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D1 Get a Stick

ticks R\ »
Onefthat’s'straight Te =
Open up your pocket knife Pick a favor.ate_%pot ‘
t'Shottoolate . Situnderatree | .
Trimoff the trigs Listen to the forest = .
Shave the bark Listen to the sky. = :

It’s not an exact design Soon you'll hear the chorus

Not a ctart And the reason why: i ‘
. 3
We have been hére
All along |
We have offered you
Our song ‘/
You have come here » :,
To rest i ;
J\Jowv';‘v-. Breathe deeply i Lk
Now y 0 U're ready for the rocks Fill your chest ‘ -t i{
. %ﬁ'gﬁlénd S We exhale i
5 Take some water N; ~ You live
Don’t plan the }_' JTC 8 - We connect
The wind will carry you- & We give ‘
Use all your senses . You can take
Turn off your phon€ : = i But as a friend...
You can save the charge p g . Selfishness -~}
For if you have to call home ! Will bring ourend
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fEhink we were strangers-
re in ‘_E‘m:‘“' e

ouU in 'yrouii".da'ily planner

and me in gy head e

and me 'rJ 0\ head 4

You'll tur of‘f the reading lamp,

llllie here awake.

In t

just to
you'll |
and tell r

You're not even It
\
you don't even care pi »‘lf

you've put on your make-up, &
you've combed out yoUfhair, -

You've gone to the office,
you'll be eating with friends--- ‘

you'll be dining on French champagne.

and little gingerbread men
little gingerbread men. v [
Ollie Ollie Ollie oxen-free

Gingerbread Man

I'm the Gmge,g.brehd man

I'm the Gingerbread man._
You'd think we were strangergs_rz
you might think w% were dead--—

but | don't see how you can sleep

with all these crumbs in our bed
all these crumbs in the bed.
Ollie Ollie Ollie oxen- -free
run fast as you can,’

You'll never catch uL to me
I'm the Glngerbreéd man
I'm the Glngerbread' man.
I'm the Gingerbreaa’-,man
I'm the Gingerbreac'_man.
You'd think we were strangers,
you might think we

but I don't see how you can sleep
with all these crumps in our bed
all these crumbs in he bed.  ~
Ollie Ollie Ollie oxehtfree

run fast as you can
You'll never catch
1'm the Gingerbread man

g

t/vere dead--- 4

—




U3 0rying to Rhyme
o orning | wake up %(
Ce that | take up
this world is large

«.4»

| fdw

edin uy doggle% &
ake'some toast and coffee

gentle that rhym es

Love all above us .
Care everywhere to s

Peace at the battle lines

.

Kindness at all times

v

"

e 7

"7.{',‘, ”§

Love all @ e

nere to share
Peace at th;e"rbé' tle Iin§§
Kindness at all imes

Vi

All | want is sonﬂ@thmg’genﬁé that
rhymes -~ ”
- <
gentle that rhymes 5
gentle that rhymes
gentle that rhyméjs
gentle that rhym fs
, 'l ;

In the morning | ;ake up %
see the space that | take up : 'e
| know... this world is large E

i o i
| see my face in t _\ mirror ,}
Same face, only n kérer L
To dying... to living... ‘

I’'m not in charge

I’'m just a gentle
Trying to rhyme
Trying to rhyme _
Trying to rhyme
Trying to rhyme §

)
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D4 love You Perfectly
~gr
R ]
All tt é things I've done =
All the thlngs | could do W|thout w
J /Jl - 24 :
A e = K' *o.'.).
(ou are the one who sees me through k’#f . ~
Oh and it's me . ’
NN g v
o |
=
B |
eauty there, on the surface shining
- e
Oh'it's you - C : M
YOou are. .{
i ‘-
Oh, ye | i3
._ a3
GO ‘ C : '_
. skt 3 .
W'» :Jr-c‘:‘ "this danc ; il
; .rJ‘ -‘day an eve \ §‘.

Oh and it's me
Gonna try to love yoi
Oh it's you

You are the one who sees me tﬁrough
Yeah, yeah and it's me |
Gonna try to love you perfectly.

Perfectly, - e

(,:‘~

Gonna try to Iove you perfec‘tly
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dWorkaias once a have-to
\ drag'yourself there to do
joungime and gather your pay
Untild found the vocation. = %
that knew r y name and called
upon me from my core

rather than my bills

“amily— the 6¢

ant of all— the one’
the rest to keep,

ber to get them downawhile | | <
still can, but family... “They’ll uTiderstand”

| think, but should they have to?

r

a/" ; i
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) These Three Remain.
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e lodg:
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.the stars are far away.‘f;‘ 5
mialone within the eye g
urricane &
| can feel'the people wonderi‘gg i
’ P - S L /)
Just wondering - Z - ;"g
y.is just like yesterday 2 a8 ¥ >
. | #
 to live inside this skin . 7

Ay

0 have to give myself

Your voice,

IVIly ham

comes to you

My nam

When sile

[instrumental]
Today the stars are fafaw Gk y

Today I’'m alone withi

o

Of a hurricane 4
Today | can feel the people woLderinﬁg

Just wondering g }
Today is just like yesterday
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U/ gySky

1 e ;"':;"

ning, and the sky is gr&y

Onialblisy o one knows what to say

nd l m ot reaIIy sure where I'm gomg today

As te ars stream down th|s wmdow - B
¥ ¥ ¥,

3 x
o = P
=
=

o v e R
| thought | ‘V'n'q'ig'ht come and stay for awhile : é . &
Ewhat's between us is more than just miles -
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Thig'\}\/indow...
This window...
This window...
This window...
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te Revelations

Nhite revelatlons are alwayts%so dark

s Mien Kampf or Noah’s Ark
Smust die-for the chosen to live

ifritiég Iifted like dregs from a sieve

White revelatlons ‘they’re white re\hgatlons " 8

White reve 1at|ons oh they’re white revelations 5 2N .

White revelatlons 2

dream of ivory keys < 4 ’c
Twixt ebo "hal_f-steps, key of C =
Supreme is é/jsion'from under the hood {
The burnin; beating, Attila the Rude f
White r- V eﬁa n_é, they’re white revelations )
White rag, aaa%: oh they’re white revelations ‘}
White reve » ;
ly beneath the bold light : §
st, conquerist blight 3 e i

White revelations
It’s handy, of coursé; 0’ S from heaveq

That come without evidence, q.mpathy or leaven
Sparking brave hymns of the d(!)wntr_odden children

Of gods to stand over all others, or kill them i;

White revelations, they’re white revelations ,’

No white revelations, no more \/Nhite revelations

No white revelations, we need no more white revelations

No more whlte revelatlons

/ /



09 Silent Time

S
3 : s *-- : ¥
lent time is always ﬁllea:wnh sun v
I SUMMERtime or winter, even night with the curtains dra B
Curtains drawn... curtains drawn L3

| have dreamed such dreams of massive cities... compllcated Iandscapes

Whereifrie nds and enemies and strahgers live and die, are born again -
. ooh the silent time. 8 =
] n_ce.'.. ooh the silent time. |
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even night with the curta s’d7%wn‘ : <
Ooh the silent time. ¢ ' }
Silence... ooh the silent time. ‘

Silence... ooh the silent time.
Silence... ooh the silent time.
Silence...
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10 Flying Home

On parade k|
aumr _ '
Dirth s'i ‘i'g'ade(
td no school days .

stful,of da delion
n 't' e Wi d the seeds are ﬂylng
Home ﬂylng home

rJ/rr fr ome, flying home.

Weekdays under the weight of the world
Then hon

me/pluck

Soon I'll be pushing he er
Home, I'll be home  w® | <
Flying home, we are always ﬂyT]g home

Flying home, flying home, i ;
Flying home, we are always ﬂylr)g home.
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11 l"-ther Year, My Love

S 2 &

?iil'
o>

9 , Gl
egone another year ar&und the sun
nother ;you’re my only one Lo
Here we are amid the stars above ~>
£ G il a8 e
Viy-love s aly - ‘

.

“moment we opened this tale
I’'m fondest of

1es back around 1

1d the next is down
But yougpresenceibeside me’s enough

g ST

My love

’s your daygo cel S '

Just one beginning har
¥ ~ But I'll sing about.€
My love ‘

My love
One more time aroun
My love

b
With you my love ‘
My love
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‘C‘i;.‘;

:,, \Wong -4
‘new only-o e song
t wa 's'n’.t'sé short one
No, it was qwte Iong
5 it on Sundays

And often at mght

yoq; j:-hought it would never

Went to his shop »
To develop a stopper
Win’s singer to sto

And the whole town cam Og&;v
To assist with the c iy

v
They’d all had experie

Torch and pitchforking “\

But before they could shut her |

Young Winifred paused /

She took a deep breath -
Consternation she caused
For the village just wanted

- "S42Winifred’s Long Song

T

For their Iac;lzofkood rest

But they soon reallzed £ a
That without W‘T#fred
Their town had NO music 4
Their hearts were all dead
Because griping’s not lovely 35
Complaints never'rhyme

And just bitching Iéills beauty

Of all types and kinds

Win said, “I'll stop - g
But just for awhile’ D
But Ill sing you a short one ;f,
For even one smil ;’g
The town clown, Bee-doodles 5,
Said, “I've got one ere"’ L

From ear to big ea

And Winifred grin
She’d found her s@|
Bee-doodles and
Walked out the t



