

with too many pre-conceived notions of what to expect. It’s not unusual 

that the most authentic, interesting, and original images occur very 

spontaneously.” After assisting, he shot his first assignment for Travel + 

Leisure, and after that assignment was published, was hired to shoot the 

IBM Annual Report. Raymond is based in New York and has traveled 

the world shooting for numerous clients. Work has appeared in these 

publications and others: Vogue China and Taiwan, GQ, Travel + Leisure 

and Condé Nast Traveller (UK). Stock can be found at Getty Images.

1 1 ”  x  14”
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Jon McAuliffe lives and works from his home studio in Walpole, New 

Hampshire. He works primarily as a portrait artist, while also delving 

into still life and illustration. Jon exhibits a keen eye for clarity and 

detail, which embolden his talent for understanding the true essence of 

his subject matter. When creating his work, it is Jon’s goal to capture as 

honestly as possible the truth behind those subjects, and it is his hope 

that his work will not only be a finished product, but the beginning of a 

conversation about the true center of those truths. His portraiture draws 

attention to the life of the person within, his still life paintings bring out 

the significance of the objects portrayed, and his illustration is a firm 

statement about the themes on display.
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jon mcauliffe

g o o d  m o r n i n g

16” x  24”

c h a r c o a l  o n  m a s o n i t e24
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Jackson Martin was born on The Farm, a commune in Summertown, TN 

in 1978. At age 10 Martin moved to Nashville, TN with his family where 

he graduated from Hume Fogg Academic High School in 1997. He has 

traveled extensively throughout the United States, using both traditional 

and non-traditional methods (hitch-hiking, train-hopping, walking) and 

was involved in a study abroad program in Mexico. Martin received his 

BFA from Middle Tennessee State University in 2004 and earned his 

MFA from the Rinehart School of Sculpture at the Maryland Institute 

College of Art in 2007. He exhibited regularly while living in Baltimore, 

MD at venues such as Area 405, the Maryland Art Place and Artscape’s 

Baltimore Sculpture Project. He has also shown work at the Arlington Arts 

Center in Arlington, VA, the Gallery at Flashpoint in Washington, DC and 

conducted a piece of interactive art for the 11th Annual D.U.M.B.O. Art 

Under the Bridge Festival in Brooklyn, NY. Martin has been an artist in 

residence at the Hall Farm Center in Townshend, VT and the Vermont 

Studio Center in Johnson, VT. Martin currently lives in Johnson City, TN 

with his wife and daughter.
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jackson martin

o v e r f l o w

3’ d i a m e t e r  h a t

n y l o n ,  a l u m i n u m  r i n g

3  p h o t o g r a p h s ,  9”  x  6”

p h o t o g r a p h y  b y  h u g h  s w i n g l e



10”  x  8”

d i g i t a l  c o l l a g e28

Ginger Burden Boise began her life in Clarksville, TN and made  

New York City her home in 2002. She began writing stories in high school 

and continued into college where she turned her love for writing into a 

degree in English. She came to New York ready to write about Big Town 

adventures but found that her creative energy was being drawn irresistibly 

toward visual media. Though she occasionally still writes stories, she 

spends much of her time figuring out to make things look interesting on  

a page and making music with her friends and her husband, Lindsey.
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ginger burden boise

s l e e p  t r i p s  a n d  f a l l s



Thomas is interested in all forms of art making, most recently,  

underwater arc welding, electronic music and ‘commercial cloud seeding’.
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thomas mullarney

i n  t h e  s a n d

4’ x  3 ’ 
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Alana Marcu is a photojournalist residing in New York City. Marcu began 

shooting for the Metro Newspaper in Boston while in college at Boston 

University and continued working in this field for one year before moving 

to New York City in 2003. In New York, she photographed for the art 

consulting firm Novo Arts and also shot for The Chief Leader newspaper 

and The Villager, covering political events such as the Republican 

Convention of 2004. Marcu moved to Russia for one year to work for the 

Expat website and traveled on the Trans-Siberian documenting Russian 

life. She returned after in 2005 to complete a graduate assistant position at 

Boston University. The Master’s program in photojournalism’s coursework 

lasted for one year. After, she returned to New York City where she is 

currently freelancing and working on her final photo project for her 

degree, which involves monasteries in Romania. 
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alana marcu

w h i l e  y o u ’ r e  h e r e  ( t h a t ’ s  y o u )

10” x  6 .5”

p h o t o g r a p h y32



Rachel Hall Kirk was born and raised in the small town of Ashland City 

outside Nashville, TN. She holds BFA and MFA degrees in painting and 

drawing and has been an artist her whole life. She recalls making her first 

“real” painting while studying a video of television art guru Bob Ross.  

It was only natural that she would want to share her passion for art with 

others, so she started teaching college art classes. When not making art, 

Rachel enjoys traveling around the country and highly recommends cross-

country train trips. She especially likes visiting Las Vegas where she once 

played in the World Series of Poker. She currently lives in a log cabin in 

the woods with her husband and two adorable West Highland Terriers, all 

of which think Larry David is really funny.
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rachel hall kirk

c a n ’ t  h e l p  m y s e l f

11”  x  1 1 ”
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Who’s afraid of the big bad world? James Guastaferro is; however, he is 

also magnetized by its beauty. This struggle is at the epicenter of his desire 

to express himself creatively and artistically. He believes that man has an 

essential inner struggle to outdo nature through art just as much as man 

has tried to do so with technology. With these principles in mind, both 

consciously and subconsciously, James has set out to flood his artistic 

market with several avenues of expression. Most of his time has been 

spent writing and performing music. He is a founding member of and 

key contributor to the NYC band Tones From The Underground and he 

held the same roles in the band Panacea. He has made several attempts 

at artistic expression in photography, videography, acting, digital art, 

painting, drawing, graffiti, design, and writing. Recent endeavors include 

publishing his first book of poems called Speakeasy Soul, pursuing a career 

as an educator, recording a series of albums with Tones…, and designing/

constructing a Foolproof Happiness/Time-travel/Teleportation Machine.
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james guastaferro

v e n u s  m o o n r i s e

13” x  13”
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Earth, water, fire, and air. The four elements, which create life, are also 

essential ingredients in ceramics. I try to reflect this relationship in my 

work by finding inspiration in the forms, colors, and textures found in 

nature. I work mostly with stoneware and Raku, although I make a small 

amount of earthenware. Many of my ceramics are formed with several 

types of clay within a single structure. Often I use earthenware as a dry 

encrustation on the surface of a stoneware pot. These encrustations are 

reminiscent of bark, fossilized stones, or other naturally occurring surface 

disturbances. I enjoy manipulating air during the firing process. In some 

of my works, I play with reduction firing, which changes the color of clay 

and glazes by reducing the amount of oxygen within the kiln during firing. 

It also allows me to introduce natural elements into the firing process. For 

example, I can affect the color of a glaze by firing a pot with a leaf laid on 

it. Or in the case of Raku firing, I can use fast cooling and smoke to create 

patterns and colors. Mostly, I hope that my ceramics illustrate the fun and 

unexpected side of nature... and the fun, unexpected side of ceramics.
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mary t. holm-larsen

e a t i n g  p h i l o s o p h y

13 c m  i n  d i a m e t e r  x  10  c m  h i g h
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b. August 22, 1983; Clarksville, Tennessee. Studied fine art for four years 

at Austin Peay State University and received a B.F.A. in Graphic Design 

in 2006. Exhibited in group shows in Clarksville from 2004 to 2007. 

Received first place Graphic Design award at the A.P.S.U. Student Art 

Exhibit in 2006. Currently living in Virginia Beach, Virginia working  

at Coastal Training Technologies as a Graphic Designer. Please visit  

www.apsu.edu/art/student_work/digital/animation_video/megan.html  

to view the time lapse video that correlates with her piece for Genetics.
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s u n

15” x  39”
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Esther has been working as a graphic designer and Art Director in the 

publishing industry for over seven years at magazines such as W, Glamour, 

Details, Traditional Home and Fitness. When she has time, Esther loves 

doing pro-bono design work for friends and family. Currently, Esther  

also serves as the Creative Director of KOLLEKTIV Magazine (published 

bi-anually), Pratt Institute’s first magazine dedicated solely to fine art.  

Her design portfolio can be viewed at kimsomi.com. When she’s not 

sitting in front of a computer (ruining her eyesight), she also works 

as a freelance stylist. Her work can be perused at www.iqons.com/

kimsomi. Esther’s all-time favorite hobby is attending live music shows. 

She is immensely proud and happy to have seen Radiohead thrice this 

past summer on both the east and west coasts of the United States of 

America...all within two weeks time.

{   b o o k  d e s i g n  b y    }

esther l. kim

Erin Genevieve Barach, The Conversation’s Growing 
e.g.barach@gmail.com

Tanya Barach, It Rained Today 
nirielle@gmail.com

Kyla Barkin, Ubatuba 
kybird48@aol.com 

Barkinselissenproject.blogspot.com

Chip Boles, Sooner or Later 
me@chipboles.com 
www.chipboles.com 

chipboles-sketchblog.blogspot.com

Ginger Burden Boise, Sleep Trips and Falls 
gingerburden@gmail.com

Megan Ellis, Sun 
mnellisdesign@yahoo.com 

www.mnellis.com

William Gentry, Believe Me When I Sip My Lemonade 
askwag@hotmail.com

Jacob Gossett, Dancing Che’s 
jacobgossett@yahoo.com 
www.jacobgossett.com

James Guastaferro, Venus Moonrise 
jamesguastaferro@yahoo.com 

ecanusquill@gmail.com

Rachel Hall Kirk, Can’t Help Myself 
rhk@rachelhallkirk.com

Mary Holm-Larsen, Eating Philosophy 
mholmlarsen@yahoo.dk

Chris Johnson, I See It All 
4129 50th St. Apt 3e, Woodside NY 11377 

www.audionightlight.com

Esther L. Kim, Book Designer 
www.kimsomi.com

Alana Marcu, While You’re Here (That’s You) 
almarcu@gmail.com

Jackson Martin, Overflow 
www.jacksonmartin.com

Jon McAuliffe, Good Morning 
jon@mcauliffe-art.com 
www.mcauliffe-art.com

Thomas Mullarney, In the Sand 
tmullarn@pratt.edu

Raymond Patrick, Accidental Wilderness 
raymondpatrick.global@gmail.com 

www.raymondpatrick.com 
www.9ststudio.com

Chris Peck, Get Over It 
cpeck@pratt.edu

Brad Reagan, Happy to Change 
lbreagan@hotmail.com

Florencia Riegelhaupt, Fire’s on the Floor 
Florencia.Riegelhaupt@nau.edu

{   artist contacts   }
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{   lyrics   }

The Conversation’s Growing (Music & Lyrics by Bill 
Carrasco & Lindsey Boise) The conversation’s growing. It’s 
hitting all sides. You can feel the ocean slowing down. 
An open wide picture show where the waves are round 
and green is almost brown. In the fog, a rainbow in the 
dark. We’re just another tribe of easy people in the garden. 
Old eyes, bones in the yard. At the dawn, the light will 
slowly play you, slowly play you. Drive me round, I’ve 
been trying to find another place to play, another road, 
another mountain to slow down. Oooh slide door. Oh 
chuva! Fall on my head. Don’t ask why. Slowly fly all day 
with Tanya in the sky. Baseadobundaganjabundabundayé. 
Head phone, left phone, right me another time. People 
bubble. That’s the song. Take it and give it. I hope, I hope, 
I hope, I hope we’re getting money. Tension et signification. 
I hope, I hope, I hope, I hope we’re getting money. In the 
grass. Moving around. Growing grass. Digging around 
town. Growing grass. Flip on the horizon. Growing 
grass, growing grass. Me no mystic. It wasn’t you. You 
came true. You tell me who you want to be. Let’s find 
exhibitions.  Purple or green? Let’s roll away. Tell me 
what need to say. Oooh cross fade. On the road to the 
reservation. Let’s blow this reservation. Let’s blow away. 
I didn’t know you. I didn’t know you well. We got time 
to give it up. I’ll show you how. I’ll get to know you.  
Maybe I don’t know you now. Give it up. Take control. 
Gkjksdhskjgfhg bfhgertsjhnjdshjah. Just the other day, 
there was this football player struck by a flying head-butt 
from Zidane, who was justified in his response. That guy 
deserved it and everyone knows. Light! Here comes the 
sun. You said it right! Here comes the sun. For light! For 
life! Here comes the sun. For light! For life! The gibberish 
life! The gibberish life! The gibberish, the gibberish, the 
gibberish life!  Digging. Holding down. Digging down. 
Digging down. Digging! [Whistling] You’re/She’s an 
amazing, amazing, amazing, amazing, amazing girl. Oh, 
the conversation’s growing. It’s making way for the sun. 
For light, For life! Here comes the sun. I like you so easily. 
I like you. And it’s getting better. Feels so nice all the 
time.

Happy to Change (Music & Lyrics  by Bill Carrasco) I love 
playing in the dark, but it’s so much warmer in the light. 
Sunflowers in my eyes, floating out the door, going out 
for more. Oh yeah, so far, so far. Oh maybe you don’t see 
it. Oh maybe you can try to pull it off. I’m pulling right, 
right into the swell, with the pelicans above my head. I 

can get a little drôle in my little world. I was starting to 
get cold on my little throne. Now I’ve become a little 
joke in this whole little world of pain. With a rock, paper, 
scissor feeling spinning in my brain. I’m happy to change. 
I’m happy to change. I’m rippin’ the poppy chain. I’m 
rabidipopechiyé. I know that it’s been too long since I fed 
the fire in my head. Sunflowers in my eyes. I’m getting 
out my board, going out for more. Oh yeah, so far, so 
far. I’m transparent gold when I lean into my wave. I’m 
rapid to change. I’m rapid to change. Like Jacob & James, 
I’m happy to re-arrange. Oh maybe you don’t see it. Oh 
maybe you can try! Pull it off. I’m rapid chipoché. I’m 
rabidipopechiyé. As soon as the lights change, I’m doing 
it all again.  

I See it All (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) I’ve seen 
what we are multiplied by seven. I don’t really care how 
we reach it. As long as I know that we feel it, we’ll go 
far. Oh yeah. I like to smell trees en la mañana when 
everything brown is banana. Calling out circles to each 
other, we let ourselves fall and I see it all climbing in my 
head. Climbing in my head all day. Oh I don’t really care 
how we feel it. As long as I know that we mean it, we’ll 
go far. Oh yeah. I like to smell trees en la mañana when 
everything brown is banana. Throwing out circles at each 
other, we’ve taken the fall and I see it all climbing in my 
bed. Climbing in my bed, oh yeah. Calan-banam-ba-y-é,  
o-yé. I get the water from the rain. I got to re-arrange it. I 
got a watermelon brain. The roots are growing in. 

Fire’s on the Floor (Music & Words by Lindsey Boise) 
[parlor talk] Ladies and gentlemen, your fire’s on the floor. 
Ladies and gentlemen, come on on and I’ll say it again, 
the fire’s on the floor. [bis]

Believe Me When I Sip My Lemonade (Music & Lyrics 
by Bill Carrasco) Beneath the water, sunlight slowly breaks 
into a flower around my head. A long way from dead. 
Love is easy (as easy as  the sound of moonlight on the 
ground in southern Spain) and all of today’s problems 
are disqualified again. I’m in the deep end. I roll around. 
Sometimes I forget I ever needed to explain. You can hold 
me closer, it’s OK.  Let the moment be your strategy. 
(Here we are. Feel my heart). Believe me when I sip my 
lemonade. There’s just no easier way (Here we are. Feel 
my heart). Our bodies kaleidoscope each other, swimming 
in slow-motion waterfalls. Waking up naked and high, 

you and me once again alive, yeah. In the fading clouds 
reborn. In the fading clouds reborn. Believe me when I 
sip my lemonade. There’s just no easier way (Here we are. 
Feel). I open every window and throw my eyes around. 
Everything I feel is real. Our bodies collide in every 
color, swimming in slow-motion waterfalls. Waking up 
naked and high, you and me once again alive, yeah. In 
the fading clouds reborn. In the fading clouds reborn. So 
many words without. So many ways around. If ever I had 
a doubt, I know I believe it now. Oh, I can see the whole 
sky on the beach behind your eyes. I’m falling through 
you. Falling through you, heavy! (It’s all that I ever want. 
It’s all that I ever see. It’s all that I ever need. It’s more 
than I ever dreamed). Oooooooh all inside of me. 

Sooner or Later (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) 
Help me up. I just woke up on the wrong side. I tried 
everything, but I just can’t get back to the dream side. 
At the bottom of a dream, we were climbing up a 
tree. Everything was easy. We were floating like whales 
underwater. Swimming in the crazy eyes of love. The 
windows on the boat are dusty and cold. I’m losing my 
reflection. I wanna spend the whole day underwater. I 
wanna get soaked down to the bone. Sooner or later, man, 
you’re gonna lose it. Sooner or later it’s all gone away. Get 
back to life! Get back to life! Everyone alive! Everyone 
alive! Everyone alive! Alive for the benefit of our children. 
Alive! Alive for the benefit of your pillow. Tonight! Sooner 
or later, man, you’re gonna lose it. It’s now or never again. 
You better use it.

It Rained Today (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) I swing 
from tree to tree. Nothing’s out of my reach. But I’m 
all covered in mud, and I don’t know how to shake it 
off. All these prophetic close-ups of break dancing poets 
drowning in my brain. It’s all a ticket to the same game. 
How can I do it? I know. I’m gonna give it a long fade 
out, wide! Rain on my head. I’m laughing instead. And 
there you are, so beautiful. I overflow. For all I know, it’s 
gonna grow right into the sky. Oooh, where do we go? 
Swimming in words that we don’t know. In a sea without 
a boat (I wanna go with you) Yeah, yeah, yeah! Lying in 
bed. This song in my head phones. It’s what we are. And 
here we go again. Slow moves everyday. I walk across the 
room (for you). Feeling good (in the lick of it). Here we 
are in the thick of it. Sun is coming down (rainbow yoga). 
All of my love to get around (weeping yoda). Rain is in 
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the ground (hold me closer). All of my life to get around 
(loneliness over). Laughing in bed. This song in our head. 
It’s what we are. 

Get Over It (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) You were 
delicious. If you only knew. How much I miss you. 
Everything’s just a drag now that you’re gone, but I got 
to get over it. Just get on over. Now I’m trying to think 
of anything else but you. I write these poems every night. 
But nothing feels right. What am I supposed to do in 
these morning hours? I can’t put my mind away. I know 
I’m gonna find something better tomorrow, but I want 
you today. I guess I’ll have to get over it. Just get on over. 
I’m still living. Sometimes it’s good to be alone. Hanging 
around in French cafés... Oh well, I might as well let the 
wind blow me away. What more can I say? I just spent 
the whole day standing on the Eiffel Tower, staring into 
the haze. And now I just can’t get out of the shower. I 
can stay in here for days. With all these years of running 
around traveling around the world. Getting all kinds of 
knowledge in college and all this poetry of longing for 
somebody. I’ve had enough now. Let’s party. Because I’m 
gonna have to get over it. Just get on over. How much 
can I touch? How much can I belong? How much can 
I feel? How much can I go on? How much I love seeing 
you over and over again, but I don’t even know you yet. I 
don’t even know you yet. Did you ever happen in my life? 
‘Cause I can’t remember what you look like. I don’t know 
what this song is all about, but it isn’t hard to figure out. 

Dancing Che’s (Music & Lyrics by Lindsey Boise)  
Night after night, you’ve been here with me. Night after 
night with the chains. Wrapped around your neck. I can 
feel you breathe. And these walls tell me I must wait for 
good. And there’s a liar, says we can’t leave without some 
blood lost. And I’m tryin’ to fight all my cancers. And 
it feels like venom to wait for good. Dancing Che’s sing 
their chains away on the patio. I’ve got a crazy feeling that 
I’m swingin’ slow, but finally I see through the window, 
and I know I can wait for good. Dancing Che’s sing 
their chains away on the patio. Peace is calm but strong. 
Dancing Che’s sing their chains away on the patio. Peace 
is calm but strong. 

Ubatuba (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) I’ve been 
wondering if I’m ever gonna make it to your place. I’ve 
been sitting in my cave for so long. And there’s only so 

much I can do about it. But it won’t be too long. Close 
my eyes and I’m gone. I’m still wondering if I’m ever 
gonna make it to your place. I’ve been waiting for the 
train for so long. Maybe we can find a way to meet in 
the middle of a long, lonely song. Close my eyes and I’m 
gone... Any day now, we’ll be together and I’m gonna 
make you feel so much better. Oh yeah! Ubatuba to 
Bembe (When we get to Ubatuba, we’ll be playing on the 
beach all day). Ubatuba to Bem (Everything is gonna be 
all day). Ubatuba to Bembe (When we get to Ubatuba, I’ll 
be loving you in every way). Ubatuba to Bem (Everything 
is gonna be all day). I’ve been wondering if I’ll ever make 
it to the horizon. I’ve been sitting in this train for so long. 
And all the people around me are lost inside the window 
of a long, lonely song. Close my eyes and I’m gone... Any 
day now, we’ll be together, and I’m gonna make you feel 
so much better. Ubatuba to Bembe.

Accidental Wilderness (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) 
Climbing a tree in the rain, I found something I’ll never 
explain, holding on. Sunrise, somebody whispers. Sunset, 
everybody stares. In between, it’s all hallways and stairs. A 
sé me sám a yé. I don’t know where I got this luck. I don’t 
believe in Mickey Duck. I’m just a skeleton in the rain. 
So I find a branch and I sit on it. I come right out and 
I sit on it. I don’t know how, but it’s gonna fit me now. 
I’m hanging upside down. I’m all the way around. I will 
eventually go home. I’m a comet on wheels. I just can’t 
wait anymore. After all that I seen and all the places I’ve 
been. I can see San Francisco. I see a Praia do Prumirim. 
I laugh into my pillow and volunteer my chemicals to 
peace. And then I step back in the window (C’est un 
discours camouflé...play along). And there’s nothing more 
I need to believe. (C’est un plaisir mammifère..... I found). 
Climbing a tree in the rain.

Good Morning (Music & Lyrics by Lindsey Boise) With 
all that we’ve been through, I can’t say I trust you. Good 
Morning, I’ve decided it’s our last. You want this forever, 
but it’s no secret that it can’t last. My love for you has 
suffered. My love for you remains. And there are times 
when you are wonderful. There are times when you are 
vain. Oh I really hate to leave. I really hate to go. I’d 
really love to see you lighten yourself, heighten yourself, 
but every time I connect my soul to what you do, you 
rip me in two. With all that we’ve been through, I still 
have to fear you. Good Morning, we’ll weep together for 

our loss. You made your decisions. How could you know 
just how much they’d cost. If you want redemption, and 
if you want real love, then stop digging your fingernails 
into everyone. Oh I really hate to leave. I really hate to 
go. I’d really love to see you lighten yourself, heighten 
yourself, but every time I connect my soul to what you 
do, you rip me in two. Paranoia has taken your heart. 
You’re scared of your neighbors, scared of the dark. Oh 
paranoia has darkened your mind. Now you think that all 
your violence is justified. That’s why I say that you turned 
your back on what we’re building. I really hate to leave. I 
really hate to go. I’d really love to see you lighten yourself, 
heighten yourself, but every time I connect my soul to 
what you do, you rip me in two.

Overflow (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) Do I really 
want to engage when everything’s about to change all 
over again? Another break in the page... I keep the animal 
fed and I try not to fly too low. And my wooden heart 
is beating strong like a Bamileke drum. How long ‘til it 
rains? Can anybody tell me? So much hunger in my eyes 
I throw a bone! So much hunger to decide! Tell me what 
is real. Tell me something, tell me something that I don’t 
already feel. I’m burning tears. Nothing in this world can 
stop me and I’m about to explode. I overflow. I let it go. 
I’m open road. And I keep filling up & up again. Hungry 
to the end. Feel me reach. Push the boat and hold me 
close so we can float together. Sing that song I love so 
much and row me away. Take me for a ride! Sunlight on 
everybody’s head. I’m getting closer to the other end. I’m 
burning tears. Nothing in this world can stop me. I want 
everybody to know. I overflow. I let it go. I’m open road. 
But I keep filling up & up again. Feel me reach. Push 
the boat and hold me close so we can float together. Sing 
that song I love so much and row me away. Take me for a 
ride! Always somebody else’s gaze. Always somebody else’s 
trace. I open one eye in an infinite disguise. I open the 
sky and I’m following a line. And I don’t know why, but I 
know it’s gonna get better. I know exactly what I mean. I 
don’t know what I want, but I know that I want it. 
 
Sleep Trips and Falls (Music & Lyrics by Lindsey Boise) 
Sleep trips and falls, tumbles to the floor through your 
window. Sleep climbs up walls, nestles by your head on 
the pillow. You’re so tired. Rest your head a while. The 
world is calm. Let it fill your mind. [beautiful humming] 
You’re so tired. Rest your head a while. The world is calm. 



{   lyrics   }

Let it fill your mind. Our memories dance between our 
ears while we’re dreaming. This melody is like moonlight 
on the floor and the ceiling. You’re so tired. Rest your 
head a while. The world is calm. Let it fill your mind. 

In the Sand (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) Everywhere 
you go, life is just a dream. And believe it or not, some 
things are as good as they seem. The moon is out I can 
feel it in the air. All the grasses are high and your voice 
everywhere in my mind. Don’t let them tear your leaves 
away. We got to live for today. Life is just dream of salty 
air. Get your feet back in the sand. What’s the matter 
with you man? We’re all doing what we can. You gotta 
understand. Oh, oh, oh ay.  Girl you make me high. 
Licky, licky, licky, licky high. You make me high. I’m 
burning alive. So high. Licky, licky, licky, licky high. So 
alive. Waimea high. They don’t know what they see in 
their ignorant dreams. They wanna cynicize, feed their 
fears, and advertise. Greasy bacon fools, making fun of 
what we do when we work so hard! Girl, take me to your 
room. I wanna love you like the moon. I wanna see what 
we can do. I wanna love you in full bloom. Oh, oh, oh ay. 
Girl you make me high. Licky licky licky licky high. You 
gotta understand. 

While You’re Here (That’s You) (Music & Words by 
Lindsey Boise) Have a good time while you’re here. All you 
generations whose seeds will not bear fruit themselves, 
have a good time while you’re here. On the left side. 
Under the moon where the tangerines are blue, this 
spin servers wonderin’ what I’m gonna do. That’s you. 
Maiñamaiñamaiña. Concrete. You run complete. You 
can’t buy feet. You can’t fly meat. You try to fry meat, and 
it starts to steam, and then it’s ruined, so start to play 
the game. You can’t eat spleen. You can’t at all, without 
everyone running around. ‘Cause you can’t eat it. They 
can’t see. The eyeballs squish. The eyeballs freeze. All 
I know is what you say, and you don’t say right by me 
anyway. Ooo ooo, Coocoo ca choo. You can’t judge, ‘cause 
I’m looking to you. The seme, the same, the same, the 
same. Dinge dinge Tinga ting tink tink think think tink. 
Hey it’s not what I had in mind. (That’s ok with me). 
If that’s what you want to do. Until the Federation of 
Planets spit. Until the Klingons start to get a grip. Until 
Mordor falls. 
 

Can’t Help Myself (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco)  
I know we’ve done it all before, but now you’re making 
me want you more. I’m tired of talking to the sky. Oh, 
I’d do anything to see your smile. I know I’m not going 
insane, but everywhere I go, I hear your name. And I 
know there’s nothing I can do. I know I might never get 
through. But I can’t help myself. I got nothing to hide, 
standing in the field of your brown eyes. I ain’t got a 
lot, but I got what I got. Just get in my boat and let me 
show you what I mean. I long for your feet, the smell of 
your hair, and everything in between. I can’t help myself. 
Nobody told me I’d be dancing on the island of your eyes. 
I love what you got. Everything that you are. Just the 
sound of your little laugh is good enough. As soon as you 
put your hands on my body, I give up.

Venus Moonrise (Music & Lyrics by Lindsey Boise)  
My baby plays deep undercover. She warms the rivers for 
her tea. She laughs a bit at the word lover. My baby, she’s 
the word to me. And she can’t stomach all the splashing 
we have to do just to survive. She turns the waves into 
a mesa. My baby dreams the countryside. And at night, 
fire light. It doesn’t matter what we say, and it don’t 
matter what we do. ‘Cause we can’t stop the moon that’s 
rising under shade. She does a dodge and then a flip. 
And she does it all for love. It cripples me. It grows and 
grows. It doesn’t matter what we say, and it don’t matter 
what we do. ‘Cause we can’t stop the moon that’s rising 
under shade. It rains so thick when she’s around me. The 
forests wither when she’s gone. So we’ll swim under the 
moonlight, riding bubbles ‘til the dawn. Under shade. 

Eating Philosophy (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco)  
I’m slowly fading in. The path is just above my head. I feel 
it pull me away. I wanna stay. Uh oh. Oh no. I’m awake. 
Picking up my words off the floor again, trying to make 
sense of a dream: I was sitting on the stairs, playing with 
her hair, following her stare, coloring the air. Ooh, girl. 
Why can’t everybody live in our world? It’s so clear. I want 
to stay here for a thousand years. So go ahead and cry. 
This is our life. Oooh ah! Eating philosophy and burning 
lies! Eating philosophy and burning lies! Mmm, my eyes 
are heavy. If I try to stand up, I might fall. But I’m not 
afraid to hit the floor, because I got strong bones. And I’m 
not alone. Oooh ah! Eating philosophy and burning lies! 
Eating philosophy and burning lies! Ooh, girl. Why can’t 
everybody live in our world? It’s so clear. I want to stay 

here for a million years. So go ahead and cry. This is our 
life. Oooh ah! Picking up my words off the floor again, 
trying to make sense of a dream. Eating philosophy and 
burning lies! Eating philosophy and burning lies! 

Sun (Music & Lyrics by Bill Carrasco) Why? Why can’t we 
see the light? Why even ask why? It’s right there in the 
sky. It’s all here. Here in our little sphere. One more little 
dream caught in a mudslide. Somewhere off the road, a 
dinosaur is turning over again. Why? Why can’t we see the 
light? Why even ask why? It’s right there in the sky for life! 
Each night I see the dream so easily. So easily beautiful. 
No more safe sunlight and no more dark night. Just oil 
rainbows and smoggy sunrise. Goodbye! Nowhere else 
to run. One and one is one. Why? Why can’t we see the 
light? Why even ask why? It’s right there in the sky. Where 
you going? Where you been? Conejo! Where you going? 
Where you been? Cangrejo! Where you going? Where 
you been? Congreso! Where you going? Where you been? 
Pendé... So much to row by. So much to deny. With all 
these crawfish in water so high. Goodbye! We are not that 
dumb. (Why? Why can’t we see the light?). One and one 
is one. (Why even ask why? It’s right there in the sky). We 
know what we’ve become. (We know. We know that we’re 
gonna die). Nowhere else to run. (Why even ask why? It’s 
right there in the sky).
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