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Ten New Songs

L=

A ey album by Leonard Coken, produced by Sharon Robinson. Sony, 2001, 15,99,

background of far South Amernican
rhvthms with peachy piano chords. By
The Rivers Dark opens with insidious
bongo drums and the subdued wailing
of strings being casually tortured in
the nearby undergrowth, The archaic
sertng, the rivers of Babylon, is then
transformed by ghostly female vocals
into a landscape of nightmare. In these
songs Cohen has clearly not lost his gift
for paradox or for metaphor,

The finest song is Boogle Seree. It
begins with the soaring passion of
Sharon Robinson’s voice. In the next
verse Cohen's smoke-sodden, catatonic
croak intones to a leaden, anaesthetsing
rhythm, A ropturous third stanza gives
us a brief glimpse of heaven on earth:

psychology that we can derve as

much, and sometimes more,
pleasure from wragedy as from comedy.
Is 1t that our reaction to the depiction
of wagedy s quite different from our
reaction 1o tragedy itself, or thar we
are smugly surpnised to find our-
selves able to empathise with others
in thelr misfortune? The answer is
unclear, but the point itself is illustrated
by severnl songs on this new CD by
Leonard Cohen, his first for several
vears, made jointly with a long-term
collaborator, Sharon Robinson, who
was co-puthor of the lyrics, conmbured
vocals, and produced the record,

Here It Is sounds at first like an

inventory of disasters, Coben seems to

I 1's an interestng fact about human

> > 7 “And O my love, I sull recall
be posing as a reality salesman with the The plc”:m‘:]'mswu:' :m,;
unusual marketing technique of first The rivers snd: the waterfall

kicking you in the weth before shoving
his own indigestible version of The
Treth diown your throat, Bur 21l this is
counter-balanced with hungry reminis-
cences of love and a synthesised erotic

Wherein | bathed with you.
Bewilidered by your beaury there,
I'd kneel 1o dry vour feet,

By such instructions you prepare
A man for Boogie Sireet.”

And then, as if from nowhere, comes
this:

“So come, my [riends, be not afraid

We are so hightly here.

It is in love that we are made

In love we disappear.”

1 am reminded here of what the
novehist, lan McEwan, wrote about the
desperate mobile phone messages from
people trapped in the World Trade
Centre: “There is only love, and then
oblivien. Love was all they had to set
against the hatred of their murderers™.
September 11th also illustrates the
tragic meaning of the words, “We are
s0 lightly here”. Art aims for beaury
and logic for truth. according 1o the
German philosopher. Gottlob Frege,
This song, miraculously, combines
both beauty and truth.
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