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LJilou LJadidou-The new generation

Tania Saleh / Issam Hajali

We are the new generation

We have a dirty reputation

There’s nothing we can do about it

We are the new generation
‘We have the latest updates
Don't care about our own
Patient, like father like son

A reward will certainly come
We are history repeating itself

We are the new generation

At the end of this tunnel

We'll be running out of munitions

No more tricks left to shoot
Or means of communication
T'm looking for the beginning
Maybe there I can find the end
Existence is just a pastime
God’s creations are his own
‘We're history repeating itself

‘We're the new generation

‘The roof that has united us
Locked us within its walls

We spent all the love we had

No good feelings to recall

To those who live in the suburbs

And to those in the middle

Neither your shouting nor my weeping

Will ever solve the riddle
We're history repeating itself

We're the new generation

This was the first song I wanted to sing. It was a lyrical

and musical collaboration with Issam H.Ali. The idea
came to me after hearing a political discourse speaking
about the problems of the “new generation” in Lebanon.
‘The way I saw it was that history was simply repeating
itself with the same old sectarian beliefs and the same

old passive public attitude.

Salwa was a musical collaboration with Philippe Tohmé, The
Iyrics for Salwa were inspired by “Ya Salwa Lesh Am Tibki’, a
traditional song we used to sing as young girls, an equivalent to
“Marie Had a Little Lamb”.

I adapted the lyrics to the current Lebanese way of life where
truth should never be told and social hypocrisy is the name of
the game. Salwa is an innocent girl who refuses to make any
concessions, she is forced to live in a country where you see no

evil, hearno evil and speak no evil
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Salwa \ '

Tania Saleh / Philippe Tohme

Salwa, why are you weeping?
I'm weeping over the truth
Get up, let’s dance the Dabké
And turn the music loud

Life can pass in a flash

Don't let a minute go to waste
Salwa, Salwa

Salwa, why are you weeping?

The truth so plain before you

Should never ever be spoken

Swallow the word on the tip of your tongue
You can also swallow your tongue

We're not short of information

We are a trilingual nation

Comfortable in our silence

Better be silent than dead

‘The truth is so sour, my child
But so sweet is your heart
No hear, no see

Your eyes are of no use

If you notice anything wrong
Put a visa on your passport
And leave while you still can
I wish I could do the same
Salwa, Salwa

Salwa, why are you weeping?
Salwa, Salwa

Salwa, why are you weeping?



‘The story of the Middle East has been an endless saga of instability, inequality and constant turmoil. This
is where I come from. I liked the idea of writing a song about the Arab leaders and their part in the
story. The Arab world is continuously in decline mainly because of its corrupt regimes. With the global
powers taking advantage of this fact to impose their interests, the people have no choice but to sit and

watch and wonder who's to blame. But “good things come to those who wait”...and resist.
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Alamieh-Global

Global, human suffering is global
Everyone looks and turns away
Blaming, accusing, abusing

1 wonder who's the next prey

Global, a hundred per cent global
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But how can I complain

When I don't know who's to blame

2553y 80m Liuas 43l Believe in solar power
¢l a3 (s3a 5 The sun is on my side
aae Sles e 2L 4530 I'm drowning in my debs
saeat2! A e el3 S =3l 3 And your silence is golden
L) s Lo gy Gl When global powers take a nap

Arab conscience stays awake
‘Wasting its precious time
Dancing the night away
Cpasladl a3 LaT  Youre the unfaithful believer
olblle e,y
a5 4_:\1\.:.
VG| GPV FRCH PRVY
CSall (e S

Your flower blooms with artificial light
Global...

But how can I complain

When I don't know who's to blame

Tania Saleh / Issam Hajali / Philippe Tohme

e Lo S
Llass s/ b il
dan Lo O
el S sty
5l
ol plle wla

Lol oo Lasia U
Layle shibie

il glheiin 1K
oo JE U

Lty gl
Gdasy gl jas
ol e 585
R

gela o Uy
el slasie
o155 5505 sleaia
gelaal glesy

“Let him come out a thief; it is better for

the midst of this social jungle.

. With the minimum wage in my country, you
can't afford to send your kids to school, feed them or dress them properly. Our social secugs
aid and every other governmental institution have become saturated with corrupted-fieves.
Almost every Lebanese woman I know has a foreign aid worker in her housgto

her kids while shes away. This song is about a couple anticipatin

Bala Ma Nsammih-Let’s not name him
Tania Saleh / Charbel Rouhana

Let’s not give him a name

All names are overused

Let’s not raise him right

Grow him to be a thief

Ring the local radio station

Send him a special dedication

A song with a nice rhyme to help him pass the time

I really think it’s for the best, mother nature will do the rest

‘When he gets on our nerves

We'll just get him a nanny

To shove a soother in his mouth
If his screaming gets too loud

To wash him, to feed him

To pamper him, to make him burp
It doesn’t matter who does the job

1 really think it’s for the best, mother nature will do the rest

Before we know it he will be talking
He'll be thinking on his own

No need for books or pencils

Spare him of this heavy load

And a social security number

Let’s not give him a name...

€ to take care of

birth of their child in



T loved the nostalgic tune that came out of Issam’s guitar and the touching

words that came with it. This song became the only love song in the

album. It’s a simple song about an Oriental girl waiting for her lost love

to come back.
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Habibi-My love
Issam Hajali

My love, I ran out of ink and paper
But my words didn’t make any sense
My passion is intense

Like a crazy voyager

Traveling in the past tense

I have always feared your affection
So sweet and so true

Every day I spent without you

So aimless and so blue

The ragged road between us

1 burned with my own eyes

To avoid seeing you

Waiting in silence

Distant memories keep haunting me

Of an endlessly clear sky

Boy waiting in the moonlight

For the girl with dark eyes

My Love, 'm wearing my silver bracelets
1 pulled down the silk shades

1 tuned the chords of my oud

And I'm sitting by the arcades

I have always feared your affection
So sweet and so true
A thousand and one nights of love

Is one night spent with you

How can you have a national identity of your own if your education is

French, your cigarettes are American and your traditional coffee is a

Brazilian import? Even your daily Kafta (a traditional meal) is Syrian.

We are a country that doesn't belong to the East and even less to the

‘West. We are lost between the glory of our past and our unknown and

unpredictable future.
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Ya Leil Ya Ein
Tania Saleh / Philippe Tohme

Our education is French

We smoke American cigarettes

Our traditional coffee is Brazilian

Ya leil ya ein

When asked about our identity
About the alphabet we created

We don’t have a clue

Ya leil ya ein

Our education is French

We smoke American cigarettes

Our traditional food is Syrian

Ya leil ya ein

Not sure anymore whether yesterday
Has passed or could come back tomorrow
Not sure which is morning or evening

Ya leil ya ein

I wish we could still hear the old tunes
Of Mijana, Ataba and Rosana
Smell the soft mountain breeze

And remember that were Lebanese
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Yabalah
Romeo Lahhoud

Yaba yaba lah
yaba yaba lah
Who let my gazelle go

I asked the shepherd where did they take her

He said she wanted her freedom Let her go

1 haven't slept for a whole night
Looking for her all over the fields
‘The moon is out of sight
Covered by the wings of darkness
And loved ones are weeping
Tears of sorrow rolling down
Yaba yaba yaba yaba lah

Yaba yaba yaba yaba lah

Yaba yaba lah

Yaba yaba lah ...

Lask the Arabian knights
Where can she possibly be
Save me from my distress

If you have anything to confess

My scar won't heal until she comes back to me

‘Tell her how much I miss her big black eyes

Yaba yaba yaba yaba lah

Yaba yaba yaba yaba lah

‘This is a traditional Lebanese song written by Romeo Lahhoud in the early
seventies. It’s a celebration of the tribal Arabian nomadic life where people
used to be in peaceful harmony with nature. Arabic poetry is famous for
its metaphors and a gazelle is the symbol of a beautiful Arabic girl with her
graceful body and her typical big black eyes. To me, this song represented
the last pure vision of a clean and peaceful Lebanon so I decided to
rearrange it with Philippe Tohme with the voice of the original singer,

Toni Hanna.
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A love story is coming to life in the middle of a musical project happening in a troubled city. This song came out as a result of that. It
about an emotional woman and a pragmatic man trying to get along. They’re running out of time with so much to be done and so little

resources. It’s an actual autobiographic diary and a musical illustration of the making of the album.

Hsebak Deal with you later
Tania Saleh / Issam Hajali

Tll deal with you later

P'll deal with you later

T’ll deal with you later

You're a calm and peaceful fight
Like a warm breeze passing by
With borrowed guilt in your eyes
Lost in the crossroads

With an unknown future

And a regretful past

It’s two oclock in the morning

A spider with two legs

Wasting my time and yours

I need a switch and a wire

To re-ignite my fire, to give my heart some power
Connect it to your heart

And save me in your memory

T’ll deal with you later

T owe you a favor

‘Thanks for your time

In this so-called civilization that you've been anticipating

These monumental installations that they've been elevating

Can you find me a roof or two
Can you find me a riff or two

Tell me if you do and I'll deal with you later

You're a calm and peaceful fight...
Can you please send me the bill
I know it’s against your will

Tinsist, I'll deal with you later



The 7 days of creation, the 7 skies, the 7 sins... The number inspired
this. This is about a dispute between two people that caused a mental
and emotional re-evaluation of the whole relationship. When it’s about
love, time seems to stop on the last word spoken. One can spend days
doing nothing but trying to figure out what his or her next move

should be.

(.\LJi dasw  Sabaat Iyam Seven Days
4arl cnlid/ wllia LS Tania Saleh / Philippe Tohme

abl dasi 4 ;Lo I've been awake for seven days
st’- pe oo Ll‘?@_‘u Trying to figure out a way
8asad S Gy To write you a poem
SN (s~ o2 But words keep running away
(5L e 8uuadll  Inspiration is out of my hands
T | 5¢Jl Walass  Flying about in the wind
S8 l‘;\; Sas  As if thymes became mute
| g Lle 5 W Since our last dispute

abl & J 5Ls Tve been awake for seven days

ab pe (oo & jgw  Listening to the radio
Sl Y] o Lo AllT can hear are love songs
?‘)S.H oo ‘:;;3.- No matter which way I go
&liso elin 9 Aas  There’s a great distance between us
d

Lo ld ué)Yf (» From the Earth to the seventh sky
»B S S o elia Your love is from an alien planet
- Lagds Lo 5331 D'm getting lost in translation
abl dases 4 Lo T've been awake for seven days
plie ¥y cals Lo Thaven't had any dreams at all
Sasaill (s 459  And words keep running away
AN ;AA 2y really don't have anything to say
b e Basadll  Inspiration is out of my hands
T | 5¢J) Lalulass  Flying about in the wind
3153 | i oS Asif thymes became mute
| g«u Liley L Since our last dispute
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