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“Show me that river /   
///// My dad is certain that all beings must 
have within them a state of restlessness.

It drives them forward, moves their bodies, and activates 
whatever instinctive thought processes they may have. 

Without certain, necessary stresses – from mi-
croscopic biological processes to the circannu-
al movements of animal herds, life cannot be life.

 lead me across /
///// HOW TO READ THIS ZINE

This is a zine about restlessness ///// These are songs 
about restlessness ///// This is music that was written in 
a bout of restlesness, about a bout of restlessness, or in 
the reflective state between restless phases ///// These are 
songs about things that are and always will be restless.

You can read some, listen to others and, like any good 
songbook you may attempt to play them all by interpret-
ing the various tools and methods provided by the con-
tributing artists.           CY, 2018

take all my troubles away”     



4 5

Bring Me Back To Life 
Shanna Hodge

This song is about my journey with anti-depressants and how I felt dead inside when tak-
ing them, but glued in with my own feelings around my mental health. 

Restless to me is a symptom of my anxiety. If a situation I can’t control gets under my skin 
it simmers and my mind keeps going back over it again and again until I’m 8 steps ahead 
with contingency plans. 

My songs are a diary through my battle with mental health. The songs I tend to progress 
are usually ones I’ve written when I’ve been struggling.

If someone wanted to play this song for themselves I’d just say find your own meaning to 
the song and hope you feel good after playing it!

Intro- Am, F, C, G

Verse 1 - Am, F, C, G (x4)

I wouldn’t say I was living, but I certainly wasn’t stone. 

Never could say I’ve been happy only felt like skin and bones.

I was in existence, until you let me in. 

Now I wonder why, you open up just to rip me apart. 

Chorus - C, G, Am (x8)

Bring me back to life, cause I’m living with the dead. 

Whose bones are these breaking, it’s always me who’s bleeding red. 

Rock-a-bye baby stop crying now.

I don’t see us together, six feet underground. 

Verse 2 - Am, F, C, G (x4)

If I ever could trust you took it away from me. 

Master manipulator just staring at me bleed. 

I was indifferent until you showed me a little love 

Now I wonder why you open up just to fly away like a bird.

Chorus - C, G, Am (x8)

Bridge - Em, G, Em, G, Em, G, D 

Slowly you’re killing me, slowly killing me. 

Slowly I will bleed, slowly I will bleed. 

Chorus - C, G, Am (x9)
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Everything’s Easy
Ronan doRan

My former bandmates and I rehearsed in the attic room of a Tate’s Avenue terrace in 
Belfast. I was never sure who was paying rent on that place and who was just there for 
the constant party.

It fell to pass that I acquired a copy of the keys. I made it my business to sneak in late 
one Saturday, with only a poised pen and the crumbling chimney-tops outside for 
company.

The first lines of the song fell out of me there and then. The title refrain arrived many 
years later, tying things together, I think; although not too neatly. A sense of things not 
quite coming together was central to my conception of the song.

I write about my own adult experience, not in an explicit way, but through the prism 
of child-like imagery. I like the contrast. I try to keep my songs as simple as possible, 
like children’s songs. My favourite in the western tradition, is ‘If I Only Had A Heart’ 
from The Wizard of Oz.

Everything’s Easy contains only two chords. It sways to and fro between them, like a 
dingy adrift.

dreamed i was a distant city

people dreamed and died within me

dreamed i was a chance encounter

where a kind of kinship flowered

dreamed i was a distant city

people dreamed and died within me

 
(everything’s easy, nothing’s simple)

 
dreamed i was a chance encounter

where a kind of kinship flowered

 
(everything’s easy, nothing’s simple)

 
dreamed i was a sycamore tree

where desperate men go to be free

 
(everything’s easy, nothing’s simple)

dreamed i was the mercy of

a cancer baby drowned with love

(everything’s easy, nothing’s simple)

 
dreamed i was, dreamed i was...

(everything’s easy, nothing’s simple)
 
had a dream i didn’t know you

you walked right by and looked right through me

 

(everything’s easy, nothing’s simple)

dreamed i was a dolphin sailing

i woke up and it was raining.
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Restless
Jeanice Lee

The starting point of my song-writing is always a sentence or imagery that triggers a 
specific idea.

To me, “restless” is a very contradictory word. The need to rest physically is being 
denied because we cannot put our mind at rest. This contradictory nature became my 
focus and led me to reflect on how human beings tend to be restless in more than the 
physical sense, and how some people are driven by an endless need to gain, acquire 
or conquer more than what they already have. In this context, “restless” takes on the 
meaning of never being satisfied and always wanting more, whether it is to do with 
money, power, status, or territory. 

I always write the lyrics first. For this song, I wrote the chorus very quickly and then 
took my time developing the verses. I knew I wanted a doomy, heavy feel from the 
start. By the time I finished the verses, I had already worked out the melodic line for 
the chorus by singing. I then used the guitar to check tonality and work out the chord 
progression. 

After that, I played what I had to my lead guitarist and we played together and worked 
out the rest – intro, fillers, solo, and ending. He came up with some fine shredding on 
this song!

[E Minor]

Verse 1
Em
The past is literally abstract
C
They concentrated hard to distract
Am
The truth is an open-case closed
B7                                                 B7
Buried alive six feet below

Chorus
Em
We keep wanting more and more
G
We are restless
C
We are restless
D                                         D#
...so recklessly restless
Em
To this date we’re still at war
C
We are restless
Am
We are restless
D                                          D# Em
...so recklessly restless

Verse 2
Em
The present is certainly vague
C
Far is the next proximal plague
Am
We are indifferent in our outcry
B7                                                          B7
We all live our own lives to die

Chorus

Bridge
Em
We run round in circles in a circle
Am
We bend backwards to forward our goals
D
We go up and down to find how we started
Em                                                                         Em
And back to the dead end where we departed

Guitar solo
Em Am D B7

Verse 3
Em
The future is doubtfully clear
Am
Courage is swallowed up by fear
D
The solid ground is built on quick sand
B7                                                                 B7
In this overcrowded no man’s land

Chorus [x2]
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Lucky Old Sun 
Ray Charles (arranged by Chris Yeoh)

As a teenager, I used to work at a guitar shop in my hometown. John, the owner, some 
fifty years old than me, had a CD of Ray Charles’ Greatest Hits that we used to play over 
and over again. It was a chronological journey through his back catalogue up until his 
cameo in ‘The Blues Brothers’. Young and impulsive, I was immediately captivated by 
the punchy, stride piano of ‘Mess Around’, his earliest hit from 1953. When John would 
get to the hi-fi first, he would opt for the second disc and put on ‘Lucky Old Sun’, a song 
from a decade later. 

At the time, I found it ponderous and almost boring, but he was adamant it was Charles’ 
best song, citing the emotion it elicited, particularly in the eponymous, aching hook:

‘that lucky old sun / got nothing to do / but roll around heaven all day.’

13 years later: I don’t know where John is and the shop is long gone, but I still listen to 
the CD. As I’ve grown up, I’ve graduated to the second disc, and in particular ‘Lucky Old 
Sun’. 

Not only does it have a nostalgic quality, I think I finally understand it. It’s about the 
endless march of time, the restless nature of life. Tastes change and everything catches up 
with us, and the world keeps on turning in spite of it all. I restlessly searched for meaning 
and ended up back where I started.

For those looking to play this song, I would recommend taking your time working 
through it – the rolling nature of the song is reflected in the presentation of the words. 
For some direction: with every completion of each concentric circle, you should switch 
back and forth between the pages.
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Street Sweeper
Roelle Blue (Kirsty Heggie)

When asked to write on the topic of restlessness, I immediately saw the correlation between this 
human condition and the phenomena of art: the fruits of our toils and troubles, of our long late-
night reveries, our reflections and revelations...

I could write a life-long dissertation on this from a philosophical point of view, but why would 
I when I write, perform and produce songs that stand for themselves? The writing would only 
resemble pulp, whereas the songs are undoubtedly, the pearls.

My songs are my treasures and as a travelling soul, I lost uncountable pages of work as I have 
shed many skins and moved through many different lives. I do not lament the loss of so much 
work as my songs remain in my memory and I take care to record them. Even those that I have 
forgotten have served their limited purpose, for a moment in time that, although in the past, is 
infinite.

Even my travelling is a result of restlessness. I have walked as a solitary troubadour for many 
years, with my guitar always at hand, and an audience wherever I stop to play.

This may all seem like a cliché, or something from a story, but this is my reality, this is the life 
I have created for myself, and often these words I use to describe myself and my journey have 
been used before me by others who have come into contact with me and described my image, my 
presence and my reality.

For so many years I have lived a life out in the open, partly due to my sense of adventure, and 
partly due to my restlessness, my unhinged self, my search for inner peace as well as knowledge 
and intense experience. All the while, I have struggled with the depth of my own private world, 
the songs a mere spilling over... but the way in which I have crafted each one individually, I have 
been able to share in sacred moments, my  thoughts and my innermost feelings with the world 
in a dialogue that has suited me at the time... Some songs are explicit but allow themselves to be 
so outspoken, with the grace that honesty enduces. I have learned to share with a room full of 
strangers, the strange and wild life I have led and the characters I have been drawn to. 

So you see, this restlessness has made me a traveller and it has made me the musician I am.
In this state, I have conveyed both the darkness and the light and the odd relationship that the 
two share. I have never preferred light over darkness or darkness over light, but I see how people 
insist upon lightness, excluding or avoiding darkness at all costs. This is how people like me can 
feel afraid to show the capacity of our full selves in all colours, and in all shades, as we feel we 
will be feared or just rejected. 

Never have I felt more at peace with my own darkness and also never have I felt more light. I feel 
I can paint a steady or unsettling picture of life with the tools I have. Now that I am beginning 
to settle, I can account for all the times I have felt uneasy and restless. I know that if I had always 
been so relaxed and at One with All, I never would have gained the insight I now have and the 
impact my music and my presence can have upon others. When you feel restless, sometimes 
you just need to get up, get out and live out all that energy you have inside, don’t judge yourself, 
but watch closely, study everything, as your life is your own entertainment... not the telly or the 
phone... Your life is your own movie and its waiting to be directed. Your audience will appear 
when you are ready. Good luck.

It’s that kinda night, and I’m terified.
I can’t cope, I smoke dope, I close up
Like a telescope
But I can’t see the stars, and this noise they call 
“music”
And the boisterous bars keep me awake.
Morning comes and I’m a flake of my former self
A heap on the blankets of my bedroom floor,
I can lie there no more.
I hit the streets to see the debris
Silence at last, but it does not comfort me
Then I see him.
Through the misty morning light
He might as well be a unicorn in his uniform
Shovelling up shite, used condoms and butt-ends
He pretends he can’t see me
Bit I need him to see me
I need someone to see me and realize that I’m alive
And in search of another human being who’s bored 
and crazy like me.

CH

Waltz with me street sweeper
Take me underground 
Deep down deeper
Waltz with me street sweeper
Take me to the lost and found

V.2
Round his neck there’s some keys
He has at least three gold teeth
He doesn’t smile he just shows some relief
At the sight of someone as lonesome as he
(He acknowledges me quietly
And returns to his work somewhat defiantly
Carefully concealling the collective humiliation
In preperation for a new day)
And there’s so much that I wanna say but I don’t 
say
I just smile and walk away 
And think of the secrets he might have revealed to 
me

CH

We’re dancing out of time out of measure out of 
mind
Dancing out of time out of measure out of mind
Waltz with me street sweeper
Take me to the lost and found

END

(In my mind, we are 
dancing at Grass-
market, Edinburgh.
I was loving in an 
all-woman’s hostel on 
the Royal Mile that 
had a curfew at mid-
night, so I’d stay awake 
all night  smoking 
roll-ups and drinking 
herbal tea and other-
wise fasting...I would 
wait then pretend to be 
getting up for the day 
at 5am so I could con-
tinue my wandering 
in the dark and pick-
ing up lost items from 
drunks over the week-
end)
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Ants On My Feet
Ernesto Fernandez

When asked to write a song about ‘restlessness’ I pictured all these little ants biting me 
and making me want to rush into a serious stage in a relationship that I wasn’t ready to get 
into. The anxiety of being with someone new felt like ‘Ants On My Feet’ and it turned into 
a short ballad.

Lyrics: 

I wish I could swiftly tick tock
As smooth as the clock
Let time just go by

I’m trying to learn how to hold
Without holding too tight
Breaking your arms

And step by step grow from each other
Without fear of being apart
I wish that goodbyes 
Were our happiest times
 
But I’ve got ants on my feet and I can’t shake them off
They go up my arms, makes me rush into dance
But you can’t keep up
And why should you now?

I want for your beauty to freeze
Before you go
To make it my own
But then how could you grow?

I’ve got these ants on my feet
And I can’t shake them off 
They go up my arms, makes me rush into dance
But you can’t keep up
And why should you now?
That makes me slow down
Reflect from afar
It makes our goodbyes
The happiest times 
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Always Restless
Pauline Vallance

The song is about trying to capture a feeling, rather than a specific story. It made me 
think back to a time, many years ago now, when I had a ‘restless’ feeling for quite a while, 
not quite developing into anxiety. I remember really wanting to feel content and relaxed, 
but it was eluding me at that time (I’ve found it since, thank goodness!). I’m sure restless-
ness can be positive in some circumstances, but this song came from seeking peace and 
contentment.

When I write songs, I like to try and capture an atmosphere. The clarsach (Celtic harp) 
that I write on, is good for establishing atmosphere. I usually start with some broad sub-
ject matter, or inspiration, then see what I can find on the harp that goes with that and 
then fill in the rest of the words. I quite enjoy being given a theme or an occasion to write 
for.

To someone playing the song, I would first of all apologise for not writing the music out! 
The introduction and accompaniment I play have quite jagged rhythm, to give the song 
an agitated feel. And I would say, just look at the words and get yourself into that frame 
of mind.

Key: Gm

Gm                    Cm
I know it must be somewhere,
Ab                Gm
This thing I seek.
Gm               Cm
I look for it everywhere
Ab                 Gm
I can hardly speak.

Bb                       Gm
But when I get near to it,
Bb              Gm
It moves away.
Gm                  Cm
I’m no closer to it now,
Ab                                    Gm
Though I search every day.

Gm                   Cm
How long can I go on,
Ab                          Gm
On this wheel of hope?
Gm               Cm
It keeps on spinning round
Ab                 Gm
I can hardly cope.

Bb                         Gm
I’ve lost sight of what it is,
Bb                          Gm
I’m looking for a sign.
Gm                  Cm
I think what I really want...
Ab               Gm
Is peace of mind.

Bb                Gm
The ticking clock
Bb                             Gm
Mocks my beating heart.
Cm            F
I switch it off
Bb                                          Cm
So, will I get peace......will I get peace.....

Gm                     Cm
I know it must be somewhere,
Ab                Gm
This thing I seek.
Gm               Cm
I look for it everywhere
Ab                 Gm
I can hardly speak.
Gm              Cm
I look for it everywhere
Ab                  Gm
I can hardly speak.
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‘Restless’

Edited by Chris Yeoh, additional editing 
by Marion Eele. Thanks to Ernesto Fer-
nandez, the CCA Glasgow, GOMA Glas-
gow, the Publication Studio Glasgow, The 
Library of Congress Image Archive and to 
people on Facebook and Twitter for spread-
ing the word.

Cover artwork by Fionnuala Doran. 
Nevermore Raven by Elacia Vaughan. 
Images courtesy of the artists. All back-
ground images courtesy of Unsplash, Death 
to Stock, Pixabay, and New Old Stock.

***

Shanna Hodge produces honest, power-
ful and humbling performances alongside 
her ethos of being “a voice for the voice-
less”. The singer-songwriter from Ayrshire 
released her debut single ‘Survivors’ in June 
2017. 

[facebook.com/shannaartist]

Ronan Doran is a songwriter. He plays 
guitar, writes lyrics and they both go very 
well together. They tell you a story, take you 
somewhere, make you think... and why not 
sing along?

[ronanfrancisdoran.com]

Jeanice Lee is an Edinburgh-based sing-
er-songwriter who writes songs with a rich 
blend of poetic lyrics, catchy melodies and 
deep emotions, resulting in her self-styled, 
alternative, melancholic tunes. Song-writ-
ing is a significant creative outlet for Jean-
ice in which she explores her inner dialogue 
and self-awareness as well as the system and 
the world. Jeanice writes and perfoms alter-
native rock songs using both electric and 
classical guitars with a full band behind her.

[facebook.com/jeaniceleemusic]

Kirsty Heggie, who performs as Roelle 
Blue, has collaborated in a charity re-
make of “the streets of London” featuring 
Annie Lennox and Ralph McTell, the 
original composer. She has performed at 
Glasgow’s Celtic Connections twice, and 
has been on Celtic Radio, student radio 
and national television. Describing herself 
as somewhere between Joni Mitchell and 
Irvine Welsh, with an Angelic, Celtic voice 
that also shows jazz and blues techniques, 
plus a somewhat exotic relationship with 
Classical Guitar, Roelle Blue demonstrates 
how to meld intellectual and emotional 
states with sound, to create a storytelling 
and personal dialogue that never fails to 
intrigue or bring a tear to the eye.

[soundcloud.com/roelleblue]

Ernesto Fernandez is a singer-song-
writer based in singer-songwriter based in 
Scotland, inspired by 60’s rock.

[soundcloud.com/ernestofernandez 
music]

Pauline Vallance is an award-winning 
singer/songwriter and clarsach player 
from Ayrshire, who combines classical 
and folk influences to form her songs. She 
finds inspiration in a variety of subject 
matter - books, stories, landscape, family 
life and the absurd, like dogs eating mobile 
phones. She has appeared at Eden Festival, 
the Edinburgh Fringe Festival, in Canada 
and Australia, a concert on a riverboat and 
in the Great hall at Stirling Castle.

[paulinevallance.co.uk]

Fionnuala Doran is an Irish artist, living 
and working between Scotland and Eng-
land. She graduated with an MA in Visual 
Communication from the Royal College 
of Art and is a senior lecturer at Teesside 
University‘s newly launched BA in Comics, 
Graphic Novels and Sequential Art. 

[fionnualadoran.com]

cyeoh.com/moBhanded-PReSS

@moBhandedPReSS

moBhandedPReSS@gmaiL.com
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