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01 ‘This song was written for the soundtrack of the movie

02 This song was written for the soundtrack of the movie “Where
“Caramel” directed by Nadine Labaki in 1997.

Do We Go Now?” directed by Nadine Labaki in 2011.

It tells the story of a proud woman in love.
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Mirror, Mirror on the Wall

Mirror, mirror on the wall
Let me tell you my story
Tell me who T am

You are me, I am you

No matter how old you get
In my eyes, you're stable,
My mirror

Mirror, mirror on the wall
Let me tell you my story
Tell me that I am

‘The most good looking one
‘The most feminine one
See me only, not them,
My mirror

Mirror, mirror on the wall
Let me tell you my story
Tell me why

My hair isn’t blonder

My waist isn’t smaller
And my lips aren’t fuller,
My mirror

Mirror, mirror on the wall
Let me tell you my story
Tell me, how do I look

Is my hairdo long?

Is the lipstick strong?

Tell me is anything wrong,

My mirror
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He’s So Handsome

Hé’s so handsome

He'’s not mine, I'm not his

He lives high above

1 wish I could go up and bring him down
He’s so handsome

He's not mine, 'm not his

Hush, my heart, hush

There's an error in your transmission
Calm down your beats

You're embarrassing me

Can't you keep a secret

Make no sound when he’s around
Let it be discreet

Let me stay ensorcelled

Our story should stay

Engraved in our memories

T don’t want any messengers

Nor do I want any gossip

Our story should stay

Voiceless, imageless

Friend, can you ask the flying bird
Can you look in the crystal ball

Tell me if ’'m on his mind

And send me the bill

Get a mesuring tape

Let’s see how long this story will last
Tell me if I have a chance

And put me in the picture

Photo by Arek Dakessian
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This song was written for the
03 soundtrack of the movie “Where Do
e Go Now?” directed by Nadine

i in 2011, It tells the
possible relationship between tv

people from different religious beliefs.
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If Only

If only there were words us, we would have talked
If only there were tears between us, we would have cried
If only there was a road to lead us, we would have walked
Or a way before us, we would have stalked

If only there were stories between us, we would have read
If only there was a prayer between us, we would have prayed
If only there was a road to lead us, we would have walked
Or a way before us, we would have stalked

If only there was a dream between us, we would have slept
If only there was peace between us, we would have forgiven
If only there was a road to lead us, we would have walked
Or a way before us, we would have stalked i
Maybe there is one tune repeating between you and me
Maybe there are a lot of useless people who won't let us be
Maybe there’s a moon, some trees, or a forgotten alley
Maybe there’s a plane, a mountain, or a faraway valley

Maybe there’s a new path between us that we just can’t see

This song was written for the
soundtrack of the movie “Where Do
We Go Now?” directed by Nadine
Labaki in 2011. The song is a some-
what ridiculous ode to the usefulness
of hash in non-violent conflict
esolution between men from
ifferent religions.
ishet Albi” literally means
“the hash of my heart’, it is also an
expression used in Lebanese language
meaning “the love of my life”.
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The Love Of My Life

Break the patty, dice it, cut it and grind it
Make it soft, make it $mooth, mix the fix, cmon
Made of the best harvest

A chunk is worth a diamond

Blonde or brown, it makes no difference, Cmon
Hash it and don’t be stingy

He's the hash of my heart

He's drowning and needs a buoy

Flatten it and knead it, roll it and then twist it
Turn it and flip it and bake it on fire

Made of the best harvest

A chunk is worth a diamond

Blonde or brown, it makes no difference, ’mon

" Hash it and don't be stingy

He's the hash of my heart
He’s screaming and needs a soother
Leave him alone for now
Just ignore him
He'll have an open mind and put his problems behind
Maybe we'll see him smile, he'll be happy for a while
Made of the best harvest
A chunk is worth a diamond
Blonde or red, it makes po difference, Cmon
Hash it and don’t ng
Hes the hash of my hért
il

He's sleepy and needs pyjamas
Photo by Ziad Chahood



(05 This song was written especially for the live performance.

It was the fruit of a jam session with friends.
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Get Out Of My Life

Get out of my life, let me live again
Your words are senseless

No matter what you say

At any time

Get out of my life, let me live again

You and your stuff and your mess |
I have been listening to your crap for yeaxsﬁ
All the time ;

L

Get out of my life, let me live again

So get out, get out, get out!

Take the cookies and the pizza

Just leave me the little piece of cheese
And go

Get out of my life, don't be pushy
Take your poems, here you go ’.
You haven't written anything but nonsense |
All the time

So get out, get out, get out!

Get out of my life, cut the wire

Your love is not constant, it’s unclear
I am not getting any signal

At any time

Get out of my life, and go very far
Please don't let me repeat myself

Take anything you need

Just go
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‘This song was !ritten W

aftgr an long unpleasant
ive to Fagra, one of
e Coh{townelin 1

Lebanon.
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You Know What I Mean?

1 was driving to Faqra

With a chicken sandwich in my hand
T wanted it “extra garlic”

And there’s another one in the bag

I suddenly felt worried

‘What if I met someone special tonight
And he invited me for a drink

‘What if we start kissing, you know what I mean?
1 was driving to Fagra

Listening to Kurt Cobain

And trying hard as I can

To decipher the address and the name
1 do need someone in my life

But not just anyone

T almost got past the valley

Two mountains to go, you know what I mean?
1 was driving to Faqra

‘The valley of Silicon and cigar

Tam praying to God

Not to fall in the ditch

If T had fallen asleep

Over the news presenter

‘Wouldn't it have been better

Than to pretend I'm a jet setter

I am touring in Faqra :

And thinking about Tife

I light a cigarette <
And flip through old memories —
There's 2 voice thattells m?-'; (‘ﬁ
Getalife © / u

And another voice th:t says \
Get your ass backhome W |
And the cottage is not even mine’ \
You know what I mean? =
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