-

[y
=
o3
=
)
=
O
-
8 o
B
€P)
=
O
£
=




Below you’'ll find the song lyrics as promised. Since I don’t have
anything at this point to offer in the way of swag, I thought just
for fun I'd share the story behind the skull x-ray that I used for
the cover of “"Deconstruction Zone”. Yes, it is actually my skull!
-and hopefully you'll find how I acquired the photo as entertaining
as I did (but hopefully not as painful!)

- Thanks again!
- Murray




About 10 years ago, I built a treehouse. Some might say that [ went a little
overboard in the design and construction of it, but it was a labor of love. It was a gift for
my (then) 10-year-old son, as well as something to obsess on during a period when my
creativity wasn’t manifesting itself in more musical ways. It was more or less a treehouse
version of one of many dream cottages ’ve always wanted to build.

It sat on a large platform that a friend helped me put up, about twelve feet or so off
the ground, nestled securely in the fattest lower branches of the giant monkeypod tree in
the front yard of the house we lived in. The platform was wide enough for a little tree
mansion that featured a vaulted ceiling which was another eight feet high in center, under
a salt-box style roof that poked far up into the tree canopy, complete with cute little
dormer windows. You would enter the treehouse from a lower platform through a trap
door on the floor, into a small windowed room that had a little table and a folding loft/
bunk bed for my son. There was a narrow access door on one side, on the other a full
sized front door that led out to a lanai that wrapped around the side of the building.
Located there was the ubiquitous bucket and pulley, which no respectable treehouse can
ever do without. A real carpenter could probably have built the whole thing inside of a
week, but for me it took many, many months. The payoff though, was when it was finally
done, my son and I would camp out at night in it, high up off the ground under the Maui
starlight- or even under the Haiku rains, since it was pretty much water tight and bug
proof, too. Pretty cool, right? It was, mostly.

On one /ess-cool evening, on the weekend
following my son’s twelfth birthday, we were
hanging out together up there, digging in to spend
the night, eating snacks and watching a movie.
The two of us were in my bed, which was a
foldable camp cot that was on the floor of the
room next to the ladder that led up to my sons
bunk. I can’t remember what the movie was, but
it couldn’t have been anything too exciting
because before it was over, I was completely
passed out, dead asleep. Some time after, my son
climbed the little ladder that was fixed next to my
cot, made his way up to his bunk and put himself
to bed too, the two of us cozy in our sleeping
bags. Ah, that ‘fresh air’ slumber! At some point
though, in the middle of the night, he needed to
relieve himself. One of the great things about being a boy in a treehouse is the added fun
of answering nature’s call from the heights. There’s something very fulfilling about




seeing how big of an arc you can make, especially at night when you know no-one is
looking. So, while I slept, he quietly made his way down and out the front door onto the
lanai, being careful not to wake me. Good boy. After watering the grass below, he
groggily climbed back up into his bunk.

Getting up and into the bunk was kind of a feat in itself because the ladder was at
one end, not in the middle, so you had to sort of dive off it and into the bunk, just so that
you didn’t hit your head on the ceiling beam. It was a deft maneuver that my boy had
proudly mastered. Almost. As he exited the ladder and began the horizontal forward half-
twist necessary to lodge himself into bed, his foot swung out just a little too far. Not that I
was awake to see it, but I learned in the next few moments that it was at least far enough
to graze the hanger portion of the lantern that was over a hook on the center beam of the
ceiling. Great lantern too. We still have it all these years later and it has always been a life
saver during power failures. It’s one of those new LED ones that gives off a nice soft but
bright light. The downside is that it takes somewhere between eight and a thousand ‘D’
sized batteries to power it, so it weighs a small ton. But it can really take a beating.

When [ worked for a lighting company, setting up for events at resorts, it was drilled
into my head the importance of using something called a safety, which is nothing more
than a little wire with a loop on one end and a carabiner on the other. It’s used to stop
lights from falling on people. It obviously wasn t drilled into my head far enough yet
though.

As you can guess, that lantern hit terminal velocity on its roughly six or seven-foot
trip down to my face, giving me one of the most rude awakenings out of a deep sleep that
I’ve ever experienced. I’ll spare the gory details here of the broken nose and stitches.
After my ungraceful exit down through the trap door that led onto the second smaller
platform that was attached to the main ladder that led down to another platform at the
bottom, I carried my broken face across the yard and into the main house. I apparently
woke my wife and daughter up with a loud nasal honking sound that I was producing; a
sound that both her and my son have become quite good at mimicking over the years and
still enjoy challenging each other to see who can do it better. I think I do it best though.

Anyway, we figured Kula Hospital was the best bet to get to quickly. If you’re not
familiar with it, it is a very rural upcountry Maui facility that at the time had very limited
staff on shift in the wee hours. There wasn’t even a doctor on duty, only a bare-bones
staff of three which included a very elderly (but very entertaining) security guard whose
job was to pace back and forth by the door in order to keep his own heart beating, a very
bored receptionist at the front desk and lastly, in the back, a guy who was either a nurse
or an intern, who presumably did triage to decide if it was necessary to wake up an ER



surgeon on the rare occasion that someone actually would show up there at night. He
examined me and decided it was. They made some phone calls and he was instructed to
bandage my head wounds and get skull x-rays while waiting for the doctor to arrive.

Thankfully the pain meds were finally kicking
in, but getting a good x-ray shot turned into a
whole other event. Nobody really really minded
though, especially me, thanks to whatever they
were pumping into my L.V, so it turned into a
little bit of a party. Crowded over me were the
intern, the receptionist, my wife, son and toddler
daughter taking pictures of Daddy looking like a
mummy- and periodically, the old security guard,
who would walk by every few minutes to peer in
at me between the curtains. I think it was the most
exciting thing they’d all seen in a while. By this
time I was feeling no pain, so we were all having
a pretty good time.

As it turned out, the guy taking the x-rays had
me remove my steel chain-link necklace, but forgot to have one of us remove my two
stainless steel ear hoops. We all had a huge laugh about how the earrings looked in the
image, just floating off my head. I asked him if I could put my chain necklace back on so
we could see how it would look in an x-ray. He was happy to oblige. Maybe he was
impressed by the job I did resetting my own flattened nose bone while rehearsing the
honking sound in my bathroom mirror before we left for the hospital. Call me vain, but |
wasn’t sure how much an ER doctor would care about how much I’d wind up looking
like a cartoon character. In any case, we put the chain back on and he snapped a few more
pics just for me to keep. I swore to everyone that one day I’d make an album cover out of
it. So there. Mission accomplished. The name of the photographer has sadly been long
lost to give proper credit to, but big thanks are also due to him and the other very
awesome and accommodating Kula Hospital night staff.

So, as a way to show my appreciation to you, I decided to share a copy of the
original, unedited image. After all, you were just dying to see it, weren’t you?

-Oh, and if you ever hang something heavy over your head, use a safety. Not all x-
rays become album covers.






SOUND BARRIER

1.

[\(\
[QV]
O
[qV]
©
~~
oy
=5
ay
R
L
o]
[
O
e
B4
=)
o]
sy
%y
3
=
)
ay

The sxy opened up and it all came down
And all we can near is thunder now

It's ¥illing me baby it’'s so loud
Suffocates in sensuarround
Brick by oricx and row py row
Drowning as in stereo
And we sit backx as it destroys
AlY of us with all its noise

Breaxing
I'm breaxing the sound parrier
Tearing it down .

Wnicn side are yoa standi
If you J’re richt does thatm
‘Cause everyone s deg]
Then ru nnxnv nome to locg
Now were all trapped 1n=1de
Nownere to ruan no ETre SO we
and all our kicks and sg
Aare drowning out everyt

Breaking
I'm breaxing thegéound barri
Tearing it down (o
ﬂ
I'm Erearxnv the
I'm bree
This wall

Now all this noi
Ha= woxen e

Teari

E - I ’m. o K
I'm breaking

I'm oreaking
Tearing it

Bre
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What would you do, wnat would I say
If I could get you alone
But it’s never the rtht time and times running
Now we're ruanning home

What’s the use in just pretending
I don’t now who's fooling who
You want that fairytale ending
But the dream won't come true

Just once upon a time is never enousgh

NEV}ER ENOU:

These “ames tnat we play when were alone in our world
They give us sometning to feel
It Sfln for a wnhnile to live in a daydream
But notning is real
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Maypoe I just need a little more
Mayoe you think that's little muach
And that magic that you u're loox an for

Mayoe I just need a little tou

Just once upon a time is never enough

SOanead e up that dream
I'm Zonna need some stronger stuff
apon a time I pelieved that maxe bpelieve was fine
Bat now ongce upon a time is never enougn

Murray Ti

You wanna maxe me a peliever, nice
5 R &
DTS SE O e conna nave to
Makxe me believe it twice
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Because once upon a time IS never enougn

G0 aneadidrinkx up that dreamnm
I'm sonna need some stronger stuff
DPOINEE e P DelNteved tnat make velieve was fine
But - now once aupon a time IS never enougn
J.No gnce upon a time is never enougn
(Never enouch
(Never enoucgh
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Laughing in the face of success
How could anyobody settle for less
My Yimousine w;ll nave to wa;b'
I'm dizay and Lt ! '
I'm busy lFaaehim.

I'm at the top
How did , €
The rast thn oK ‘%fw was no pain
And my trouples 1ust'd1»appearedﬂ
Now my future is nowhere near
And the past is in no way cglear

No it's not and it never was
And never will bpe

But I am not afraid to get
What's ¢ & \

I'm laughing in the face ofNe
How could anyobody settle for I
My lYimousine will i
I'm  dNkz ziya nlde
I'm bpusy laughing in the

If there's
I just
If z'veb

fon't come ¢

Laugning in t
Wny snould I have to

Laughing in the ESCEEON

How could anybody settlefo

My Iimogaxne wlj

laagning Ln the fac@p
Yes I'm laughnine in e
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Banjo was a good kid, diaposition prignt and suanny
¢Wnat everyone took seriously ne just thougnt was funny
Woulda made a million if he only had the money

He eloped one weexend with an architect’s daucnter
nvinced ner all they needed to survive was love and water
£ lasted "til she realized exactly what that boucrnt her

Melting down a nheart of cold
Saddest story ever told
He's paying for it now
With his heart of gold

--made a promise to nimself thnat ne would not disparacge
s a frioute to nis newly failed marriage
fnings inside a broxen paby carriage

the road to try to make nimself a name
ndecx;;on‘ potnh the rainvow and the rain
ed nim til their casnh went down the drain

Neﬁting down a heart of gold
aaddest story ever told

J He paying for it now
' =tn nis heart of g<old

Emed put - not afraid of misery
Sfed off thne remnants of nhis dignity
ay, it was the last time ne was ever seen

B desert nhe was dyine of thirst
el trioate to the ones who went first
gaessand thnen nis neart finally bpurst

‘:’el'ta ; down a neart of cold
aadde=t BEREYNever told
paying for it now
th nis heart of gold
(Heart of cold)

M down a neart of gold
IS Oodone, it never gets old
(0h no)
He's paying for it now
" With nis neart of cold




faorget it
I wouldn’t bpet it
£ road noney
9 so fuanny
Ytake you if you let it

seems older
somenow colder
namo
from
coing down
S all about to turn around

neady., set
You're on your own
side your deconstruction zone
You're 0y yourself
But you're not alone
Jast your deconstruction zone
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time to dial it bpackx, you xnow it
peen cracxed, now your eyes snow it
No more the player
Peel bpackx those layers
Nothing left but you
And the next thing that you do
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neady., set
You're on your own
Inside your deconstruction zone
You're by yourself
But you're not alone
your deconstruction zone

ONS

\

can’t be bought
now yo”re r xsting away
In tn corner of a used person lot
Honey, maybe you Jjus t aint that not
Come on and tell me what it is you thinx you got
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u're on your own
ar deconstru ytiog‘zone
‘re oy yoaraelf’M

: \Jeuonat
Youre in a deco




