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Amanda 'S Recording History Amanda McBroom's recording career
began on an MCM soundstage where Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers had overdubbed the sounds of
their tap routines over forty years before. It was 1980, six months after Amanda's song THE ROSE
had become a worldwide hit recording for Bette Midler (with Amanda singing background vocals).
Amanda’s life was changed forever. She recorded direct-to-disc - no tape, no overdubs, no mixing,
no fixing - for the prestigious vinyl audiophile label Sheffield Lab Recordings. GROWING UP IN
HOLLYWOOD TOWN became an audiophile classic around the world and set a new standard for vinyl
recording and hi fi stereo reproduction. Billboard called the LP a "stunning artistic success” and
Amanda became "the queen of the high end” for the purity of her vocals and the emotional depth
of her songs. Sheffield released a second McBroom direct-to-disc recording entitled WEST OF OZ
in 1981, Both recordings were compiled and re-released as AMANDA by Sheffield in 1996.

In 1985 Amanda and her manager Garry George partnered in their own label, GECKO
RECORDS, and released DREAMING in 1986, produced by Peter Bunetta and Rick Chuadacoff. Musical
guests were Jennifer Warnes and Robben Ford among others. Under the auspices of Monster Cable
Products, Inc. Amanda performed live at the Consumer Electronics Show in Las Vegas, Nevada in
1987. From that performance and the birth of the CD format, DREAMING found a worldwide market
and remains Amanda's best selling recording. Amanda and her producers recorded MIDNIGHT
MATINEE in 1992 with the help of musicians including Bill Elliott, Robben Ford and Bob James.

Amanda’s background in and love of theater compelled her to create a musical based on
her songs. She debuted HEARTBEATS in 1989 in Los Angeles and the play has enjoyed over 15
regional theater productions around the U.S. The original cast recording, starring Amanda, was
released in 1994 on Varese Sarabande Records. Amanda's blooming concert performance career
was documented over two evenings high atop Manhattan's RCA building for release as AMANDA
McBROOM LIVE AT RAINBOW & STARS, by the DRG label. Produced by Hugh Fordin in 1995, it remains
her only live concert recording.

A WAITING HEART, produced by Fred Mollin and released by Gecko in 1997, put her
back in the recording studio. She is joined on the recording by musicians including her longtime
musical director and pianist Joel Silberman, pianist/composer John Bucchino, bassist John Pattituci,
Clifford Carter and Paul Schaeffer on keyboards, Pat Perez on saxophone, Ira Siegel on guitar and
vocalist Marc Jordan.

Four new tracks were recorded in 1999 for this CD, PORTRAITS, again produced by
Fred Mollin, with contributions from musicians including John Pattituci on bass, Irwin Fisch on
keyboards, Ira Siegel on keyboards and guitar, Billy Ward on drums, David Mann on saxophone
and Jerry O'Sullivan on pipe and pennywhistle.

All of the recordings were made, mastered and reproduced using the highest quality
reproduction and recording techniques, studios and mastering labs available.






And the soul afraid of dyi_ng

/ 1 Il of these songs are stories ORISR
When the night has been tos lonely

ape And the road has been too long,
I love to tell. If they are familiar to ¢ ¢
And you think that love is anly
o 7 o For the lucky and the strong,
you, | hope you will enjoy hearing : ) ! . i
ust remember, in the winter,
. Far beneath the bitter snows...
them again. If they are new, it
Lies thuhie;d ?hali:with the‘:‘un's love,
. In the ng becomes the rose.
welcome to the fire. Pull up a chair, T
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and let's begin. Once upon a time...

. &
: Dreaming
Amanda McBroom
1 The Rose® I'm twenty-ane and I'm five-foot

Got a face and a body to change your -mind.
Amsnds MeBroon I'm a picture so fine to see.

Some love... it is a river Whenever | walk the streets of town
T}:’tvdmwns the tender reed. The men and the boys, they all fall down
g Calling, “Darlin’, come home with me,
Some say love... it is & razor Oh, pretty darlin”... Please come home with me.”

That leaves your soul to bleed. Wi diady, We's n BUsiness iR,

Some say love... it is a hunger, Cot a big old castle in Switzerland,
An endless, aching need. And a mansion by the sea. _
He spends his time with queens and kings
I say love... it is a flower And fills his pockets with diamond rings.
And you it's only seed. And he brings them home to me.
Oh, yes... He brings them all home to me.
It's the heart that fears the breaking . .
That never learns to dance. Dreaming helps you make it through the day.
Dreaming... When there's nothing left to say.
It's the dream afraid of waking Dreaming helps to take the pain away.
That never takes the chance, Me... | live in dreams.
It's the one who won't be taken My husband, he's a movie star.
Who cannot seem to give, Comes home every night in a brand new car.

And he calls me the perfect wife.

We've got a big old house with a hundred rooms
And a fine rose garden that always blooms.

It's a very happy life.

Oh, yes... a very happy life.

Dreaming... It's a way to pass the time.
Dreaming everything will turn out fine.
Dreaming... It's the only thing that's mine.
Me.._ | live in dreams.



With the dishes done and the kids all gone,

| stand and | stare at the old, brown lawn.
Close my eyes. Now I'm free.

And down my walk comes a handsome man.
He takes me by my rough, red hand,

And he heals it with a kiss.

Says, "Let me take you away from all of this.”

.. No, it's not the same as lies.

.. It's the easiest disguise.

g that there's love still in your eyes.
.. I live in dreams.

Me... | live in dreams.

©1986 McBroom Music [ BMI

s Errol Flynn'
Lyrics: Amanda McBroom, Gerdon Hunt
Music: Gordon Hunt

In the hall on a wall in a house in Reseda,
There's a poster held up by two nails
and a pin.
It's my Daddy, the actor, "bout to dia with
his boots on.
He's the man standing up there
beside Erral Flynn.

He got third or fourth billing at the end
of each picture.

“That don't mean much,” he would say
with a grin.

But he held my hand tight as he pointed his name out

Only four or fives names down below Errol Flynn.

Now, fame, it is fleeting and stars, they keep falling,
And staying right up there... that's the business of art.
And luck kisses some, and she passes by others.
Disappeintment and bourbon are hard on the heart.

Mow the women and beers and the years with old Erral,
They teok their toll and took me from his side.
He kissed me goodbye at the old Union Station.
That's the last time | saw him. The last time | ¢

Now I'm sitting alone in a house in Reseda,

Warching the late show as moonlight shines in.

Then up on the screen... well, here comes my Daddy.
It's a sad funny feeling, now I'm clder than him.

So, you daddys and daughters, you sons and you mothers,

Just remember life's over before it begins.
So love one another and stand close together. ..
As close as my Dad did to old Errol Flynn,

1995 McBroom Music / BMI / Ninad Prod. Inc. [ ASCAP

s Hot In Here™

Lyrics: Amanda McBroom
Music: Michele Brourman

I put my hand to the window...
It comes away wet.

1 lift my glass from the table.
There's a circle of swear,

| feel my heart brimming over,
Like an eye full of tears.

Is it hot in here?

In this room full of strangers,
Their eyes blowing smoke,

| feel the air think with danger,
Disillusion and hope.

There's a hurricane rising
Though the night is still clear.
Is it hot in here?

There's a cool blue moon
And a midnight breeze

Just outside the door.

I should stir. | should stand.
Take my heart by the hand.
S0 what am | waiting for?

Somebody calls for a tall one.
Someone picks up a check.

| feel eyes like fingers
Brushing the back of my neck.
The barometer’s falling

And I'm falling too.

Is it hot in here?

It's 50 hot in here.

Is it hot in here?

Or is it you?

©1999 McBroom Music / BMI / Brourman Music / ASCAP

s Crimes O_f The Heart:

Amanda MecBroom

We were drinking whiskey.

We were talking men.

She'd never see the sunny side

Of forty-twe again.

She was in love with a boy of twenty-nine.
This was something new.

What should she do? What could she do?

He made her burn like fire,

Made her drunk like wine.

No one else had loved her,

Oh, for such a leng, long time,

She was afraid. It was moving way too fast.
The die was cast. How could this last?




It was a crime of the heart,

We all know that love's insane from the start,
Where there’s passion, there is pain.

What do we gain

Committing crimes of the heart?

He was crazy jealous of everyone she met,
Suspicious of the little things

That hadn't happened yet.

He devoured every minute of her time.
She didn't mind. After all,

Young love’s always blind.

It's a crime of the heart.
We all know that love's insane from the start,
Where there’s passion, there is pain.

What do we gain, committing crimes of the heart?

Funny, how tomorrow turns into yesterday.
Funny, how a mirror naver lies.

But somehow the hands of time turn back the other way,

Everytime | look into his eyes.

The night was half-past over,

Time for going heme.

She said she'd rather walk.

She needed time to be alone.

When you're living your love from day to day,

Sometimes tomorrow is the price you have to pay.

For these crimes of the heart,

We all know that love’s insane from the start,
Whare there's passion, there is pain.

And love is what we gain

Committing crimes of the heart,

1989 McBroom Music | BMI

s Amanda®
Lyrics: Amanda McBroom
Music: Michele Brourman

We left our home and the friends we knew
On the banks of the Kankakee,

And we headed west where the land is cheap
And the wind blows wild and free,

The road was long and the way was hard,
And our oxen, we lost three.

But we tock no rest till we reached the place
‘Where the wind blows wild and free.

We built our bed from the wagon floor

And our house from the Kansas sod,

The closest town was a week away

And the nearest friend was God.

We plowed by day and we prayed by night
For the rain and a gentle spring.

But the frost came first and it took the wheat
And the wind began to sing...

Oh, Amanda...
Oh, Amanda...

Then my man, he heard of a job in town
Laying railroad track,

Said he'd be gone ‘bout a manth or so,
But he never did come back.

So | sweep the floor and | keep the house
And it all goes on the same.

But my mind, it's gone to wandering...
And the wind keeps calling my name...

Oh, Amanda...
Oh, Amanda...

MNow the wind, it blows through the open door
And it sings its ene-note song,

Where the bed is made and the table set...
But the lady...

She is gone... Amanda. ..

Gone... Amanda...

GCone..,

B1977 Mcbroom Music | Brourman Music | BMI

7 Ship In A Bottle #

Amanda McBroom

Sometimes | feel

Like a ship in a bottle,

Lost in a corner

On somebody's shelf.
Shipshape... and unborn...
And perfect... and useless...
A copy of someone

Who could be myself.

Somebody made me,

They put me together

With patience and laving

And pieces of string;

Caught on a crape papier ocean
And never

To feel the waves wash me

Or hear the wind sing.

And | wait for the heart
Of a little boy sailor

To come break the bottle
And help me be free.

For how can | know

If I'm fleating or sinking
If | don't take my chances
On the wind and the sea?



Carry me down

To a river that's peaceful.
Set me to sailing

And wish me Cod speed.
And I'll find my way

Ta the blue of the ocean.
The wind on the water

Is all that | need.

And a man with the heart
Of a little boy sailor,

Ta shift with the tide

And come sailing with me,
And then | will know

If I'm floating or sinking
And I'll take my chances
On the wind and the sea.

1981 McBroom Music / BMI

s Wheels™

Amanda McBroom

Little short hands... little bare feet...

Pushing a stroller down a little town street,

And you're rolling... you've got to keep rolling on.
Playing with ribbons, playing with dells..,

Walking the baby while Mama calls

And you're relling... you've got te keep rolling en.
WHEELS. .. little toy WHEELS....

Rolling along, with your face in the wind.
WHEELS... perfectly round...

Down te the ground and up again.

Smoaoth as a rocket... shiny as sin...

Racing up mountains and down again

And you're rolling... you've got to keep rolling on.
Feet on the pedals, hands on the bars...

Jumping the curbs and dodging the cars

As you're rolling.... you've got to keep rolling on.
WHEELS. .. wonderful WHEELS. ..

Racing along with your back to the wind.
WHEELS... it's easy to see...

When you have WHEELS, you know how it feels to be free,

Manicured fingers and diamond rings...

The engine hums as the radio sings

And you're relling... you've got to keep rolling en.
Cadillac nights, convertible stars...

Laughing at life from the backs of cars...

And you're relling... you've got to keep rolling on.
WHEELS. .. powerful WHEELS. ..

Raeing aleng with your hea
WHEELS... it's easy to see...

in the wind,

When you have WHEELS, you know how it feels to be free.

And it's a restless heart... gets torn apart

By highways and regrets, and life in silhouettes.

And it's the little things that take your wings

And turn them into stone. Your dreams are all you own.
You're lost... you're alone... but you're free.

Warn-out fingers... wounded hands

Pushing a cart full of old tin cans

And you're rolling... you've got to keep rolling on.
Sleeping in alleys... standing in lines.

A small aberr; in life's design

And you're rolling... you've got to keep rolling on.
WHEELS. .. rusty old WHEELS. ..

Relling along with your mind in the wind.
WHEELS... imperfectly round..
Down to the ground and up again.
'WHEELS... wonderful WHEELS. .

Relling along with your life in the wind.
WHEELS... it's easy to see..

When you have WHEF.I.S...

You know how it feels to be free.

©1991 McBroom Music | BMI

s Beat Friend*
Lyrics: Amanda McBroom
Music: Michele Brourman

And ence again we meet,

Across a smokey room that's filled with
Laughing friends... loads of fun.

My eyes will find you out.

And all | want to do is somehow

Teuch your face, or turn and run.

But here you come to say "Hello.”

And all the time you never know.

And ah, my friend, our old best friend,
| want you so.

We've never been alone.

‘We're always in a crowd

Or else you brought a friend, and I'm with him.
Perhaps it's just as well.

God knows the silly things that | would say or do
To be with you.

You know | love the man whose life | share.

But when | close my eyes you're always there.
And oh, my friend, our old best friend,

| want you so.

Night after night,when I'm in his arms,

His face will change, and you'll be there.
Feel in his touch, the warmth of your hand.
I kiss his face and see your eyes,

And all at once | realize...



I can’t go on this way.

I can't keep on pretending that you're
Just a friend. It isn't fair.

1 wish you'd go away.

And give my breaking heart a chance,
Some room to breathe

With you not there.

I want to tell you what's inside my head.
Or is it better left unsaid?

©Oh no, my friend, our old best friend.
1 want you so.| want you still.

1 guess | always will.

©1961 McBroom Music | Brourman Music / BMI

10 Whoever You Are™

Lyrics: Amanda McBroom
Music: Tom Snow

I ean hear you laughing in my sleep.

I can see you sitting in my chair.

I can feel your fingers on my shoulder,

And the way your lips will move against my hair.
I can hear those whispers in the dark._..
Promises | will never forget.

There's only one thing missing in this love of mine...

| haven't met you yet.
Whoever you are, | love you, I'm waiting for you.
Whoever you are, I'm searching.

And | seek you like a sailor seeks the morning star.

Won't you come to me, whoever you are?

Deep inside my heart | do believe

That everyone is someone's destiny.

But when | watch that solitary moen go down,

1 wonder if you'll ever come to me.

Surely as tomorrow's sun will rise,

1 was born to spend my life with you.

And somewhere out there in that sea of strangers,
I know that you are looking for me too.

Whoever you are, | love you, I'm waiting for you.
‘Whaoever you are, I'm searching.

And | seek you like the sailor seeks the morning star.

Won't you come to me, whoever you are?

I see your eyes. | hear you voice.

My heart is yours. It has no choice.

I know you'll find me. | don't know how.

I need you beside me here and now...

And | seek you like a sailor seeks the morning star

Weon't you come to me and let me see that love can be..,

Whoever you are.

©1999 McBroom Music / Snow Music | BMI

1 The Portrait®

Amanda MeBroom

There's a picture in a silver frame
Hanging dusty on my wall.

And two people, with their eyes the same,
Holding daisies, | recall.

And the baby in the sailor dress

And the pigtails... that was me.

And the other was my mothar

On our Easter by the sea.

People tell me that I'm just like her
And | wonder what they see.

She was a lady, lace and cameo,

Not the gypsy that is me,

She spent her evenings making poetry.
| spend my nights making time.

And | wonder, am | living

Partly her dreams, partly mine?

What would she think of the too many men?

The lies | get lost in again and again?
The tears in the morning,
The booze and the blues in the night?

It's been years now, since I've seen her face,

Heard her footsteps en the stair.

But just lately, in my dreams at night,
| will call her and she's there,
Locking pretty, like she used to,
Before time and tears tore her apart.
And she tells me that she loves me.
Then she leaves me in the dark.

Mama, don't leave me. Mama, don't go,
You know the answers to all | don't know.,
My dreams come up empty

And my heart's lying dead on the floor.

Mama, don't leave me. Mama, please stay.
Mama, | need you to show me the way.
I'm lost and I'm lonely

And | can't find my way anymaore.

Mama... Mama...

©1981 McBroom Music [ BMI

12 Thove Eyes’

Lyrics: Amanda McBroom
Music: Tem Snow

Someone could drown in those eyes...
Lose track of the ground in those eyes._.,
The secrets of fire and desire

Can be found in those eyes.

- —




A cool autumn storm in those eyes...
The sea when it's warm in those eyes...
And dreams like a sky full of clouds

I see form in those eyes.

Hush. How... be still my soul.
Don't you say a word.

The music in the air tenight
Is every love song ever heard.

A heart could get lost in those eyes. ..
Be tempted and tossed in those eyes,
Be willing to pay whatever the cost

In those eyes.

The universe shows in those eyes
All that it knows in those eyes,
And I'll just keep falling

Until you close those eyes.

1997 McBreom Music [ Snow Music [ BMI

12 Dance’

Amanda McBroom

You would take me in your arms and hold me tightly.
We would move across the floar as smooth as glass.
And everyone would stare, whisper “What a perfect pair.”
And we knew somehow that time would never pass.

And | theught that we could stay this way for always.

We were partners in perpetual romance.

In the kitchen, in the hall,

For no reason there at all,

We would catch each other’s eyes,

And we would dance.

And | promised you that children wouldn't change things.

And you teld me you would want me till you die,
There was love and there was laughter,
and the words “forever after”.
And neither of us thought we were telling a lie.
Now the dreams and all the days that held such promise
Seem to fade away like shadows in a trance.
As we live the day-to-day, we get lost along the way.
And somehow we've fargotten how to dance.

Why can’t | just accept that things are changing?
Open up my hands and let them go?

But the pieces of my heart keep rearranging.

And something deep inside me keeps on saying “No!"

| want them back... The days when everything was possible.

Before we settled down to comfortable despair.
To remember what romance is.

Making love and taking chances,

But most of all._. Most of all...

| want to dance... | want to dance, ..

Hey... Den't you want to dance?

©1921 McBroeom Music [ BMI

16 Here And Now *

Lyrics: Amanda McBroom
Music: Tom Snew

These aren't the best of times,

But they're the only times we have,
We worry and we wonder what to do.
But before it all goes by,

In a flash or in a sigh...

There's something my heart needs to say to you.

There's only here... There's only now...
There's only you and me.

This precious time is all we have

Far all we know.

Let's take a chance. Let's face the dark,
And whisper every word.

For every feeling left unspoken

Iz a love song that's unheard.

The light of day may steal away

This moment's mystery.

But here and now there's anly you and me.

There's only you... There's anly me...
There's only here and now.

This falling star will never fall again,

Before the night can fade away,

Before the flame is gone,

Let it turn into an ember

That will burn into the dawn.

For in the end, who can depend

On what is yet to be?

For here and now, there's only you and me.

We can make tonight a memory,
Mot a dream that might have been.
If tomorrow comes between us, still,
Far you... I'd do it all again.

And in the end, who can depend

On what is yet to be?

For here and now, there's only you and me.
For all my life, there's only you and me.

21990 Tasteful Music / Snow Music | BMI

1s Make Me A Kite*

Lyrics: Amanda McBroom
Music: Michele Brourman

When the sky is bright as the eye of a bird
And the wind is off the sea

It zings to me a lullaby

And it sets my spirit free

Then | run to the top of the hill

And | throw my arms out wide

And | wish so hard my heart might break
For somecne

To make me a kite



Make me a kite...

Cive me rainbow wings

Make me a kite

With a thouzand miles of silken string
Let me fly to the top of the sky and then
Let me come down safe again

‘When the night is wearing its darkest face
And the world is like a stone

And the pecple on the dusty street

Make me feel I'm all alone

Then | run to the one | love

And you throw your arms out wide

And | love you so my heart might break
For you can make me a kite

Make me a kite

Cive me rainbow wings

Make me a kite

With a thousand miles of silken string
Let me fly to the top of the sky and then
Let me come down safe again

To fly... fly... fy

©1992 McBroom Music [ Brourman Music [ BMI

16 No Fear™

Amanda McBroom

I'm not afraid of spiders. I'm not afraid of snakes,
Or things that go bump in the night.

I don't believe in monsters under the bed.

I leave the closet open when | turn out the light.
I've made my peace with darkened hallways...
Scary movies...

Men who mutter when you walk by,

| never carry whistles, | never carry mace.
‘What if it goes off in your purse?

I'm learning to love all the lines in my face.
I look for the better instead of the worse.
I've had my share of bumps and bruises...
Wins and loses. ..

Chasing falling stars.

I'd have to say my life’s been good so far.

Into every life some rain must fall.

Or so the story goes.

But when it all gets washed away,
After the showers, | believe in flowers,

Maybe tomorrow the world as | know it
Will crumble and fall apart.

Still semehow | think I'll manage

To lock at the warld

Through a rose-colored heart.

And yes, | know all things must end.
Still passing time

Won't change my point of view.

The only thing | fear,

Some day, some night, some year...
The only thing | fear

Is losing you.

©1995 McBroom Music [ BMI

17 From Where I Stand™

Amanda McBroom

From where | stand, | see the bridges burning.
From where | stand, our love is going down.
Locks like stormy weather.

My dreams have all gone home.

We're standing close together.

And I'm feeling all alone.

I wonder when you knew you didn't need me.
I wonder how it ever came to this.

5o far from where we started

To where we are today.

I was standing in your shadow.

Mow I'm standing in your way.

And | know I'll understand the reason,

I know I'll even bless the pain.

But it's hard to watch the change of season,
When hope is melting in the rain.

So close your eyes. It isn't worth the crying.
The sun will rise and dry your tears away.
And, no, there’s no hard feelings.

| wizsh you all the best.

Just leave behind your memory.

The devil take the rest.

And | watch you turn and walk away.

| find there's nathing left to say.

| can't go back to yesterday,

I'll never find the way

From where | stand.

1981 McBroom Music [ BMI



18 A Timeless Thing*

Lyrics: Amanda McBroom
Music: Tom Snow

We were born in diffarent times and places.

Many years and many miles apart.
Until the day | found you

And built my world around you,

I never knew what love could bring
To a waiting heart.

Love needs no reason.

Love makes no rules.

Love can make us foolish,
But love is fond of fools,
Love is the music

That makes a heart sing.
Oh, love iz a timeless thing.

Love has no limits.

Love feels no age,

No hours and ne minutes.
It never turns a page.
There's only one season,
And it's always spring.

Oh, love is a timeless thing.

You can cross the street.

You can cross the sea.

You can eross the shore of eternity.
Still | know

You will stay with me

Foraver.

Each time you touch me

| see in your eyes,

It's only the beginning.
That loving never dies.
Tomorrow's the promise
That happiness brings

And love is a timeless thing.
Our love is a timeless thing.

£1997 McBroom Music / Snow Music | BMI
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hands and ears that went into this creation. From my partner,
manager and friend, Garry George, who suggested we do
a "best of" compilation in the first place, to the most
romantic curmudgeon of them all, Fred Mollin, my pal...
my producer... a man who brings joy and inspiration and
freedom to summon beauty wherever he goes. He creates,
to quote his pal Jimmy Webb, the "golden circle," where
nothing you do is wrong. Bless you, Mollin man.

Huge thanks also to my long-time musical companion,
Joel Silberman, for his talent, support, and friendship.

And my eternal gratitude to my constant inspiration...
the man | love.

To my amazing collaborators... Michele Brourman and
Tom Snow and Gordon Hunt, without whom, half of these
songs would never have appeared, thank you for giving
musical flight to earthbound language.

And finally, to the people of faith who have made it truly
possible... Tom Mankiewicz, Constance Ward,

Larry Janss, and Carrillo Gantner, truly international angels,
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