First Person

Now that there's nowhere left to go I will not take you very far

should we forget who you used to be just you remember who you are

Are you still waiting by the bookstore after school

is it in the hope that I might show

if that's why you're waiting there then I think it’s only fair you know

you will not see me by the book-store after all

would you want me to return

the favors that you gave no matter how small

I did not earn, you will not learn

A younger man could give you more I know but could he give you what I gave

now the golden days are gone don't you think that from now on you should save

and think about all the new resolutions you have made 

you have no call cutting class

and if this time you really make the grade

I’ll let you pass I’ll let you pass

let you pass your time remembering who you used to be

and spend your time forgetting who you are

Locked outside the freedom finals end

but do you think it's wise to wait

to tell the men from the boys

and the weapons from the toys 

until it's too late

and you hear you’re not the first person any more

the subject changes far too fast

and is the future what you're really waiting for

or part of the past

part of the past
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Written London january 1970 At least that’s what it says on the original lyric sheet though I have no clear recollection as to this songs origins, though the bookstore is certainly Shakespeare & Co.

It strayed into the Bachdenkel live repertoire some time later and stayed there for many years in various guises but was never recorded.

Hélène La Barrière was introduced to me by Rodolphe Burger when they rehearsed in the studio and although George Wolfheart had put an electric bass track on the song I felt it would be better served by an acoustic one.

Sonia Erhaud walked by the studio one day with an unusual looking bag that I guessed contained a musical saw.

Saw players are few and far between and it was an instrument that I’d dreamt of having in the mix complimenting the Cristal de Baschet that I’d incorporated from a separate session with Michel Deneuve.

Once Jeff Boudreaux had responded to Rob Armus’ extended sax solo  on the coda I contacted Yan Vagh to provide inversions and diversions on classical guitar. Yan I’d known since the “exiles” days on the Côte d’Azur when he was at school there and already an accomplished guitarist. It was symbolic and appropriate that he should be on the album especially because in 2008 at the Rochefort festival for some reason he’d said “you ought to make your own album”.

I have no idea why but I took him at his words and that’s what I did. 

