Love and Money Cabaret Recording Texts

1. NOT WORTH

Text: Confucius, Music: Eve Beglarian

Sung by Kristin Norderval

Wealth and glory are what everyone loves

but if I can’t get them the right way

They’re not worth winning.

Poverty and obscurity are what everyone hates

but if I can’t escape them the right way

They’re not worth losing.

2. MY GODDESS

Text and music: Eleanor Sandresky

Sung by Dora Ohrenstein

I've been thinking a lot lately.  And to be perfectly frank, I've been spending a lot of time thinking about me.  I haven't been pondering the longings of my heart, particularly, or the ramifications of my up bringing.  I haven't been wondering what would have happened had I been born in Congo, Curacao or Kuwait.  It hasn't crossed my mind to consider what my life would be like had I been born at a different time in history.  I've thought about all of those things at one time or another, but that isn't what I've been thinking about recently.  

I've been thinking about a word I can't say.  It's not actually that I can't say it, it's that I haven't said it.  I haven't said it because of its negative connotation.  A connotation both sexual and demeaning.  Or rather, meant to be.  Demeaning, that is.  This word, so potent with meaning...Forbidden meaning.  Goddess meaning.  This word that can't be said.

Now I want to take it back.  But in order to do that, it must be spoken.

Can I say it?  Can I?  Can I?

C-C-C-C-Ca-Ca-Ca-Can I say it?  Can I? 

It's a medical term for a body part.  Can it be so simple?  

Not so simple as that?

C-c-cu-cu-cu-cu-curiously cumbersome culture we live in. 

Cu-cu-cu-urious about the genesis of the word that should be spoken. 

C-cu-cu-count to ten, try again.

C-c-cu-cu-cu-cu-cunning little conundrum, this word that won't be said.

It’s invaded my c-c-c-c-consciousness, complicating the systems in my head.

C-C-C-CA-Cause, because 

C-cu-cu-undercutting who I think I am. Complicates my concept of my self. 

Curiously exciting and visceral, when I think it, I can feel it!  I feel it!

Ca-ca-can I say it?  Can I?

C-C-C-CA-Cause, because 

I think I ca-ca-can-an-nu-nu-nuh-ca-ca-can-an-nu-nu-nu-nu-unt

I've been thinking about this word, thinking goddess, my thinking goddess, Genesis goddess. 

It's a mantra in my head.

Say it, say it.

Me, my, me, my goddess cunt.

3. SUPERSTITION


Texts: various , Music: Marti Epstein

Sung by Kristin Norderval

If your eyebrows grow together or your arms are hairy, you will be very rich.  If there is a mole on your neck, it means money by the peck.  If your palm itches, it means that money is on its way.  To make sure it arrives, put your hand in your pocket or scratch it on a piece of wood.  Money also will be yours if you see a shooting star and call, ‘Money, money, money!’ before it is gone, or you bury a coin in a deep hole and leave it there, or you wear a dime in each of your shoes on New Year’s Day, or you find bubbles on top of a glass of milk and swallow them before they break, or a honeybee zips around your head, or a tiny red spider lands on you and you don’t harm it, or you are patient enough to count one hundred horses, or you dream of clear water, or lots of fish.

4. HONEY MONEY LOVES

Text: Colette Inez, Music: David Del Tredici

Sung by Dora Ohrenstein

Their rowdy mouths eating her gelt,

wampum, mazuma, cowries and cash,

long green, debentures, clinkers and wads.

Bloodsucking teeth in the smiles of her callers

tipping sombreros, serapes and pails

to scoop up the moola.

Peeling it off her back like adhesive,

bloated with loot they crawl down the slope

of her mountainous jack.

Mercurial eyes deep in the field

blazing like greed in the murderous green

of the money.

She’d strafe them down with counterfeit

but hoards her pain to stay alive

the rage,

and studs her life with gluttonous louts,

coveys of wheedlers, coaxers and oafs,

all gorging the money.

5. WHAT’S IT WORTH TO YOU?

Texts: various, Music: Renee Favand

Sung by Kristin Norderval and Dora Ohrenstein

The note is legal tender for all debts, public and private. 

Money is valued because of the knowledge that . . . a lot of people desire and struggle for it.

The dollar is a currency that isn’t defined except in terms of itself, it has no intrinsic value.

Annuit Coeptis, novus ordo seclorum.  The great seal.  In God We Trust.

Just remember, money opens up the whole world for you.

6. UNDER OATH
Text:  Monica Lewinsky’s testimony from The Starr Report

Music: Richard Adams

Sung by Kristin Norderval

As long as no one saw us — and no one did — then nothing happened.

I gave him six neckties, an antique paperweight, a silver cigar holder,

and several antique books.

He gave me a hatpin, a blanket, and a bear figurine.

I used to say, I like it when you wear my ties 'cause then I know I'm

close to your heart.

[Hey, handsome — I like your tie.]

In the windowless hallway, outside the study, he asked if he could kiss me.

I told him my name -- I had the impression he had forgotten.

Usually when I'd see him, it would prompt him to call. So I would go early

and stand in front.

I made him feel young.  He liked my smile and my energy.

Wasn't I right my hugs are better in person than in cards?  I enclosed a

note with my thoughts on education reform.

People were wary of his weaknesses. They didn't want to think that he

could be responsible.

Nasty women there . . . people gossiping about me.

I waited home all weekend . . . he didn't call . . . didn't call.

He didn't want to get addicted to me, and didn't want me to get addicted

to him. He said "I'm trying not to do this . . . I'm trying to be good."

"Every day can't be sunshine."

I'm left writing notes in vain. I know the world takes precedence, but all

you have to do . . . is see me and hold me. 

Maybe that's asking too much.

Please don't do this to me. I feel disposable, used, and insignificant.

As long as no one saw us — and no one did — then nothing happened.

7. IVO, IVO

Text: Manuel Martin, Jr., Music: Tania Leon

Sung by Kristin Norderval

Con la llave que abre puertas

Cornucopia!  Mi abundancia!

Por dinero baila el mono

y de su cola colgare

Con mis numeros de suerte

Siete . . . doce, treinta y siete

Baile el mono por dinero!

Llave!  Magia!  Ivo, Ivo!

Paraiso concebido

Fuente de la juventud

Cara nueva!

Pelo nuevo!

Mascarillas, amuletos,

Velas misticas de aroma,

La belleza no es un lujo

sino una necesidad,

Con la llave del dinero

la puedo garantizar!

Paraiso en abundancia,

Por dinero, como el mono

Bailo, Canto, soy puntual

Con la llave que abre puertas

Vente . . . , trenta, ochenta y nueve

Compro amores! me da igual.

ABSOLUTAMENTE TODO EL UNIVERSO COMPRARE

EL DINERO NO ES NOCIVO!!!

LLAVE, MAGIA, IVO, IVO!!!

Translation of Ivo, Ivo*:

This key will open doors

Cornucopia!  Abundance!

Money makes the monkey dance

And from his tail I’ll hang

I’ve got my lucky numbers

Seven . . . twelve, thirty-seven

Money makes the monkey dance!

Key! Magic! Ivo, Ivo!

Imaginary paradise

Fountain of youth

New face!

New hair!

Facial masks, magic charms, 

Aromatic mystic candles,

Beauty is not a luxury

But a necessity

With the money-key

I can guarantee it!

Paradise in abundance,

Like the monkey, I for money

Dance, sing, I’m punctual

This key will open doors

Twenty . . ., thirty, eighty-nine

Buy romances!  I don’t care.

The whole universe I will buy

Money is not harmful!!!

Key, Magic, Ivo, Ivo!

* Ivo is an invented word; there is no translation in any language.
8. LETTER TO AUSONIUS

Text: Paulinius of Nola, Music: Dave Soldier

Ego te per omne quod datum mortalibus

et destinatum saeculum est,

claudente donec continebor corpore,

discernar orbe quamlibet.Nec orbe longe nec remotum lumine

tenebo fibris insitum,

videbo corde, mente conplectar pia

ubique prasentem mihi.Et cum solutus corporali carcere

terraque provolavero,

quo me locarit axe communis pater,

illic quoque animo te geram.Neque finis idem, qui meo me corpore

et amore laxabit tuo;

mens quippe, lapsis quae superstes artubus

de stirpe durat caeliti,Sensus necesse est simul et adfectus suos

teneat aeque ut vitam suam,

et ut mori, sin oblivisci non capit,

perenne vivax et memor.Vale domine illustria.                

                

- Paulinius of Nola (c. 353-431)

              

Translation of Letter to Ausonius:

 You and me: for all time which is given

And destined to mortal men,

For as long as I am held in this confined, limping body,

No matter how far I am separated from you in the world,

You will be neither distant from me or far from my eyes:

I will hold you, intermingled in my very sinews.

I will see you in my heart and with a loving spirit embrace you;

You will be with me everywhere.

And when released from this bodily prison

I fly from earth

To the spot in heaven where our universal Father places me,

There too I will keep you in my spirit;

Nor will the end which frees me from my body

Release me from your love.

For the mind once it has survived loss of limbs,

Continues to grow out of its heavenly root,

And therefore must keep both its understanding and affections

Along with its life.

And just as it experiences no death, it will experience no loss of memory

But remain forever alive, forever mindful.

Farewell noble master.

Translated by Thomas Stehling, by permission of his family

9. VOCALISE WITH DUCK
Text and Music: Lewis Spratlan

Sung by Dora Ohrenstein

Oo-ah-eh-oo-ah,

Bah-m-de-bah, bah-m-de-bah,

Hah.  Hah-hah.

Woman walks into a bar with a duck under her arm.

Bartender says, "What are you doin' in here with that pig?"

Woman says, "It's not a pig, it's a duck."

Bartender says, "I was talkin' to the duck!"

Bah-bop, bop, bop.

B-b-b-b-b-b-b-b-b-b-b...

Woof.

10. REFRAIN
Text: Djuna Barnes, Music: Matthew Tierney

Sung by Dora Ohrenstein

They brought her in, a shattered small cocoon with a little bruiséd body like a


startled moon;

And all the subtle symphonies of her

A twilight rune.

They gave her hurried shoves this way

And that.

Her body shock-abbreviated 

As a city cat.

She lay out listlessly like a small mug

Of beer gone flat.
11. MORTGAGING THE EARTH

Text: E-mail by Lawrence Summers, Music: John Halle

Sung by Kristin Norderval and Dora Ohrenstein

‘Dirty’ Industries: Just between you and me, shouldn’t the World Bank be encouraging MORE migration of the dirty industries to the LDC’s [Less Developed Countries]?  I can think of three reasons:

1) The measurements of the costs of health impairing pollution depend on the foregone earnings from increased morbidity and mortality.  From this point of view a given amount of health impairing pollution should be done in the country with the lowest cost, which will be the country with the lowest wages.  I think the economic logic behind dumping a load of toxic waste in the lowest wage country is impeccable and we should face up to that.

2) The costs of pollution are likely to be non-linear as the initial increments of pollution probably have very low cost.  I’ve always though that under-populated countries in Africa are vastly UNDER polluted, their air quality is probably vastly inefficiently low compared to Los Angeles or Mexico City.  Only the lamentable facts that so much pollution is generated by non-tradable industries (transport, electrical generation) and that the unit transport costs of solid waste are so high prevent world welfare enhancing trade in air pollution and waste.

3) The demand for a clean environment for aesthetic and health reasons is likely to have very high-income elasticity.  The concern over an agent that causes a one in a million change in the odds of prostrate cancer is obviously going to be much higher in a country where people survive to get prostrate cancer than in a country where under 5 mortality is 200 per thousand.  Also, much of the concern over industrial atmosphere discharge is about visibility impairing particulates.  These discharges may have very little direct health impact.  Clearly trade in goods that embody aesthetic pollution concerns could be welfare enhancing.  While production is mobile the consumption of pretty air is a non-tradable.

The problem with the arguments against all of these proposals for more pollution in LDC’s (intrinsic rights to certain goods, moral reasons, social concerns, lack of adequate markets, etc.) could be turned around and used more or less effectively against every Bank proposal for liberalization.

POSTSCRIPT

After the memo became public in February 1992, Brazil’s then-Secretary of the Environment José Lutzenburger wrote back to Summers: “Your reasoning is perfectly logical but totally insane....  Your thoughts [provide] a concrete example of the unbelievable alienation, reductionist thinking, social ruthlessness and the arrogant ignorance of many conventional ‘economists’ concerning the nature of the world we live in....  If the World Bank keeps you as vice president it will lose all credibility.  To me it would confirm what I often said ... the best thing that could happen would be for the Bank to disappear.”
12. AMOROUS ANAGRAMS

Texts: two anagrams by Unica Zurn, personal ads in The Village Voice
Music: Kristin Norderval

German Text with English Translations:

Ich weiss nicht, wie man die Liebe macht

Wie ich weiss, "macht" man die Liebe nicht.

Sie weint bei einem Wachslicht im Dach.

Ach, sie waechst im Lichten, im Winde bei

Nacht. Sie wacht im weichen Bilde, im Eis

des Niemals, im Bitten: wache, wie ich. Ich

weiss, wie ich macht man die Liebe nicht.

 

I do not know how one makes love

As I know, one does not 'make' love

Love cries by candlelight under the roof

It grows in the light, in the wind by

Night. It wakes in soft pictures, in the ice

Of never, pleading: be awake, like me.  I

Know, one does not make love as I do.

Guten Abend, mein Herr, wie geht es Ihnen?

Heim ins Grab, denn heute weht ein Regen.

 

Good evening, Sir, how are you doing?

Home in the grave, because today it is raining.

Parts of personal ads in The Village Voice:

Women seeking men

Women seeking women

Miscellaneous

GWJF, Mid-Forties, ISO, Classy GW Fem who knows what she wants

Rough SBQN, Five foot Seven, 160, ISO International S/DM who  

Doesn’t blame the

World for his woes

27 Year old PRL; Like chocolate, I melt in your mouth while you melt  

In my hands

Brains, beauty, pleasure

Rubenesque, anyone?

Fuck-happy Fem seeks to boss around a butch with a tight ass

You must be ready willing and able

(In your grave? because it’s raining?)

No head games, please

Race unimportant

No smokers

Must be an actual or inspiring artist

Cup half full and all that

No men, no bi’s, no phonies

Must be drug, disease, and ex-girlfriend free

Serious replies only
13. IS MONEY MONEY

Text: Gertrude Stein, Music: Anne LeBaron

Sung by Dora Ohrenstein

All the trouble really comes from this question: is money money.

Everybody is always counting money.

The queen was in the parlor eating bread and honey.

The king was in his counting house counting out his money.

Counting is funny.

When you see a big store and see so many of each kind of anything that is in it, and on the counters it is hard to believe that one more or less makes any difference to anyone.  When you see a cashier in a bank with drawers filled with money, it is hard to realize that one more or less makes any difference.  But it does, if you buy it, or if you take it away, or if you see it, or if you make a mistake in giving it out.  Of course it does.

Everybody now just has to make up their mind.  Is money money or isn’t money money.  Everybody who earns it and spends it every day in order to live knows that money is money, anybody who votes it to be gathered in as taxes knows money is not money.  That is what makes everybody go crazy.
14. PAY ME NOW

Text and Music: David Lang

Sung by Kristin Norderval

I’ve done everything you asked me to

I’ve done everything you asked

pay me now

I’d like to go back home so,

please, please, please.

just pay me now

pay me now

pay me now

pay me always

pay me now

I don’t do this for pleasure

I don’t do this for fun

pay me now

you think it’s easy doing this?

If I don’t get paid for doing that I’d be crazy

pay me now

you think it’s easy doing this?

If I don’t get paid for doing that I’d be crazy

pay me now

pay me now

pay me now

pay me always

pay me now

now

pay me

pay me

pay me

now

15. MAUDE

Text: Dorothy Parker, Music: Ramona Luengen

Sung by Dora Ohrenstein

Maude, the brightest of the sex,

Forged her daddy’s name to checks,

Took them to the local banks,

Cashed them, with a smile of thanks.

All the money came in handy-

Maudie was so fond of candy!

Weight she gained in way affrighting,

So she’s given up her writing.

Save the money, when you forge;

Little ladies do not gorge.
16. THE GOLD STANDARD

Text: Kenneth Koch, Music: Scott Wheeler

Sung by Kristin Norderval and Dora Ohrenstein

Monk II:
Sit down.  




Now let us rest the burden here



Of our exhausted moral parts and speak



Of things we do not understand.



Commence.

Monk I:
Oft have I wondered when I hear men say



That in their land the currency is solid



Because it rests upon a base of gold.



They call it . . .

Monk II:
The gold standard.

Monk I:
Yes, that’s it!



And often on some lonely winter night



Which freezes traveler and his poor mount



Who, wandering down some valley side, know not



Which way to turn so as to find their rest,



Oft have I heard men’s conversation turn 



To gold and to that system too whereby



The currency of any nation may



Be given a solid base 



By the gold standard.

Monk II:
Yes, “gold standard.”

Monk I:
But you, who seem to understand



Such fiscal matters, tell me now and briefly



What this gold standard fiscal system is.

Monk II:
That I shall try, though of success be never sure



Till it has come unquestioned.  Shall not I 



Use for example the United States



For there I know the gold is in Fort Knox



And all their currency is based on it?

Monk I:
It’s well.  Proceed.

Monk II:
Proceed to it I shall.



But where shall I begin?



Perhaps with coin, 



Yes that is where I shall begin, because



It’s there the question rises.



Let me see.  



If I have here a token in my hand



Of wood or metal, and we say that it



Is “worth five dollars,” then what can we mean?

Monk I:
What is a dollar?  Tell me that before

You carry any further this great theme.

Monk II:
It is the coin of the United States.



One says one dollar, tow dollars, five dollars,



Ten dollars, twenty dollars, ninety dollars,



And so on to a billion.  As for smaller



Denominations, they are parts of dollars



A nickel, for example, is one-twentieth



Part of a dollar, and a dime one tenth



A penny is a hundredth part, a quarter



A quarter part as one might well expect.



There is among the coins also another,



The half dollar and now my list’s complete.



So when I say one dollar now you will 



Know what I mean?  Or when I say a dime?

Monk I:
Perhaps I’d better have a record of it.



Have you a plume?



I’ll write these figures down.

Monk II:
Fine, now we have the list and have begun.



Thus to more difficult matters.  If I have



A token in my hand of which ’tis said



That is five dollars, in what sense can that



Be said to have a meaning?  That is to say, 



Why should you give me, if I give you this,



This token that I say is worth five dollars, 



Why should you give me rice, and fish, and ink?

Monk I:
Because you are my brother, Cho Fu San,



And I would not deny you anything.

Monk II:
I asked here for a monetary reason.



I know, Kai Fong, there is not anything 



We’d not do for each other - but if I,



A stranger to you, held this token out,



Why should you give me meat or fish for it?

Monk I:
Why, I would recognize you, Cho Fu San -



That scar upon your hand, which healed the cut



You got in gathering branches in last year



So we could make the fire at Ho-Ku Temple



Where they had for a time run out of fuel.



You were much praised for that.  Could I forget



A deed so noble or a hand so marred



By what it did for selflessness?  Besides,



Even if you had no scar upon that hand,



What if I did not know your name or face,



What if you came to me and asked for fish



And held a token out - would I not give?



Is not our duty still toward all who need?

Monk II:
See what a brilliant light the moon throws now



Upon our humble floor of straw and reeds!

Both:

So man by guidance of superior light 



May understand his world.  And we may see



How little we have fathomed yet of all



We have set out to know.  Distant still seems



The goal of understanding this our subject.



For what has gold to do with where we are now?
