










 
 
 
 
 
Hello: 
 
 
 
It is fall again. A good time to work on projects or finish the ones from last year. A good time to make plans that you’ll never end 
up doing. A good time to drive up 271N from Richfield to Boston Heights and look at the leaves against the dark grey skies, 
listening to ‘Ys’ by Joanna Newsom. Bundling up for the first time to walk up to the Matinee to drink with your friends. Putting off 
turning the furnace on for longer than you probably should. I’m far away from Akron but that was where I spent the last five falls 
of my life and where this band called talons’ came to being with a song called “September”. 
 
The idea was to write folk songs, but not in the normal way. I love folk music but I have some problems with it too. Mainly the idea 
of “song structures” is confining and makes for some boring songs, but also this prevailing aspiration to write timeless or universal 
songs to me feels always distant and impersonal. This is not to say that I don’t like songs like that, but I don’t want to write them. I 
write deconstructed folk songs, often without a chorus or maybe without more than one verse: direct songs that get to the point 
and then end. I feel like every word and note should have a purpose or be removed, and I feel that I have stuck to this idea 
throughout. I have also experimented with applying other elements to the songs that are less common in folk songs, like odd chord 
progressions and wandering vocal melodies. The lyrics are mostly personal and mostly direct from my life, usually written as 
things are happening. I hope that this can lend some sort of real feeling to the songs, something more personal. It is not at all easy 
to write these words, and it is even harder to sing them afterwards, so I have left some of them to the recordings. But despite this, I 
feel that there is a value in there. I’ve had a hard time emotionally through the course of this project and I find some respite in the 
fact that somehow the songs borne from these bad times will help someone who is maybe feeling similarly shitty. Oh yeah, another 
thing, I had this idea of being anti­literary­ thus the boring or boringly narrative lyrics, but anyway the band’s name was supposed 
to be talon’s (music) but I didn’t understand how to make the possessive the right way so the band name is a grammar error. The 
point is: it’s funny, and in a way anti­literary and it points to an underlying goal of the project, which was to show everyone how 
stupid I really am.   
 
There is not much more to say for the project. A decent number of songs: some of which I am really proud of, but all of which I feel 
hold some importance in the progression of the band, however embarrassing or painful they are now. So I’ve included it all here 
and tried to reflect as much as I can on what has been my life’s biggest, hardest, and most important project. More than anything, 
these tiny songs kept my shit together when I was on the brink of giving up over the past years. Laying on my back in bed, playing 
three chords over and over, singing the same line: 
 
“Why can’t it all make sense?” 
 
I’m not sure how or if things will progress from here. I’m in Madrid, going to school and I have just these few minutes a night, 
when my eyes are too tired to read anymore to work on projects. I’m happy now too. I’m gonna get married in less than a year to a 
girl that lived in these songs before I ever talked to her; the last “babe” of “songs for babes” babes. I guess the songs wont stop 
though. Now I’m writing for “songs for boats”, and ep that you could probably predict the contents of. The first song goes like this: 
“there is a sailboat out in a field, on a rusty trailer covered in weeds, and when the banks fail, you can hike out there with me. We 
can’t tow it to the lake, so we’ll sail thru the fields all day. Fishing for beet greens in the weeds, teaching the kids to swim, watching 
for smoke beyond the hills. And at night we’ll put the anchor down. Paddle into shore (swim in if it’s warm) and set up the tent that 
you painted camouflage, under stars that haven’t shone here for a hundred years. Then sit by the fire, talking ‘bout old times, when 
we didn’t have time to talk about anything. 
 
And we’ll sing” 
 
 
MT, Madrid 8 November, 2008 


