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I've heard there was a secret chord
That David played and it pleased the Lord
But you don't really care for music, do ya?
Well it goes like this: the fourth, the fifth

The minor fall, the major lift
The baffled king composing Hallelujah

Hallelujah, Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, hmm

Well, your faith was strong, but you needed proof
You saw her bathing on the roof

Her beauty in the moonlight overthrew ya
She tied you to the kitchen chair

She broke your throne and she cut your hair
And from your lips she drew the Hallelujah

Hallelujah, Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah

Well baby, I've been here before
I've seen this room and I've walked this floor

I used to live alone before I knew ya
And I've seen your flag on the marble arch

And love is not a victory march
It's a cold and it's a broken Hallelujah

Hallelujah, Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah

Well, maybe there's a God above
But all I've ever learned from love

Was how to shoot somebody who outdrew ya
And it's not a cry that you hear at night
It's not somebody who has seen the Light

It's a cold and it's a broken Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah
Hallelujah, Hallelujah

Hallelujah
Leonard Cohen's "Hallelujah" is one of the most covered songs of the 20th
century. While Jeff Buckley and Rufus Wainwright have both recorded
stunning versions of the song, my favorite remains the quiet, gravely,
prayer-like version recorded by Leonard Cohen himself.
  
Listening to Hallelujah, I imagine a man staring into the abyss and
wondering why we are here in the first place. It's a song that I also
associate with great love and even greater loss. My children have played it
at the funerals of their grandparents, and I play it when I visit my parents'
graves. Often I find myself thinking about the lyrics of Hallelujah as I pray
at their graveside.
  
In this small series, I've shared what it is that I see when I circle my
parents' gravestones and wonder about their legacy and my own fading
memories. In these memories, the images are devoid of color and are as
brittle as a winter's day. While the cemetery where my parent's are laid to
rest is orderly with well-defined rows and sections, the way I see it is
circular and off-kilter, with a feeling of unfinished business as I leave their
graves behind. 
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