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My Nawme (8 Juwe

Vocals and acoustic guitar: Kirsten

Electric bass: John

Electric guitar: Leslie

Drums: Blee

Backing vocals: Jolie and John

I am a mother and a daughter, a lover and a friend
The world that I once knew is gone,
impossible to comprehend
Once | had a gentle man
ﬂl\d 1]!’ 1()V(’d me to ti'l(" moon
They call me by another name but still,
my name is June.

N()W 1 kf‘?}" tlly El(‘ﬂl‘l dnw]!,

I d()il" 1()(}1( ‘1\?1]] il] Il]f‘ ?y(‘
Every dress | own is red and the driver is a spy
Once | had a mother,

i ﬁgh[vr lhr(]ugh and lhrough
They call me by another name,

but the name she gave to me is June.
lt's]une. And all [ have left is my narne.

HUW CAI you d(] T]lis? H()w can you I&‘l Ll'lih' he?
How can you do this?

You're a woman just like me.
My name is June. And all I have left is my name.

You asked me if I'm happy.
] [I.)Id )"(_‘Ll w}iﬂ[ l}l(’)" 1[1:1('(’ me 521)’.
The truth is: Death is prefurzlbl(*
to what I'm living through today
Once | had a little girl that I carried in my womb
Tl]t’y t‘illl me }.‘y ﬂll(_‘t}lt'r '['lﬂl!le,
i)u[ now you kl]nw |le name iS_JLll'l?.
Il‘.‘;lut'l(‘. Al]d ﬂll ] I'lﬂVE' 1(’[‘ iﬂ 1']1)7 namme.

How can you do this? How can you let this be?
],l'l'l 4 WoInaii, I amt llulllﬁllr I'tll not a l'UirliilCidiiy,
How can you do this? How can you let this be?
How can you do this?

You're a woman just like me ...

PP § |Tl()[|](’l‘ ﬂllcl a d.’lught(‘r, a l()\“{"l' ﬂlld a rri(’lld
The world I knew is upside down,
impossible to comprehend
R"jy dﬂuglller is out TI“.'[(" S()lil?wl]ﬂr?
Elild l l‘r(l}" Lo see 11&‘1’ s5001
She’s the only reason I stay alive.

How can you do this? How can you let this be?
] 4lll 4 wWoIrnar I am not a ('l)llil'[l(’d{ly
How can you do this? How can you let this be?
How can you do this?
You're a woman just like me
My name is June. And all I have left is my name.

Blue

Vocals and acoustic guitar: Kirsten
Upl’l‘gl\' baSS:JOIl"

Mandolin: Doug A.

Electric guitar: Leslie

D rumms: B I(’(‘

Backing vocals: Jolie, John, and Kirsten



Blue, blue. I focus on the blue

I float far away to survive another day
I focus on the blue

Blue like a summer sky

Blue like the wings of a damselfly
Stray cornflower in a field of rye

And blue like the sea

I keep my eyes focused on the ceiling,
go blue to avoid all feeling
I fly to another place
to get through the ceremony,
this monthly rite of matrimony
And if [ pray and if I believe,

I will conceive and I'll have a baby

So I focus on the blue. I focus on the blue
I float far away to survive another day

I focus on the blue

Blue violets in spring

The box that held my wedding ring
Indigo of a bunting's wing

and blue like the sea

I keep my eyes focused on the ceiling,
go blue to avoid all feeliug
1 ﬂ}r to another place
to get through the ceremony,
this monthly rite of matrimony
And if we pray and if we believe,
I will conceive and they’ll take my baby

So I focus on the blue. I focus on the blue
I float far away to survive another day

I focus on the blue

Sunlight lhrough blue bottle gl.’lss
Forget-me-nots and blue-eyed grass

The patterned hem of my daughter’s dress
And blue like the sea

I keep my eyes focused on the ceiling,
go blue to avoid all feeling
I fly to a better place
to get through the rape and plunder
that tears my body and my soul asunder
Andifl pray and if I believe,
I'll be redeemed and Blue will save me

So [ focus on the blue, wild innocent blue.

I drown in blue, blue like the sea

Qoget Scrawl

Vocals and piano: Kirsten
Electric bass: John
Electric guitar: Leslie
Drums: Blee

Backing vocals: Jolie

I was lying on the closet floor
with my face toward the wall

Contemplating how to end it,
when | noticed the scrawl

Someone had been here before



Someone had gotten a knife
and etched letters in the wall
I traced them with my fingers
but I didn’t understand at all
It said *Nolite te bastardes carborundorum.”

Nolite te baslardes fal’bﬂl’ﬂlldﬂl’“l]l.

It seemed like a message from the other side
It seemed like a sign that [ should stay alive
It made me want to live for another day
If only to find out what she was trying to say
When she wrote,

“Nolite te bastardes carborundorum.”

Nolite te baslardes c‘m‘borundoruln.

Later I found out what the message said
And I also found out that they found her dead
They found her hanging from a ceiling fan

She couldn’t take it any more.
Not one more single day.

But before she left she had one last thing to say:

“Don’t let the bastards grind you down.”
Don't let the bastards grind you down!

It seemed like a message from the other side
It seemed like a sign that I should stay alive
It made me want to live for another day
Iforxly to live out what she was trying to say

S]]e l?*—l me a Irmssﬂge Frﬂl'n Tl'l? Otl'lfl' Sid?

Saying, “Hang on girl, you gotta stay alive.
You've still got a lot of living to do.

Don't let what happened to me, happen to you. No!

Don't let the bastards grind you down!
Don’t let the bastards grind you down!
Don't let the bastards grind you down!
Don't let those bastards grind you down.”

)
Jerebd g
Vocals and piano: Kirsten
Upright bass: John
Electric guitar: Leslie

Drums: Blee
Backing vocals: John, Jolie, and Megan

There’s a lawyer and an architect,
a bﬂflk?r ﬂlld a tl“achl?.l'
A painter and a riveter, a scientist and a preacher
We come from every walk of life
We had our own ambitions
But now we have to shed our pride ﬂlong with
any inhibitions

At Jezebel's (at Jezebel's)

We cater to their every whim

At Jezebels (at Jezebel's)

We've tasted every flavor of sin

At Jezebel's (at Jezebel’s) at Jezebel's
Life ain't easy in this speakeasy

Still it’s better than a handmaid
always talking about the weather



Tllel’ﬂ's P]eﬂl}f Of liquﬂr at t}l(’ bﬂr
to make the creeps look better

There's plenty of fancy dresses to wear
and plenty of pills to swallow

Plenty of ways to help you pretend
that your life’s not completely hollow

At Jezebel’s (at Jezebel's)

you cater to their every whim

At Jezebel’s (at Jezebel's)

We've tasted every flavor of sin

At Jezebel’s (:ll Jezabe]’s) at Jezebel's
We're keeping it sleazy in this speakeasy

Sometimes when the guy's not so hard on the eyes
YC".l can Pl’?le‘ld l'}lﬂi you llﬂd a l—lloi('e

(here at Jezebel's)
And when he gives you a ring or asks you to sing
You can pretend that you have a voice

(here at Jezebel’s)
But don't think too much 'cause it'll fuck you up
You're never getting out alive

(you're stuck at Jezebel's)

S() }'JQP Elll T.lle I)illS El]ld drirlk ail You can tﬂk&‘
'Cause it's the only escape, it's the only escape

When you're a Jezebel at Jezebel's (at Jezebel's)
You cater to their every whim

At Jezalxlps (zltJt‘ZehePs)

You cater to their every whim

At JC‘Zel)c'.l’s (ﬂt Jezabel’s), at Jezabel's

We're keeping it sleazy (in this speakeusy)
Keeping it sleazy (in this speakeasy)

Keeping it sleazy in this speakeasy

SQliver a.+ \]a\(ﬁ

Vocals and acoustic guitar: Kirsten
Vocals and upright bass: John
Mandolin: Doug A.

Drums: Blee

] l‘iptn(’ dDWl'l tll? I]ﬂllwﬂy‘ I.‘Ussyfnnt dﬂwt'l l‘]‘l? Sr('lil—s
I creep across the backyard
hoping no one’s there to see me
On my way to take my sliver of joy
On my way to take my sliver ofjoy
My sliver of joy

The Commander’s home is a nightmare,
the Commander’s wife is a shrew

BU' llll’. elld Or l}\l’ dﬂ}" |101d5 a sweelness
if I can make it up your room to see you

You, my sliver of joy

You, my sliver of joy

You're my sliver of joy

[ don't know if it's true love,

or just a way to pass the the time
But here | am risking ?verylhing

for a few hours of sublime and beautiful you
You, you my sliver of joy



You, my sliver of joy
You're my sliver of joy

I don't know if it's true love,
or just some kind of escape
But if they ever took you away,
my .hl'ﬂl—l Would Surl’l}f l‘r?ﬂk to 105(’ you
You, my sliver of joy
You, my sliver of joy

I found out yesterday,
Llll:' man Ur 1Tli|]e l}lﬂl L}ll.‘)" lt‘Uk -'l\\r‘-'ly

Is still alive, and he’s working from the other side
to find me

And if [ ever see him again [ will belong to him

But here and now, despite my vow it’s you

'Cause you are my only sliver of joy

You are my only sliver of joy

So I tiptoe down the hallway,
])USS)«’FL)(“ dl‘lwl'l ll'lf‘ stairs
] ('l'f‘ﬁ’l? ACTrOSSs 1[1(‘ ba{'k y-'lrd
hoping no one's there to see me
On my way to take my sliver of joy

On my way to take my sliver of joy
'Cause you are my only sliver of joy
You're my sliver of joy.

TFed¢ So Good to 230

Vocals and piano: Kirsten

Electric bass: John

Saxophone: Allen

Drums: Blee

Backing vocals: John, Jolie, and Megan

It would feel so good to fly ...
I stand on the ledge louking over the edgv
At the rocks and the waves below

That would destroy my body but liberate my soul

The baby in my arms sleeps quietly,
l‘r('{ll}lt'h' }}i"(l(‘{.’rull)’

The baby in my arms, she could fly with me

SI](‘ WOuICI never l'lﬂ\/(’ to kl]ow‘

I could set her free ...

MNo more twisted world, no more twisted desires
No more servitude, no more hypocrites and liars
Well there's got to be smuet]\iug beller,

beyond this great big sky
And we can get there if I'm brave,

and if I take this leap and fly
If I fly, if 1 fly

And the baby in my arms sleeps quietly,
ljl‘?ﬂl I]?S I)(‘ﬂl_(’ru“}“

The baby in my arms, she could fly with me

She would never have to know.

‘cﬂuﬁt’ it Would r\"‘l S0 gr)od to ﬂy

I STﬂ]‘d on rl]{‘ lf‘dg?‘ toes over rl'll‘ f‘dgf‘
Yeah it would feel so good to fly

I stand on the ledge, toes over the edge



Al'l(l 1now l'l'ly arms are S})rl?ﬂd ]ik@' Willgs
The wind on my face swirls and sings
The rocks and the waves below

Al’e }.‘E('k()llillg ﬂl\d I'TII r{'ﬂdy to KU
Re.;ldy to go

"Cause it would feel so good to fly
[ stand on the ledge, toes over the edge [ 3]

The air is sky, the sky is blue
I'm over the edge and now [ know it's true
It feels so good to fly

Under Hig €dhe

Vocals and acoustic guitar: Kirsten
Electric bass: John

Electric guitar: Leslie

Drums: Blee

Backing vocals: Jolie, John, and Kirsten

I'm laying low, I'm laying low,
I'm laying oh so low

I'm laying low, I'm laying low,
I'm laying oh so low

Soon it will be my dying day

The time will come for them to pay

For all their crimes against humanity

I've got nothing to lose and I'm not afraid

I'm just biding my time until the moment is right,
I'm laying low

I'm laying low, I'm laying low,
I'm laying oh so low

And now [ look back to say goodbye

I hear the p;mif:ked voices, reconsider my choices

"Cause the baby in my arms sleeps quietly,
breathes peacefully

Under I'IiS eye [ pretend to pray
TIIC‘. bﬂl)y in Illy Armns, I'Ilfl)’!.)i:‘ Shl’

No one could doubt my piety
[ lower my head and I obey
No one suspects that I could ever betray

could have a better life than mine ...
So | step off the ledge, away from the edge
And June takes my baby from my arms



This is my dying day (under his eye)

I will not cower, I will not obey (under his eye)

I will not run and I won't look away

I've got nothing to lose and I'm not afraid
(under his eye)

This is your dying day (under his eye)

The time has come for you to pay
(under his s’yv)

For all your crimes against humanity

[ got a bomb up my sleeve and I'm not afraid
(I'll lay you low)

I.]I lﬂy yﬂﬂ 1(‘W (!,Il lﬂy YOU Il')w)

I'll lay you oh so low (I'll lay you low)

I'll lay you six feet low

I']"I g(‘il]g d()w!] -"L]'Id you'r(‘ gnillg CI('IW"[ Witl) me

Hawwaln

Vocals and piano: Kirsten
Mandolin: Doug A.

Hannah, my sweet Hannah baby
Please don't, don’t turn away
We have so little time here in this place.

Because I'm laying low, I'm laying low,
I'm laying oh so low
Oh I'm just biding my time Ob baliy

PI(‘E{S(‘ turn {Ii'i)LII'Ii.{, I(‘l me see your f.ﬂl.'?

until the moment is right, yeah I'm laying low
I'm laying low Hannah, my Hannah Banana
Do you remember, do you remember me?
Do you remember your dad
and the things that he said?
The stories we told? Being tucked into bed?

Sol'l'y sisters 1‘“[ ‘}1?1‘(’.5 no ()Illi’l' way
c()llali’l’ﬂ[ dﬂlilﬂgi’ is a I.)l—if.'? we }‘ﬂy
We need to burn it all down to build a better day
We've got nothing to lose,
we are 11](’ |\1Elr[yl‘ Illil{d.\]

Oh baby, our baby you'll always be

And no more laying low, no laying low, Hannah, my Hannah Banana
no more laying low Baby, are they good to you?
No more laying low, no laying low, Do you laugh, do you play,

no more laying low do you splash in the rain?



Letterg cl~rm @l’ltzM‘\

Vocals and acoustic guitar: Kirsten

Electric bass: John

Electric guitar: Leslie

Dl'ﬁtll‘&: Bll‘l‘

Backing vocals: Jolie, Kirsten, Megan, Leslie,
John, and Blee

This is a letter to you although
I don’t know who I'm writing to
And if it ever gets through, I don't know
i{ LI](’I—?!S Jlllytllil\g [I]Ell you l_()uld. d(l
But there's things that you need to know.
So many here have given up on hope
I try to take it dzly hy dzly
but I can feel my soul slipping away

So I'm writing you a letter, hoping that this letter
will S(‘i]l‘.‘ll()w 1|'|(ikl’ il Ll'lr(”.lg}l to }’(‘U
And if you find this letter
and if you read this letter,
will it make any difference to you?
If it makes it l|1wug}1

DU you 5[[1g hill)" 5()1lg5? D() 1[1(’)" kill)w l}l? r‘.’rrﬂ{il?
Do they tell you that they love you?

If you could see it all with your own eyes
I'm pretty sure that you would be surprised

Hannah, sweet little Hannah I don’t know what you see on the news,

Baby, look me in the eye but no doubt they sanitize the views

Keep my love and the truth close to your heart There's only so much we can say.

But kf_‘-z‘-p yourself safe 1_1)!' p[ayi ng the part They won't hesitate to cut away our tongues.
My baby, I'm telling you to lie And if we disobey

you can’t conceive of the terrible price we pay
Hﬁl]l‘ﬂ}l__ Hﬂlll‘ﬂll Bailﬂtlﬂ

Please believe me, I really tried So if [ write a letter, if | send this letter

There’s so much love and there’s so much pain will it somehow make it through to you?

And these minutes are ticking away And if you find this letter and if you read this letter
to maybe our last goodbye will it make any difference to you?

Will it make it through?



ol Coananda

Piano, acoustic guitar, and synth: Kirsten
El(’.f[ l—if.' lbﬂsﬁ: Jolill

Drums: Blee

June’s vocals: Kirsten

Ml’)il‘ﬂ‘s Vl](’;l;ﬁ" M(‘gﬂll

Luk{’,s Vmillﬁ: Doug H.

Radio DJ's vocals: John

JUNE:

Oh Canada, I heard your voice on the radio
Snying y()u’re still there with open arms

Oh Canada, I'm on my way

Over the border and through the woods
Y our voice gave me solace and a little hope

Mayday is on the move. Oh Canada, I'm on my way
A stack of letters could finally prove
that the rumours you've heard are true. Oh Canada, your voice on the car radio
We need your help and we're begging you The world outside was covered in snow
We're crying, "Mﬂydzly! M:iyday[ Mﬂyd:iy! [ had a getaway car but I couldn’t Bo
M'aidez! M’aidez!” Oh Canada, I could not go

We're writing these letters, hoping that these letters
will somehow make it through to you

And if you see these letters, if you read these letters
it has to make a difference to you

We're writing these letters, hoping that these letters
will somehow make it through to you
And if you see all these letters,
if you read all these letters
it has to make a difference to you
It has to make it through ...

May('ﬂ)“! M{lyd{ly!’ Mil}’dﬂy!
M’aidez! M’aidez!




01! C:Iilild{l, y(]ur V()i(‘l‘ Slurk i11 111}!’ ll?ilt{
I'll either make it there or I'll end up dead
I had to postpone freedom for another day
Bul (}}1 Cﬂl\ﬂ(lil‘ ].l'll on 11!)«' Wx'ly

MOIRA:

Oll C({il{ll{{l, You l.'<'\ll,1. i'l'[lilgi[li:‘ Wllilt I'V(‘ seen
YUU t'x'ul‘l illlﬂgill&' Wll{ll T.I'N‘_'y'\'i" d(}l e Lo me
Oli Cﬂ]!ild'r'l, llI?ﬂS? l'ilk(‘ me in

Oll C(Iilﬂd(l, are }"Uu tl]? lu'llld Uf 111i|k ;llld }1()11('y?
W}ll‘l’t‘ I can l't'{ld. a ].KJL‘k
and spend my own money?

O]i Ci'l]!ild'r'!, }"OLI I()O!{ me in

Oll C(Illildﬂ, a lx}wl l)f.. ('L'r(':'ll can 1|'I|'1k.? me cry
Bl‘.’sst‘(l l‘t‘ 1}1&' Fr(_‘o[ LUL‘[).‘_\', uii({&‘l‘ I]i!\' eye
No use asking the reasons why

I'm still alive and she had to die
I made it to the land of Canaan
Oh Canada, can | begin agﬂin?

LUKE:

Oll C&\I\{Id(ﬁ, A IMAan can k‘ll‘e“k Or a ImMan can }.‘t’ll\l
Oh Canada, you took me in

O]'I Cﬂl]ﬂc{a, a marn can 11[’("'{1;{ Or a man can 1“"]&
O]'I Cﬂl]ﬂl‘la, can y()u lll’ll‘ me 111[’!1&{?

Oh Canada, a man can break or a man can bend
Oh Canada, I'm a broken man

Oh Canada,
you've done so much but it's not enough
Diplomacy can only go so far
It's time to raise an army, start a righteous war
¥ £
For my wife and child and so many more
So many more, so many more
They're lrapped on the other side
Oh Canada, it’s a genocide

Oh, Canada, it's time to rise!
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