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    T
h
e
 m

orning a
fte

r

                  O
h
 you can’t unm

ake
 your d

e
cisions

                Y
ou can only look b

ack in re
gre

t
          O

ne
 life

tim
e
 to grow

 up, one
 life

tim
e
 to scre

w
 up

T
h
at’s e

ve
ryth

ing you can e
x
pe

ct
A

nd
 you can’t cance

l th
e
 m

orning afte
r

I
t’ll last for a ye

ar or tw
o ye

t.

A
nd

 you can’t e
x
plod

e
 like

 a fungus
W

h
e
n you’re

 grow
ing too b

ig for your skin
Y

ou can only pre
te

nd
 th

at th
e
re

’s som
e
 sort of e

nd
th

at you’re
 h

e
ad

ing for w
h
e
n you’re

 so cle
ve

r and
sple

nd
id

B
ut you can’t cance

l th
e
 m

orning afte
r

S
h
uts you d

ow
n, sh

uts you up, sh
uts you in.

Y
ou can’t sit th

e
re

 licking your finge
r

T
o d

e
te

rm
ine

 w
h
ich

 w
ay th

e
 sh

it flie
s

A
nd

 you can’t take
 for grante

d
 th

e
 th

ings th
at you’ve

w
ante

d
 w

ill e
ve

r m
ate

rialize
A

nd
 you can’t cance

l th
e
 m

orning afte
r

W
ith

 its infinite
 room

 for surprise
.

A
nd

 you can’t d
o it ove

r and
 ove

r
W

h
e
n it d

oe
sn’t turn out h

ow
 you planne

d
A

s soon as you d
o it you’ll know

 th
at you b

le
w

 it
D

on’t try to unscre
w

 it, just go on and
 rue

 it
’C

ause
 you can’t cance

l th
e
 m

orning afte
r

10
0

%
 out of h

and
.

A
nd

 you can’t m
ake

 th
e
 h

urt any b
e
tte

r
I
t sticks w

ith
 you w

h
ate

ve
r you d

o
N

ow
 you’ve

 just m
ad

e
 it w

orse
 and

 you’re
 stuck w

ith
th

e
 m

e
ss and

 you’re
 stuck w

ith
 th

e
 cle

an-up too
’C

ause
 you can’t cance

l th
e
 m

orning afte
r

I
t’s som

e
th

ing you’ve
 got to live

 th
rough

.

A
nd

 you can’t h
e
lp b

ut th
ink it’s suspicious

W
h
e
n you’re

 b
orn your first m

ove
 is to cry

Y
ou m

ay say you’re
 not ne

x
t to b

e
 facing your d

e
stiny

B
ragging it’s b

e
st to b

e
 d

ragge
d
 out prote

sting
B

ut you can’t cance
l th

e
 m

orning afte
r

E
x
ce

pt for th
e
 d

ay th
at you d

ie
.

A
 J

a
p
a
ne

se
 fa

n

M
y m

ind
 w

ould
n’t w

ork – m
y le

gs w
ould

n’t w
alk –

as if som
e
th

ing w
e
re

 h
old

ing onto m
e

I
 looke

d
 around

 and
 soon I

 found
 th

e
 re

ason
for m

y infirm
ity

T
h
e
re

 in th
e
 sw

oon of th
e
 afte

rnoon you turne
d

and
 you sm

ile
d
 th

e
 old

 w
ay

A
nd

 now
 I

 know
 e

ach
 place

 I
 go you’ll b

e
 th

e
re

to turn and
 sm

ile
 at m

e

Y
ou h

e
ld

 in your h
and

 a J
apane

se
 fan and

it sh
ook like

 th
e
 le

ave
s of th

e
 ginkgo

A
nd

 th
e
 faste

r it tre
m

b
le

d
 th

e
 m

ore
 it re

se
m

b
le

d
th

e
 e

vane
sce

nt rainb
ow

A
ll I

 could
 d

o w
as call out to you b

ut th
e
 flutte

ring
b
le

w
 m

y w
ish

e
s aw

ay
C

om
e
 h

om
e
 I

 said
 – you turne

d
 your h

e
ad

 – you
sm

ile
d
 and

 you close
d
 th

e
 w

ind
ow

Y
oung b

e
fore

 m
y
 tim

e

O
ve

r th
e
 upland

 b
row

 I
 cam

e
 to you alone

Y
e
s I

’m
 a poor and

 d
ow

ny girl young b
e
fore

 m
y tim

e

I
 w

as only a ch
ild

 th
at d

ay
I
 found

 th
e
 d

oor and
 I

 clim
b
e
d
 th

e
 tow

e
r

T
h
e
n I

 told
 you no good

b
ye

A
nd

 th
e
n I fle

w

In th
e
 ruin of all you kne

w
S

till you w
ove

 th
e
 w

orld
 your song

T
h
is is h

e
re

 to le
t you know

I’ll carry on

W
h
e
n I

 finally m
ake

 it to you
T

h
rough

 th
e
 long and

 w
oe

ful d
ay

W
h
e
n you’re

 safe
ly b

y m
y sid

e
I’ll re

st on you

T
h
is w

as th
e
 song of th

e
 rob

in th
e
 d

ay
O

h
 oh

 th
e
 d

ay
T

h
e
 ve

ry d
ay sh

e
 d

ance
d
 b

ack d
ow

n and
 around

 and
around

 to h
e
r ne

st and
 found

O
h
 oh

 th
e
y w

e
re

 gone

M
ore

 th
a
n y

ou k
now

U
nd

e
rne

ath
 th

e
 ph

otograph
M

e
ssage

 from
 your ch

ild
h
ood

A
ll you ne

e
d
 is love

 you say
A

s w
e
ll you sh

ould
S

itting on th
e
 falle

n tre
e

M
oss is soft and

 fe
e
ls good

L
e
arning h

ow
 to take

 th
e
 air

C
utting all th

e
 d

e
ad

 w
ood

 d
ow

n

A
nd

 I
 know

 th
at you h

ave
 m

ore
 to go

A
nd

 I
 know

 th
at you h

ave
 m

ore
 to sh

ow
A

nd
 I

 know
 th

at you h
ave

 m
ore

 th
an you know

E
ve

ryone
’s in no m

an’s land
T

h
e
re

 isn’t any gard
e
n

S
om

e
tim

e
s w

h
e
n you play th

e
 fool

It h
its you h

ard
S

om
e
tim

e
s w

h
e
n you turn your h

e
ad

T
h
e
 path

 b
e
h
ind

 is froze
n

S
aw

d
ust running th

rough
 your h

and
s

B
rings you b

ack to h
e
art and

 h
om

e
A

nd
 I

 know
 ...

W
h
a
t th

e
 m

a
n in th

e
 m

irror sa
id
 to m

e

W
h
o’s th

at m
aking face

s at m
e
 in th

e
 m

irror
A

cting like
 I

’m
 all you can se

e
 of th

e
 w

orld
?

Y
ou know

 I
’ve

 ne
ve

r m
e
t you b

e
fore

, and
 you know

 I
’d

ne
ve

r w
ant to if it w

asn’t for one
 fact

T
h
e
re

’s som
e
th

ing in your ge
sture

s th
at’s m

ore
 like

 a
parod

y of m
e
 th

an you w
ould

 use
 if you h

ad
 tact

Y
ou’re

 te
m

pting m
e
 to sh

ow
 you th

e
 d

oor: d
id

 your
m

oth
e
r or anoth

e
r te

ll you opposite
s attract?

W
h
y are

 you d
e
te

rm
ine

d
 to say th

at you know
 m

e
?

C
an’t you te

ll th
at you’re

 in th
e
 w

ay of m
y d

re
am

s?
Y

ou’re
 d

ancing to th
e
 b

e
at of m

y h
e
art, b

ut if you’re
th

e
 b

ig m
agician, w

h
at am

 I
, th

e
 talking d

rum
?

T
h
e
re

’s noth
ing th

at can te
ar us apart like

 th
e
 e

vid
e
nt

d
e
sire

 you h
ave

 to b
e
 th

e
re

 w
h
e
n I

 com
e

O
f all th

e
 aw

kw
ard

 m
om

e
nts to start it’s tod

ay you’re
m

aking e
ye

s at m
e
 as if I

’d
 struck you d

um
b

A
nd

 th
at’s w

h
at th

e
 m

an in th
e
 m

irror said
 to m

e
 on

th
e
 first d

ay
T

h
at’s w

h
at th

e
 m

an in th
e
 m

irror said
 to m

e

N
o-one

 h
as th

e
 righ

t to agre
e
 w

ith
 illusion

M
igh

t as w
e
ll b

e
 le

arning to pe
e
 in th

e
 w

ind
Y

our d
irty little

 se
cre

ts are
 far from

 th
e
 m

yste
rie

s of
life

 as th
e
y’re

 re
ve

ale
d
 in e

ve
ry glance

T
h
e
 m

e
ssage

 w
as to com

e
 as you are

 b
ut th

e
 d

ose
 of

h
arsh

 re
ality is pom

p and
 circum

stance
B

e
 care

ful h
ow

 you prop up th
e
 b

ar: th
e
re

’s a le
sson to

b
e
 le

arne
d
 from

 find
ing lob

ste
rs in your pants

A
nd

 th
at’s w

h
at th

e
 m

an in th
e
 m

irror said
 to m

e
 on

th
e
 ne

x
t d

ay ...

A
lw

ays looking at m
e
, w

ond
e
ring h

ow
 to ge

t m
e

I
f you try to h

it m
e
 th

e
n you’ll only b

re
ak th

e
 glass

W
h
e
n you’re

 h
ot I

’m
 fre

e
zing, w

h
e
n you’re

 cold
I
’m

 ste
am

ing
W

h
e
n you’re

 m
ad

 I
’m

 e
asy, w

h
e
n you’re

 soft
I’m

 h
ard

 as b
rass

T
ake

 a b
re

ak from
 cursing, take

 a b
re

ak from
flirting

I
 can sh

ow
 no m

e
rcy ’cause

 I
 h

ave
n’t got th

e
 class

B
ab

y, I
’ll b

e
 catch

ing your e
ye

 fore
ve

r
E

ve
n on th

e
 d

ay th
at you d

ie
 I’ll b

e
 th

e
re

Y
ou’re

 d
oom

e
d
 to b

e
 a life

long voye
ur, alw

ays lurking in
a ne

th
e
rw

orld
 w

h
e
re

 noth
ing ge

ts ach
ie

ve
d

W
h
e
re

 noth
ing good

 or b
ad

 can occur w
ith

out ch
e
cking

w
ith

 h
e
ad

quarte
rs to m

ake
 sure

 th
at it’s pe

rce
ive

d
I
 te

ll you th
ings are

 not w
h
at th

e
y w

e
re

: in an age
 of

vid
e
o you m

ust b
e
 se

e
n to b

e
 b

e
lie

ve
d

A
nd

 th
at’s w

h
at th

e
 m

an in th
e
 m

irror said
 to m

e
 on

th
e
 last d

ay...

U
nd

e
r th

e
 ginkgo a sile

nt m
an

F
e
d
 m

e
 a crust from

 a fore
ign land

A
nd

 h
e
re

 w
h
e
re

 w
e
 live

 I b
ring you h

is gift
O

h
 m

ore
 b

ring m
e
 m

ore
w

as th
e
re

 m
ore

 along th
e
 w

ay

D
ow

n fle
w

 S
am

 S
parrow

 and
 h

e
 took no re

st
S

trong in th
e
 w

ill – strong on th
e
 w

ing
O

h
 w

h
e
re

 is th
e
 sailor w

ith
 th

e
 ope

n h
and

?
O

h
 w

h
e
re

’s th
e
 sailor w

ith
 th

e
 rough

 and
 ope

n h
and

?

H
e
’s safe

 in th
e
 sh

ad
ow

s of th
e
 b

utte
rfly tre

e
L
ook h

ow
 h

e
 sw

ays – w
e
t on th

e
 face

O
h
 w

h
e
re

’s m
y love

r oh
 and

 w
h
e
re

’s m
y frie

nd
H

ow
 long b

e
fore

 I
 can no longe

r stand
T

h
e
 b

re
e
ze

 from
 th

e
 se

a it re
m

ind
s m

e
 of m

y h
om

e
T

h
e
 salt you m

ay lick from
 m

y h
and

I’m
 fe

e
ling ligh

t as a little
 fluff of d

ow
n

O
h
 h

om
e
 b

ring m
e
 h

om
e
 th

e
 sun h

as ne
arly gone

S
o S

am
 S

parrow
 se

ttle
d
 on th

e
 sailor’s h

e
ad

Pe
cke

d
 at h

is h
at – plucke

d
 off a th

re
ad

C
arrie

d
 it b

ack to h
is w

aiting love
O

h
 love

 I
’ve

 b
rough

t you w
h
at I

 found
 along th

e
 w

ay

F
lora

 a
rise

F
lora arise

W
aking and

 stre
tch

ing
 G

o for th
e
 sun

M
aking and

 fe
tch

ing
T

ake
 care

 m
y love

H
ard

 tim
e
s are

 com
ing

I w
ill h

old
 on

I
 am

 your cousin
F

lora arise

W
h
at of th

e
 tim

e
W

h
e
n th

e
 troub

le
s of life

 th
e
y com

e
 crow

d
ing

H
ow

 to stay true
 to th

e
 vision insid

e
E

ve
ryth

ing grow
s

E
ve

ryth
ing ch

ange
s, re

acts and
 re

m
e
m

b
e
rs

E
ve

ryth
ing d

ie
s

F
lora arise

 ...

A
nd

 as you strive
F

or th
e
 ligh

t of conte
nt and

 fulfillm
e
nt

A
nd

 as you struggle
 to m

ake
 it alive

H
old

 out your h
and

K
now

 th
at I

’m
 w

ith
 you in ste

p and
 in fe

e
ling

H
e
re

 b
y your sid

e

F
lora arise... S

a
m
 S

p
a
rrow

U
p fle

w
 S

am
 S

parrow
 to h

is only ne
st

N
e
ve

r m
ind

 h
ow

 – h
e
 d

id
n’t know

B
ringing a crum

b
 to h

is only love
T

urning to go – fe
e
ling a pull

S
tay h

om
e
 and

 te
ll m

e
 w

h
at you saw

 along th
e
 w

ay

S
om

e
w

h
e
re

 on th
e
 spinning glob

e
L
ove

 is fre
sh

ly w
oke

n
W

h
y not catch

 a floating spark
W

h
ile

 grow
ing old

H
alf th

e
 w

orld
 is alw

ays d
ark

H
alf your life

 w
as stole

n
T

oo m
uch

 says th
e
 w

id
e
 e

ye
d
 ow

l
M

e
nd

 us cry your b
roke

n d
re

am
s

A
nd

 I
 know

 ...

Y
our song still floats th

in from
 th

e
 sh

ad
ow

s w
ith

in –
in th

e
 lap of m

y h
e
arth

 I
 pe

rce
ive

 you
T

h
ough

 th
e
 story ne

ve
r stop nor th

e
 sh

ad
ow

s give
you up I

 sh
all not d

e
ny nor d

e
ce

ive
 you

W
arm

 in th
e
 arm

s of m
y fad

ing d
re

am
s – com

e
 h

om
e

– com
e
 h

om
e
 – you know

 th
e
 w

ay
I
’m

 all your ow
n – you’re

 w
arm

 – I
’m

 h
om

e
 –

h
ow

 could
 I

 d
e
sire

 to le
ave

 you
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c
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f
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W
h
a
t sh

e
 sa

id

         S
h
e
 said

 th
e
 d

ust of th
e
 w

h
irlw

ind
 of m

y
        se

ve
nth

 m
oth

e
r

cut d
e
e
p w

e
d
ge

s in m
y ch

e
e
kb

one
s h

e
re

 and
 h

e
re

I
 pre

fe
r to sle

e
p h

alf d
row

ne
d
 in soft b

lanke
ts

b
ut now

 I
 lie

 w
ake

ful und
e
r a h

e
avy quilt of clay

and
 rub

b
le

b
roke

n b
roke

n m
y d

re
am

 of anoth
e
r w

orld
b
roke

n m
y skull b

roke
n th

e
 cage

 around
 m

y h
e
art

m
y h

e
ad

d
re

ss of gold
 and

 lapis lazuli w
ill outlive

 m
e

forever
b
ut m

y silve
r com

b
 w

ill succum
b
 to th

e
 acid

 se
cre

tions
of m

y d
e
com

posing b
od

y
I
 w

alke
d
 into th

e
 b

urial vault w
ith

 m
y se

ve
n stone

d
siste

rs at m
y sid

e
and

 th
ough

 I
 too h

ad
 d

runk th
e
 sickly d

raugh
t m

y h
e
ad

w
as cle

ar as w
e
 sang

close
r close

r to our d
re

am
 of anoth

e
r w

orld
close

ly w
e
 follow

 you our h
usb

and
 our guid

e

th
e
 ox

e
n clum

sily b
acke

d
 th

e
ir h

e
avy cart d

ow
n th

e
ram

p
th

e
 cre

aking and
 b

e
llow

ing ringing around
 and

 around
our und

e
rground

 ch
am

b
e
r

th
e
 slave

s guard
ing th

e
 se

ale
d
 d

oor stood
 im

passive
ly

b
y th

e
ir spe

ars
ne

ve
r spe

aking a w
ord

 of th
e
ir strange

 language

sh
e
 said

 I’ll b
e
 sile

nt and
 still for six

ty tim
e
s six

ty
years
th

e
n a prob

ing pick w
ill find

 m
e
 and

 I’ll te
ll m

y story
slow

ly and
 sile

ntly
I
 th

ough
t m

y king w
ould

 le
ad

 m
e
 th

rough
 th

e
 d

arkne
ss

to a sh
ining w

orld
b
ut h

e
’s le

ft m
e
 froze

n in th
e
 h

ot clay
m

y journe
y’s unfinish

e
d
 and

 I’m
 unfulfille

d
b
roke

n b
roke

n m
y d

re
am

 of th
e
 god

s and
 th

e
ir w

orld
b
roke

n m
y e

ye
s or h

as th
e
 w

orld
 gone

 d
ark

F
ly on th

rough
 th

e
 nigh

t – I
’ll b

e
 w

aiting and
 w

atch
ing

I
’m

 sure
 of th

e
 prom

ise
 in th

e
 cre

sce
nt of your sm

ile
A

nd
 th

ough
 you are

 gone
 on your ow

n lone
ly journe

y
I
n th

e
 h

e
art of m

y h
e
art you’re

 d
e
e
p insid

e

T
h
e
 7

 d
e
a
d
ly
 p

la
stics

T
h
e
se

 are
 th

e
 7

 d
e
ad

ly plastics
L
e
t e

ach
 one

 take
 a b

ow
.

T
h
is is num

b
e
r 1 and

 it’s PE
T

A
nd

 it’s b
ad

 for you and
 it’s b

ad
 for m

e
I
t le

ach
e
s m

any poisons such
 as ace

tald
e
h
yd

e
T

h
e
y fe

d
 it to th

e
ir rats ’til h

alf of th
e
m

 d
ie

d
T

h
e
y sh

ot it in th
e
 m

ouse
’s gut and

 in th
e
 d

og’s ve
in

M
ad

e
 ’e

m
 sick in th

e
 live

r and
 b

lood
 and

 e
ye

s and
kid

ne
y and

 b
lad

d
e
r and

 b
rain.

T
h
e
se

 are
 th

e
 7

 d
e
ad

ly plastics
L
e
t e

ach
 one

 take
 a b

ow
.

T
h
is is num

b
e
r 2

, H
D

PE
,

A
nd

 it’s b
ad

 for you and
 it’s b

ad
 for m

e
L
ike

 all th
e
 oth

e
r plastics, th

e
y m

ake
 it using tox

ics
I
t ge

ne
rate

s a flood
 of h

azard
ous w

aste
A

nd
 th

e
 pe

ople
 in th

e
 factorie

s ge
t h

e
ad

ach
e
s, num

b
ex

trem
ities,

E
m

ph
yse

m
a, tum

ours, live
r d

am
age

 in th
e
 w

orkplace
.

... A
nd

 th
is is num

b
e
r 3

 and
 it’s PV

C
A

nd
 it’s b

ad
 for you and

 it’s b
ad

 for m
e

H
orm

one
 d

isruptor, live
r and

 te
sticle

 cance
r,

B
irth

 d
e
fe

cts and
 le

arning d
isab

ilitie
s

It’s in B
arb

ie
 d

olls and
 te

e
th

ing rings, m
oth

e
r’s m

ilk
and

 food
 w

rappings
It fills th

e
 air w

ith
 d

iox
ins and

 PC
B

s.

... A
nd

 th
is is num

b
e
r 4

, L
D

PE
,

A
nd

 it’s b
ad

 for you and
 it’s b

ad
 for m

e
A

nd
 th

e
y m

ake
 it using b

e
nze

ne
, w

h
ich

 cause
s

le
uke

m
ia,

F
atigue

, h
e
ad

ach
e
s, nause

a, ne
rvousne

ss, insom
nia

A
nd

 th
e
y m

ake
 it using se

ve
ral oth

e
r nasty th

ings
b
e
sid

e
s

I
nclud

ing h
e
x
ane

 and
 carcinoge

nic h
yd

rope
rox

id
e
s.

... T
h
is is num

b
e
r 5

 and
 it’s polypropyle

ne
A

nd
 it’s b

ad
 for you and

 it’s b
ad

 for m
e

A
nd

 th
e
y d

ope
 it up w

ith
 ch

rom
ium

 and
 colour it w

ith
le

ad
S

o it m
e
sse

s up your b
od

y w
h
ile

 it m
e
sse

s up your
h
e
ad

.

... T
h
is is num

b
e
r 6

 and
 it’s polystyre

ne
A

nd
 it’s b

ad
 for you and

 it’s b
ad

 for m
e

M
e
nstrual and

 ne
urotox

ic d
islocation

S
pre

ad
ing th

rough
 th

e
 food

 and
 d

rink of e
ve

ry nation
I
t m

ake
s your fat ce

lls its long te
rm

 h
om

e
A

nd
 it re

ach
e
s in your ovary and

 tw
e
aks a ch

rom
osom

e
.

... A
nd

 th
is is num

b
e
r 7

 and
 it’s polycarb

onate
A

nd
 it’s b

ad
 for you and

 it’s b
ad

 for m
e

I
t ge

ts you in th
e
 e

nd
ocrine

, h
its b

ab
ie

s m
uch

 th
e

w
orst

S
o w

e
 m

ake
 sure

 th
at th

e
y d

rink it in w
ith

 e
ve

ry b
ab

y
th

irst

Y
e
s it’s use

d
 to m

ake
 th

e
ir b

ab
y b

ottle
s -

oh
 w

h
at joy

Pre
tty polycarb

onate
 for e

ve
ry girl and

 b
oy.

T
h
e
se

 are
 th

e
 7

 d
e
ad

ly plastics
Y

ou know
 th

e
m

 all b
y now

B
ut b

e
fore

 you start to w
ond

e
r w

h
y th

e
y’re

 h
e
re

and
 w

h
at th

e
y’re

 for
Y

ou’ll b
e
 ple

ase
d
 to know

 th
at th

e
re

 are
 9

0
,0

0
0

m
ore.

O
ld
 la

d
y
 e

le
p
h
a
nt a

nd
 y

oung la
d
y
 m

ouse

O
ld

 lad
y  e

le
ph

ant lie
s on th

e
 ground

B
lind

 and
 lam

e
, tire

d
 and

 d
aze

d
,

S
h
orn of b

oth
 h

e
r tusks

S
h
e
 d

oe
sn’t know

 h
ow

 long gone
N

ot long now
 to go

Y
oung lad

y m
ouse

 soon ve
nture

s out
O

h
 h

ow
 h

e
r nose

 is atw
itch

S
o sm

all so b
rave

 – sh
e
’s th

e
 e

le
ph

ant’s frie
nd

O
ld

 lad
y e

le
ph

ant, w
h
y lie

 you d
ow

n?
Y

ou are
 our crow

n and
 our joy

W
ith

out you all th
e
 w

orld
 w

ill b
e
 b

are

O
ld

 lad
y e

le
ph

ant b
re

ath
e
s th

rough
 th

e
 d

usk
Y

oung lad
y m

ouse
, ple

ase
 h

e
lp m

e
 out

Y
ou are

 m
y only h

ope
 now

I
 h

ave
 nob

od
y e

lse
 to sh

ow
 m

e
 h

om
e

I
’m

 so far from
 h

om
e
 – h

e
re

 com
e
s nigh

t
A

ll is calm
 and

 cool

Y
ou a

re
 th

e
 M

oon

T
h
e
 w

alk th
rough

 th
e
 d

ay is a long lone
ly journe

y
T

h
e
 w

orld
 h

as no room
 for th

e
 ne

e
d
s of th

e
 h

e
art

B
ut th

e
 M

oon com
e
s to say th

e
re

’s a re
ason for living

Y
ou and

 I
 face

 to face
 and

 m
y d

re
am

s can start

A
nd

 you are
 th

e
 M

oon and
 th

e
 m

oon is m
y love

r
T

h
e
 w

orld
’s full of joy w

h
e
ne

ve
r you’re

 h
e
re

Y
ou call out m

y nam
e
 and

 w
e
 fly th

rough
 th

e
 h

e
ave

ns
T

h
e
n th

e
 d

ark take
s com

m
and

 and
 you d

isappe
ar

F
ly on th

rough
 th

e
 nigh

t – I
’ll b

e
 w

aiting and
 w

atch
ing

I
’m

 sure
 of th

e
 prom

ise
 in th

e
 cre

sce
nt of your sm

ile
A

nd
 w

h
ile

 you are
 gone

 on your ow
n lone

ly journe
y

Y
ou’ll stay on in th

e
 glow

 of m
y m

oonstruck e
ye

s

T
h
e
re

’s a sound
 like

 a sigh
 – it’s m

y m
e
m

orie
s w

aking
L
ong ago far aw

ay you first cast your spe
ll

T
h
rough

 th
e
 m

ist sh
one

 a face
 th

at I
’ve

 ne
ve

r lost
sigh

t of
I’m

 caugh
t up in your tid

e
s and

 you’re
 sh

ining still

A
nd

 you are
 th

e
 M

oon ...

E
a
ch

 le
a
f h

a
s a

 story

M
y love

r h
e
 le

ft m
e
 and

 not of m
y ch

oosing
H

e
 h

e
ard

 th
e
 d

rum
 and

 w
e
nt off to w

ar
A

nd
 oh

 d
id

 h
e
 th

ink th
e
n of all h

e
 w

as losing
A

nd
 I

’ve
 lost m

ore
 oh

 d
arling com

e
 h

om
e

C
h
orus:

E
ach

 le
af h

as a story, grow
s gold

, know
s glory

A
nd

 falls b
ack to th

e
 com

m
on ground

T
h
e
y gave

 m
e
 th

e
 b

ulle
t th

at sh
atte

re
d
 h

is b
od

y
U

pon m
y b

re
ast I’m

 w
e
aring it still

A
nd

 so h
e
 stays w

ith
 m

e
 th

rough
 good

 d
ays and

 b
ad

d
ays

T
h
e
 long d

ay’s toil th
e
 w

e
ary nigh

t’s re
st

It’s forty ye
ars gone

 since
 w

e
 up and

 got m
arrie

d
H

ow
 proud

 w
e
 stood

 m
y love

r and
 I

A
nd

 th
e
 m

usic w
as sw

e
e
t b

ut th
e
 w

h
ole

 th
ing w

as
h
urried

H
e
 m

ad
e
 h

is vow
 and

 m
arch

e
d
 off for good

A
nd

 I
 se

e
 h

im
 now

 ye
s h

e
’s stand

ing b
e
fore

 m
e

W
ith

 h
e
ad

 h
e
ld

 h
igh

 m
y love

r h
e
 stand

s
In th

e
 form

 of h
is grand

son and
 m

ine
 h

e
re

 b
e
fore

 m
e

T
h
e
 sam

e
 fine

 h
and

s and
 w

and
e
ring e

ye

T
ruly says th

e
 m

ouse
 I

 know
 your pain and

 I
 e

m
path

ize
w

ith
 you

B
ut w

h
e
n I

 try to lift you up, you’re
 m

ore
 th

an I
 can

b
e
ar – I

 know
 w

h
at to d

o
L
e
t m

e
 go for now

 and
 I

’ll fe
tch

 m
y frie

nd
s and

 you’ll
soon b

e
 h

om
e
 again

H
e
re

 com
e
 th

e
 m

ice
, rab

b
its and

 rats,
S

quirre
ls and

 b
utte

rflie
s too

E
ach

 to th
e
ir place

, sh
aring th

e
ir stre

ngth
L
ift h

e
r an inch

 from
 th

e
 ground

S
tagge

ring once
, ste

ad
ying tw

ice
N

ow
 th

e
y’re

 b
e
ginning to m

ove

A
nd

 as th
e
y h

e
ave

 and
 h

um
p and

 h
uff

W
afte

d
 b

y a th
ousand

 w
ings

Y
oung lad

y m
ouse

 sh
e
 sw

e
e
tly sings

W
e
’ll carry toge

th
e
r th

e
 old

 lad
y e

le
ph

ant
W

e
’ll carry toge

th
e
r th

e
 old

 lad
y e

le
ph

ant
W

e
’ll carry th

e
 old

 lad
y e

le
ph

ant b
ack h

om
e

A
nd

 so th
e
y strive

 and
 ne

ve
r b

ow
T

h
e
y d

o th
e
ir b

e
st and

 d
o it now

A
nd

 all th
e
 w

h
ile

 th
e
y sing th

e
ir song

W
e
’ll carry ...

A
nd

 so w
e
’ll strive

 and
 ne

ve
r b

ow
W

e
’ll d

o our b
e
st and

 d
o it now

A
nd

 it h
e
lps to sing along

W
e
’ll carry ...

J
a
iy
a

I
 d

on’t know
 w

h
e
nce

 nor h
ow

 you arrive
d

W
ith

 your coat full of se
e
d
s of b

arle
y

I
 b

rush
e
d
 th

e
m

 all aw
ay and

 I
 b

le
w

 th
e
m

 to th
e
 w

ind
A

nd
 I

 saw
 you w

e
re

 sle
e
k and

 h
ard

y
S

o I
 fe

d
 you cre

am
 and

 I
 fe

d
 you crust

A
nd

 I
 se

t you to d
ig m

y gard
e
n

J
aiya

A
t th

e
 w

aning of th
e
 d

ay you d
e
clare

d
 I

 w
ant no pay

T
h
ough

 I
’ve

 only th
e
 coat I

’m
 w

e
aring

B
ut I crave

 one
 nigh

t in a re
al fe

ath
e
r b

e
d

F
or th

e
 w

inte
r is sure

ly ne
aring

J
aiya

S
o I

 w
arm

e
d
 m

y b
e
d
 w

ith
 you and

 your coat
U

naw
are

 of th
e
 first snow

 falling
B

ut th
e
 nigh

t gre
w

 long as th
e
 w

inte
r itse

lf
Y

ou arose
 w

ith
 th

e
 spring, still yaw

ning
J

aiya

A
nd

 th
e
 w

ay you le
ft w

as th
e
 w

ay you cam
e

N
o w

ord
, no w

h
e
re

, no w
arning

A
nd

 w
h
o know

s w
h
e
th

e
r or w

h
e
n you’ll b

e
 b

ack
In d

ay, nigh
t, d

usk or m
orning

J
aiya
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 b
y T

. G
. V

a
n
in

i
w
w
w
.p
r
in

c
e
s
o
f
s
e
r
e
n
d
ip
.in

f
o

  T
h
e
 old

 m
a
n a

nd
 y

ou

           A
n old

 m
an live

d
 all alone

 insid
e
 a nutsh

e
ll

          floating up and
 d

ow
n on th

e
 se

a
        d

id
n’t h

ave
 m

uch
 b

ut kne
w

 h
ow

 to b
e

you know
 th

at e
ve

ryw
h
e
re

 h
e
 m

ove
d
 th

ose
 fish

 w
e
re

laugh
ing

you w
e
re

 stand
ing on th

e
 stony sh

ore
and

 h
e
 calle

d
 out to you from

 afar

so you say you b
e
 good

so you say you b
e
 fre

e
so you say you b

e
lie

ve
 in w

e

and
 along th

e
 stony sh

ore
 you found

 a se
ash

e
ll

d
ragge

d
 it th

rough
 th

e
 foam

 to th
e
 se

a
and

 you se
t sail m

ost grace
fully

and
 you saile

d
 b

e
yond

 th
e
 island

s of conte
ntm

e
nt

to th
e
 land

 of th
e
 roving sw

an
and

 a voice
 from

 afar d
re

w
 you on

so you say you b
e
 good

 ...

w
h
e
n you found

 th
at age

d
 m

an insid
e
 h

is nutsh
e
ll

all h
e
 d

id
 w

as sh
ow

 you an e
gg

and
 h

e
 said

 th
at’s for you w

h
e
n you’re

 b
ig

all th
e
 silve

r and
 th

e
 gold

 insid
e
 th

is e
ggsh

e
ll

w
h
e
re

’s th
e
 spoon you ne

e
d
 to scoop th

e
m

 out?
h
ow

e
ve

r e
lse

 w
ill you stay afloat?

S
o you say you b

e
 good

so you say you b
e
 fre

e
so you say you b

e
lie

ve
 in w

e
so w

e
 say w

e
 b

e
 good

so w
e
 say w

e
 b

e
 fre

e
so w

e
 say w

e
 b

e
lie

ve
 in w

e

T
o a

 B
a
rre

d
 O

w
l

O
nce

 upon a tranquil afte
rnoon

U
nd

e
rne

ath
 a carnival of cloud

s
T

h
rough

 th
e
 sum

m
e
r h

aze
 I

 b
rie

fly saw
 you

S
itting on a ch

e
stnut oak

N
ow

 I
’m

 in a d
ark and

 lone
ly room

L
iving out th

e
 w

inte
r’s icy h

e
art

E
ve

ry tim
e
 I

 close
 m

y e
ye

s I
’m

 w
ith

 you
S

le
e
ping in your h

id
d
e
n lair

I
 w

ant you to know
 th

at you’re
 still on m

y m
ind

T
h
e
 d

ays com
e
 and

 go, and
 you’re

 still on m
y m

ind
I
’m

 h
igh

 and
 I

’m
 low

, b
ut you’re

 still on m
y m

ind
A

ll th
e
 tale

s of glory are
 ne

w
ly told

Y
e
s th

e
y’re

 ne
w

ly told

I
 w

ond
e
r if you h

ave
 a place

 to go
N

ow
 th

at w
e
’re

 d
isturb

ing your re
pose

B
ringing our m

ach
ine

s to cle
ar th

e
 fore

st
C

utting d
ow

n your ch
e
stnut oak

I
 w

ant you to know
 th

at I
’m

 still on your sid
e

T
h
e
 d

ays com
e
 and

 go, and
 I

’m
 still on your sid

e
I’m

 h
igh

 and
 I’m

 low
, b

ut I’m
 still on your sid

e
A

ll our crooke
d
 path

w
ays are

 ove
rgrow

n
Y

es th
ey’re overgrow

n

I
 w

ant you to know
 th

at I
’m

 fine
 on m

y ow
n

T
h
e
 d

ays com
e
 and

 go, and
 I

’m
 fine

 on m
y ow

n
I’m

 h
igh

 and
 I’m

 low
, b

ut I’m
 fine

 on m
y ow

n
T

h
e
 ch

e
stnut oak h

as falle
n and

 I
’m

 falle
n too

Y
e
s I’m

 falle
n too

O
nce

 upon a tranquil afte
rnoon

U
nd

e
rne

ath
 a carnival of cloud

s
T

h
rough

 th
e
 sum

m
e
r h

aze
 I

 b
rie

fly saw
 you

S
itting on a ch

e
stnut oak

A
ll y

ou h
a
ve

W
h
e
n I

 w
as a young spark

no-one
 sh

ow
e
d
 m

e
 h

ow
 to m

ake
 a flam

e
and

 h
ow

 not to h
ow

 not to b
urn to ash

now
 e

ve
ry tim

e
 I

 strike
 a m

atch
I
 know

 I
’ll se

t th
e
 h

ouse
 to sh

am
e

I’m
 so sorry I’m

 so sorry m
y ch

ild

so h
e
re

’s th
e
 sun and

 h
e
re

’s th
e
 glass

I
’ll h

e
lp you e

arn your m
id

d
le

 nam
e

I
 love

 playing I
 love

 playing w
ith

 you

and
 w

h
e
n I

’m
 just a glim

m
e
r

you’ll fe
e
l m

e
 b

urning just th
e
 sam

e
as you m

um
b
le

 as you m
um

b
le

 th
is song

S
top at th

e
 d

oor
pause

 b
e
fore

 you’re
 gone

 at last
you’re

 on your ow
n at last

h
oping for m

ore
all you h

ave
 is all you’re

 going to ge
t

A
ll you h

ave
 is yours

you know
 you’ll ne

ve
r h

ave
 it tw

ice
it b

urns th
rough

 you it b
urns th

rough
 you

th
e
re

’s noth
ing you can d

o
nor can I

 re
sist your h

appy face
I’ve

 no m
uscle

 I’ve
 no m

uscle
 for th

at

b
e
cause

 of you I
’m

 h
e
re

b
e
cause

 of you I
 know

 m
y place

you’re
 m

y pre
cious you’re

 m
y pre

cious

W
h
y d

id
 I

 d
o th

at and
 th

at and
 th

at and
 th

at
(glum

 glum
 glum

)
e
ch

oe
s th

rough
 th

e
 w

h
ispe

ring galle
ry

(glum
 glum

 glum
)

ch
oppy surface

 w
e
t sw

e
e
t d

e
pth

s
all in your ow

n sw
e
e
t stony voice

(glum
 glum

 glum
)

(glum
 glum

 glum
)

w
e
 spat a tw

iste
d
 span of d

rib
b
le

th
e
 rope

w
alk split th

e
 skull for sure

b
ut one

 d
ay m

y true
 w

ill com
e
 d

re
am

one
 d

ay th
e
 curfe

w
 on laugh

te
r w

ill b
e
 lifte

d
th

e
 lone

ly h
e
ron w

ill re
claim

 h
e
r lone

ly ne
st

S
top at th

e
 d

oor
te

ll m
e
 h

ow
 I

 le
t you d

ow
n

h
ow

 I put you d
ow

n
h
oping for m

ore
all you ge

t is all you h
ave

 in th
e
 w

orld

you’re
 w

aiting for th
e
 m

om
e
nt

w
h
e
n e

ve
ry d

oub
t h

as le
ft your m

ind
and

 you’ll ne
ve

r you’ll ne
ve

r b
e
 th

e
re

I
’m

 giving you no answ
e
rs

noth
ing to se

e
k is w

h
at you find

th
e
re

’s no h
e
ave

n th
e
re

’s no h
e
ave

n

and
 w

h
e
n you se

e
 m

e
 trying

to b
e
 okay to b

e
 around

you’ll know
 b

e
tte

r you’ll know
 b

e
tte

r w
h
at I

 m
e
an

S
top at th

e
 d

oor
no-one

 h
ad

 to pull you h
e
re

or h
ad

 to call you h
e
re

h
oping for m

ore
now

h
e
re

 to go and
 th

at’s w
h
e
re

 you are

N
ow

 m
y b

lood
 h

as coole
d
 into rock

(glum
 glum

 glum
)

run your finge
rs th

rough
 m

y grave
l

e
ve

ryth
ing e

ve
ryw

h
e
re

’s b
ursting w

ith
 passion

crash
ing and

 cracking
sim

ple
st pe

b
b
le

s flow
 th

e
 faste

st

th
e
 iron age

 is alm
ost ove

r
only a b

illion or so ye
ars to run

sw
e
lling your ch

e
e
ks

living on tiptoe
sing w

h
e
n you’re

 alm
ost alm

ost asle
e
p

w
h
e
n you’re

 alm
ost alm

ost asle
e
p

(glum
 glum

 glum
)

M
ira

nd
a

W
h
e
n M

irand
a caugh

t m
e
 h

id
ing in th

e
 cupb

oard
 on th

e
land

ing
S

h
e
 w

as te
nd

e
r and

 confid
ing – d

id
n’t w

orry or scold
I
t w

as soon sh
e
 h

ad
 m

e
 te

lling all th
e
 troub

le
s I

 w
as

fe
e
ling

I found
 m

yse
lf forge

tting I w
as young sh

e
 w

as old

O
ld

e
r th

an old
 b

ut now
 I’m

 old
e
r still

O
ld

e
r th

an old
 b

ut still I
 know

 h
e
r w

e
ll

A
nd

 I
 told

 h
e
r of th

e
 m

orning w
h
e
n m

y w
orld

 w
as just

b
e
ginning

H
ow

 m
y m

e
m

ory of talking it just slippe
d
 aw

ay
I
 w

as h
uffing I

 w
as h

um
m

ing b
ut th

e
 w

ord
s th

e
y w

e
re

not com
ing

T
ill at last I

 took to sh
rugging for w

h
at could

 I
 say

S
o in tim

e
 sh

e
 le

ft m
e
 nod

d
ing in m

y ne
st am

ong th
e

b
e
d
d
ing

A
nd

 th
e
 m

orning found
 m

e
 w

aking w
ith

out m
y young

fears
A

nd
 as once

 m
ore

 th
e
 S

un w
as clim

b
ing and

 th
e
 air

itse
lf w

as sh
ining

S
h
e
 still sang in th

e
 offing th

at I w
as in h

e
rs

P
lutonium
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