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part i. noon 
 
I’m glad to hear you’re happy, my velvet ball of light 
So many dusty mornings and esoteric nights 
I’m glad to hear you’re happy, I don’t mind who it’s with 
It never could be me, of course, I’m just the one who spins 
 

I’m sorry that I hurt you, though well of course I did 
My dry dissatisfaction hurts everybody, kid 
I’m sorry that I hurt you, I should have left that fall 
Lived guiltless in the limestone and present in the halls 
 

I don’t know what to tell you, who I’ll never see again 
I hope that you can dream my love impossibly and then 
I’m sorry that I loved you, that iridescent fall 
I should have left you naked with your hands against the wall 
 

I’m sorry that I hurt you, my velvet ball of light 
So many limpid mornings, and soporific nights 
I’m sorry that I hurt you, who I’ll never see again 
I hope that you can dream and go to Venice now and then 
 

*  *  * 
 

My love’s a confession, I swallow it whole, I fall through it onto you 
And I’m cold and impassioned like rivers and roads that wind through the empty truth 
And I’m deeply old-fashioned, concrete in a phone, I wish for the whole of you 
And sometimes there’s a lesson, I need to hold on, need to hold on to you 
 

*  *  * 
 

from Pitch Dark, by Renata Adler — 
 

the question occurs, so many times, clearing desks, doing income tax, looking for letters, 
documents, some are missing, one doesn’t know for sure which are lost, doesn’t dare even to 
look too carefully, time and time again, there is this, Did I throw the most important thing 
perhaps, by accident, away? 



part ii. night 
 

I don’t know what to tell you, I don’t know 
 

Try to make a sound, it’s never what you once thought you knew 
Find a home for now, in fragments that you lost in the queue 
Undo the soft police and scrutinize the days you’ve been through 
Anthropological, the only currency here is the new 
 

And it’s intentional, but it’s never how you wanted to go 
Your home unflappable, in fragments that you lost in the snow 
You hide in pills and sound, the basements where the little men blow 
And in the end you’ll found, I’m never who you wanted to know 
 



 

There’s no one that’s there anymore 
The faces have left, windows at night 
to be seen ever 
 

wondering where you might go 
forgettable thought, think of it once 
crossing Brooklyn at 
 

night, all to go that is new 
and to go there again, our shiny new friends 
nothing special at all 
 

My lovers are trampling the world 
the places we went, and never be seen 
in the evenings  
 

nursing my blood all alone 
out of love and unwell, only want what is old, and sit there myself 
and modernity’s 
 

lapping its plaudits alone 
and it’s ancient now too, and it lives in museum, and I see it myself, and I sit there myself 
by the echoes of 
 

countries that learned how to live 
I might be there myself, be there myself 





part iii. dawn 
 
It’s hard to see much ahead these days 
It’s hard to see much ahead these days 
The bars of proximate people insinuate lies 
 

These afternoon summers are endless unnerving 
I’ve nothing to say now this time 
These afternoon summers are endless appalling 
I whimper relentless and blind 
 

It’s hard to look up ahead these days 
It’s hard to look up ahead these days 
The only possible world is the same as all time 
 

It’s hard to see much ahead these days 
It’s hard to see much ahead these days 
The hardly literate people excitably dry 
 

These afternoon summers are endless unnerving 
I’ve nothing to say now this time 
and I lose my mind 
 

These afternoon summers are endless appalling 
I whimper relentless and blind 
and music’s the way that I lose my mind 
 

These afternoon summers are endless unnerving 
I’ve nothing to say now this time 
and I lose my mind 
 

We must remember it’s all make-believe here 
if ever we want to combine 
and I lose my mind 
 

I have to remember there’s no one to be here 
New York is all full and resigned 
and I lose my mind 
 

 



These afternoon summers are weakly disturbing 
they whimper relentless and blind 
and I lose my mind 
 

and music’s the way that I lose my mind 
 

*  *  * 
 

I know you don’t remember much 
I know you won’t listen to me 
I know you won’t remember much 
I know you don’t listen to me	







cities and deserts was originally some fragments of songs, written primarily in new york city, in 
2018 and 2019. it became a through-composed suite of music in 2020, in the desert in new 
mexico, at the height of the pandemic, and it became a record in october 2021, in budapest. 
 
attila gyárfás and gabriel zucker have been making music since they met in 2017 in new york. 
their duo infuses sonic and rhythmic freedom into complex, maximalist compositions. 
 
www.attilagyarfas.bandcamp.com 
www.gabrielzucker.bandcamp.com 
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