
I  am f in a l ly  man because I  w ill make face fo r  each man lik e  unto noother
we w ill hide fo rever from the almighty 
god w ill not know we have moved in to  him
and god sha ll be the face ou tsid e  looking in to  our window 
and he w ill wonder where we have gone

- -  Gi l  O r lo v i t z
New Y o r k , New York

L y r i c
f o r  L . O.

Wake me, b e fo r e  you  go, 
w ith  th e  hand o f  yo u r  h e a r t  
th a t  th e  moment a t my th r o a t  
be sw a llo w e d  by m ine eye
in  th e  d e e p e s t  p i t  o f  p u ls e  
t h a t ,  as I  g iv e  back y o u r  hand,
I  know yo u r  h e a r t  s l e e p s  f u l l  
o f  me undem anding .
L ove h o ld s  m o s t, th e n , a t th e  s l i p  
o f  p a r t i n g  when, o p e n -h a n d e d ,
I  c r y  o u t in  yo u r  s l e e p in g  h e a r t  - -  
kn o w in g  I  m ust wake you b e fo r e  
you come a g a in  to  my s l e e p .

- -  G i l  O r lo v i t z
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