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I HOJAS BLANCAS

En I asala no se oye ni una mosca

y el perfume de las ollas sin lavar A
se confunde con aroma de flor nueva

primavera es la estacion que hace sonar.

Saboreo un café y escojo un libro

desconfiado me recuestoen el divan o
y comienzo una lectura entre dos mundos

el de Silviay el libro de Dartagnan.

Como puedo recordar tus labios rojos
asi puedo recordar tus ojos magos
pero cuando trato de tener palabras
no consigo apoderarme de tu voz.

Quisiera poder tener entre mis manos
una carta que me cuente nuestro amor
no consigo imaginar ni dos palabras
hojas blancas son la imagen de los dos.

Un silencio en la escritura de mi vida
un vacio suspendido en el dolor
Dartagnan se abre paso con su espada
dos bandidos implorando su perdon.

Tantas frases que descrben la aventura

con mis 0Jos recorri sin atencion

yo viajaba entre aquellas hojas blancas
hojas blancas que describen nuestro amor.




B LA FERIA

La mananita se presenta un poco fresca

hay que salir y caminar

voy al mercado de Remedios de Escalada

alla en Lanus, mi sur lugar.

El colectivo da mil vueltas

para evitar de pasar

por donde la vida es de fiesta

y un perejil es juglar;

las verduritas dan color al perfumado
barrio de mi ciudad natal.

Son como mil las voces que se entre-mezclan

pidiendo que le de atencion

un comerciante que se agarra la cabeza

ante la gran congregacion.Es que el

pescado llega fresco hay que comer, hace bien

son mil miradas, son mil brazos
iel gato no, por favor!

un codo aqui, un codo alli, ya estoy mas cerca

el pejerrey lo quiero yo.

Pollo al espiedo, salchichon y zapatillas

algun jabon, pan de rayar
jamon cocido, roquefor y aceitunas

el algodon, algo de sal.
Debo decir que a mi me gusta

venir aqui, sur lugar!

donde la vida esta de fiesta

y un perejil es juglar;

las verduritas dan color al perfumado
barrio de mi ciudad natal.

Bl EL CAMARIN DE MARIEL

Apoya sus dos manos contra aquel
espejo que otras veces consulto

se acerca lentamente como si
estuviera por pedirle una razon

Se peina con los dedos y el mirar
lofija contra su propio mirar
Mar

Luz

de un pensamiento.

Son pocos los minutos que Mariel
dispone antes que tenga que iniciar
la escena de sus cantos, la emocion
del publico aplaudiendo su entrar

Se mueve hacia un costado sin dejar
de ver la piel de todo caminar

Mar

Luz

de un pensamiento.

Da dos pasos

alza la mano

el silencio se inclina a sus labios
notas largas
que resuenan del pasado
amor

vibracion

frio verso.

Volviendo su mirada a encontrar

los ojos del espejo circular

por un nomento es la resignacion

de quien conoce el tiempo y el dolor

Sonriendo se despide como flor
saluda la platea en un adios
Mar

Luz

de un pensamiento.

AVENIDA DE MIS PENAS

Caminé por tus veredas
fui a buscar mi identidad
Avenida de las penas

mi penar.

El tortoniy sus espejos
bandoneon y su compas

tu gran plaza se pregunta
a donde vas?

Fueron las casas pintadas
fué la charla en aquel bar
fueron libros amarillos
fue ocultar.

Fueron cabellos tenidos
pocas eses al final
de palabras sofiadoras




Avenida de las penas

fui a buscar mi identidad
Camine por tus veredas
mi penar.

Quien mas para perdonar-

los miedos de este humano
Que vierte su alma al andar-

en los cuerpos de sus hermanos

Mi voz se ha apagado ya
charlemos como acostumbramos
Mi amor partamos al mar

que alguien esta esperando
Partamos para gritar-

con fuerza el mismo canto.

Tu gran plaza se pregunta
bandoneon y su compas
El tortoniy sus espejos
donde van?

Fueron las casas pintadas
fue la charla en aquel bar
fueron libros amarillos
fue ocultar.

MEMORIAS

Caminar cantando versos

que cuentan la historia de amor
vivida por dos vidas que no conoci
sentir vibrar mi piel y mi ser.

Fueron cabellos tenidos
pocas eses al final

de palabras sonadoras
fue sonar, es sonar.
Recordar figuras viejas

no se sifue que estuve alli

o son las formas que el presente
hace inventar para poder

seguir en este mar.

ZAMBA DE AMOR

Puedo tu cuerpo amar
guitarra llena de llanto
Partamos para gritar-

con fuerza el mismo canto- bis Vamos, parque de cristal
si pudiera con mis manos

tus bordes tocar

particulas de suenos que se van

Mis manos quieren tocar-
tus suaves formas de barro
Me miras y sueles decir
palabras de ninos sabis. Encantar es tu oficio

jugando con mi humanidad
tutiempo es muerte al mismo
tiempo que solar casi no puedo
ver que es fatal,

Tu voz es tierra, arboleda, estrellas

Y cuantas cosas en mi hay

Tu voz se entrega maga al hombre
m Tuvozentierra mi mal.

Argentina

H LA PIMPIETA

Ojos negros de uva chinche

rulos de jugar

pocos son los anos que vio pasar
berretin del bar.

Su sonrisa nace espontanea

antes de bailar

milonguear es cosa de grande, ma
quien se va a fijar.

Alma vieja cambia de cara
viendola llegar

pollerita blanca, diente tambien
blanco caminar.

Como abuelo el vecindario
quiere festejar

con Pimpieta nina que nos dara
gestos y danzar

Con tus manos de piel morena
dices que nos das

._entre risas y morisquetas
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B VIVIRENTI

Te busque

con pesos que llevaba en mi piel
por no saber si amar

por presentir

por no querer sufrir,

Me entregué

a un juego desparejo y febril

sin ver una razon

sin conseguir

moverte el corazon.

Cantarte una cancion

y verte sonreir

enroscarte con mis brazos
devorando, en el deseo
de vivir en ti.

B ANA-CRUZA DEL PLACER
Era plantas de metal,
almanaques o un vitral
con panuelos en los labios.

=4 Era nubes de verao,
lodia, poesia
gscritores medievales.

% gestos de dolor,
| @pspdia hasta su amor

vy Psgf ’Qiendo noggclara.
8- ! ‘ I

v ¥ Caricias que no se ven,
4 )
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Conocia su calor
y por eso es que mudo
la cancion que ella escuchaba.

Fue ceniza en un papel,
puente roto, caracol
con pisadas desplomandole.

Fue un tapiz en el balcon,
luz radiante, oscuridad
casi un show de performance.

Pendulante como un son,
diluido en el alcohol
corrio a fumarse su nombre.

Ana-cruza del placer,
por la costa a la ciudad
carinosa bien amada.

B EN MIS DIAS

Vos,

que fuiste el eco de mis manos
hiedra en mi cuerpo, corazon
piedra en el mar, mar de mi voz
caricia de unos 0jos que cerre.

Ay!vos,

que respirabas con mi canto
cuspide clara, claro amor

amor, dejaste que ese dolor
rompiera entre mis dedos la ilusion.

Y hoy,

que ya en mis dias no estas
(mas que en recuerdos)

no estas mas que en mi tristeza
no estas mas

Y hoy,
ni ganas tengo de llorar, ni tanta rabia
tu imagen se dibuja y se va.

Vos,

eras la lluvia del verano

lanzabas perlas en mi piel

y el calor aparecia

aplacado por tus besos, por tu miel.

Ay!vos,

eras canario entre palmeras

eras un barco de papel

que cuando el viento se agitd
movio tu fragil forma y desarmo.

Testo di Sergio Fabian Lavia

Lyrics (Spanish End)

Lyrics (English)

1 BLANK SHEETS

You can't even hear a fly in the room
the scent of the pots to be washed
mixes with the aroma of new flowers
Spring is a time for dreaming.

| savor a coffee and choose a book
mistrustful | lie down on the sofa

and begin to read caught between two worlds

between Silvia and Dartagnan.

As | remember your red lips

| can remember your magician's eyes
but when | try to find the words

| can't take hold of your voice.

I wish | could hold in my hands
something written by you that spoke
to me of our love

| can't even imagine two words

We are both blank pages.

Silence in the writings of my life
emptiness suspended in pain
Dartagnan makes his way with his sword
two bandits beg his forgiveness.

My eyes absently look at the

many sentences that describe the adventure
| traveled among those blank sheets

blank sheets that describe our love.

' 2.THE MARKET

The morning is a bit cool
I must go out and walk
I go to the Remedios de Escalada market

there in Lanus, my neighborhood in the south.

The taxi makes a thousand turns

to avoid passing

where life is being celebrated

and parsley is a minstrel:

the vegetables give color to the scented
neighborhood of my birth place.

A thousand voices mix

calling my attention

a merchant grabs his head

before the great congregation.

The fish is fresh

you should eat it, it's good for you

there are a thousand glances, a thousand arms
the cat no, please!

a push here, a push there, already I'm closer

to the smelt that | want.

Chicken on a spit, big sausages and slippers
some soap, breadcrumbs

cooked ham, Roquefort and olives

cotton, a bit of salt.

I must say | like

coming here to this neighborhood in the south!
where life is being celebrated

and parsley is a minstrel:

the vegetables give color to the scented
neighborhood of my birth place.

3.MARIEL'S DRESSING ROOM

She lays her two hands against

the mirror she has consulted many times before
she slowly approaches as if

she were about to ask for confirmation

She combs her hair with her fingers and
the stare of the eyes

meets her own

Sea

Light

of a thought.

Mariel has just a few minutes

before she must go

on stage with her songs, the emotion

of the audience that applauds her entrance

She moves to the side without showing
her skin as she walks
Sea

Light

of a thought.

4
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4.STREET OF MY PAIN

I walked along your lanes
in search of my identity
street of pain

She takes two steps
raises her hand
silence bends down to her lips

wide notes my suffering.

that resound of the past !

love

vibration The Café Tortoni and its mirrors
cold verse. the accordion and its beat

" } | your great square asks itself
*mmg her glance 3 where are you going?

the eyes of the circular mnrro ‘

fora mom ce show
of someo ows timgia

Smiling she takes her leave i ke

she says fareweU io the'auidigrice with an "a&
‘\ ) was dyed hair

There were painted houses
there was chatting in that bar
there were yellowed books
,ajl in an attempt to forget.

Sea
Light Ly ;ﬁ ery few deeamy words
of a thought. ¢ attheend
it was dreammg
- ..

I can love yourbog
guitar full'of g@ars)

; t
your soft, pol el&: form
You look at me speaking
the words of wise children.

Your voice is the earth, a grove, stars  *

and everything | keep inside

your voice gives itself as an enchantress to man
Your voice buries my pain.

{ .8

Your great square asks itself:
the accordion and its beat
The Café Tortoni and its mirr
where are they going?

Therg were pamted houses
there was chatting in that bar
,thereL ere yellowed books
inan

ttempt to forget.

6.MEMORIES

Walking while singing verses

that tell of the love story

lived by two people | didn't know

feeling my skin and my essence vibrating

Remembering figures

I don't know if it was that I'was there

or if they are forms invented by the present
in order to continue on in this sea.

Oh, fragile park of glass

if | could touch your borders

with my hands

the bits of dreams would disappear.

Enchanting is your craft

playing with my humanity

the time you give is death and the sun combined
so that | almost can't see that it's fatal.

8.LIVING IN YOU

| searched for you

with the burden | felt deep within my skin
so | wouldn't know if | should love

in order to have a sense

so | wouldn't suffer.

| abandoned myself

to an unbalanced, feverish game
without seeing a reason
without being able

to move your heart.

I'd like to sing you a song

and see you smile

wrap you in my arms
devouring myself; in the desire
to live'in you.

7.THE PIMPIETA

Black eyes like sweet grapes

a hoop to play with

You've seen very few years pass by
mascot of the bar.

Her smile appears spontaneously
before the dance begins

The Milonga dance is for grown-ups, but
who will pay attention to us.

An old spirit changes expressions
seeing her come

white little skirt, pure, white
teeth, walking along.

Like a grandfather, the neighborhood
wants to celebrate and dance
along with the gestures of Pimpieta

With your brown hands

you say you will give us

a few more steps

while laughing and making faces.

She is often told

she is pretty

and she gives you her usual smile
without thinking too much about it.

But when they say

she is a good dancer

her little black eyes light up
like pearls in the sea.

m Argentina




She was a metallic plant,
an almanac and a stained-glass window
with handkerchiefs between her lips.

She was rain clouds in the summer,
melody, and the poetry
of medieval writers.

With painful gestures,
she even confused his love
pretending to not be clear.

Unseen caresses,
seduction that disappears into the sea
with cheeks blazing red.

She was aware of his desire
so she changed
the song that she listened to.

She was ash on a page,
a broken bridge, a snail
with destructive strides.

She was a tapestry on the balcony,
radiant light, darkness
almost a show.

Hanging like a sound,
diluted in alcohol
she hastened to burn up his name.

Ana - giver of pleasure and pain,
from the coast to the city
affectionate and beloved.

10.IN MY DAYS

You,

who were the echo in my hands

ivy in my body, a stone

heart in the sea, the sea of my voice
a caress of the eyes that | closed.

Ah! You,

who breathed with my song

clear cusp, clear love

love, you let that pain

break against my deluded fingers.

And today,

now that you're not in my days (but only in my memories)
you are no more but in my sadness

you are no more
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And today,
I don't want to cry, I'm not angry
your image appears and disappears.

You,

were the summer rain

that dropped pearls on my skin

and it seemed as if the heat

was soothed by your kisses, your honey.

Ah! You,

were a canary amidst the palms

were a boat made of paper

when the wind stirred

it moved your fragile form and then calmed.

All tracks composed by Sergio Fabian Lavia
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