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FLY BY NIGHT

I Anthem 428 [Les- Lifeson-Paart]

? Best | Cam 728 (Les)

i Beneath, Between, & Behind 505
{Lifesan-Peart)

4 By=Tor & The Snow Dog 240
I &t The Tobes OF Hades

i Il Aeross The Styx
1 OFf The Battle
I¥ Epilogue (Lee-Lifeson-Peart)

5 Fly By Might 3:27 (Les-Peact)

& Making Memories 3.00
{Lea=Lifeson=-Peart)

7 Rivendell 5:01 [Lee-Peart)

8 ln The End 553 (Loa-Lifazea)
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CARESS OF STEEL

1 Bastille Day 4;42
2 | Think I'm Going Bald .43
5 Lakeside Park 4:i2
4 The Necromancer 12:37
I Inte The Darkness
It Under The Shadow
i Return OF The Prince
5 The Foundtain OFf Lamenth 20:068
I In The Yalley
Il Didacts & NHarpets
i Mo one At The Bridge
I¥ Panacea
¥ Bacchus Plateau
¥l The Fountain

All songs wiitten by Lee, Lifesan and Peart

Hush are
Leddy Lee — bass and vocals.

Alex Lifeson — & and 12 string, electric and acoustic guitars,

clagsical guitar, steel guitar.
Heil Peart — paroussion.

Bastille Day

There's no bread let them eat cake
There's no end o what they'll take
Flaunt the fruits of noble hirth

Wash the salt into the earth

But they're marching to Bastille Day

La guillotine will claim her bloody prize
Free the dungeons of the innocent

The king will kneel, and lee his kingdom rise

Bloodstained velvet, dirty lace
Maked fear on every face

See them bow their heads o die
As we would bow as they rode by

And we're marching o Bastille Day

La guillotine will claim her bloody prize
Sing, o choirs of cacophony

The king has kneeled, to bet his kingdom rise

Lessons taught, but never learned
All round us anger burns

Guide the fature by the past

Long ago the mould was cast

For they marched up to Bastille Day

La guillotine = claimed her bloody pnze
Hear the echoes of the centuries

Power isn't all thar money buys

Bearrisville, Pittsbongh, Lisrivdlle

| Think I'm Golng Bald

I looked in the mirror today

My eves just didn't seem so bright
I've lost a few more hairs;

[ think I'm going bald

I think I'm going bald

Seems like only yesterday

We would sit and talk of dreams all E,-ﬁ'g
Dreams of vouth —




And simple truths
How we're 50 involved
So invalved with life

Walk down vaniey fair
Memory lane everywhere
Wall Street shuffles there
Dressed in flowing hair

Once we loved the flowers

Mow we ask the price of the land
Crnee we would ke water

But now it must be wine

Mow we've been

And now we've seen

What price peace of mind

Take a piece of my mind

My life is slipping away
I'm aging every day

But even when I'm grey
I'll still be grey my way

Sagiraps; Fort Wrgrst, Lasding:

Lakeside Park

Midway hawkers calling

Try your luck with me
Merry-go-round wheezing
The same old melody

A thousand ten cent wonders
Who could ask for more

A pocketful of silver

The key to heaven's door

Lakeside Park

Willows in the breeze

Lakeside Park

S0 many memories

Laughing rides

Midway lights

Shining stars on summer nights

Days of barefoot freedom
Racing with the waves
Nights of starlic secrets
Crackling drifwood Aames
Drrinking by the lighthouse
Still we saw the magic
Fading every year

Everyone would gather
On the mwenty fourth of May
Sitting in the sand

— e

To watch the fireworks display
Dancing fires on the beach
Singing songs together
Though it's just a memory
Some memories last forever

Sovgth Bend, Saginaw, Teora Hacte, Clrgirnat

The Hecromancer

A Short Story by Rush

Into Darkness
As grey traces of dawn tinge the eastern sky, the three
travellers, men of Willow Dale, emerge from the forest
shadow: Fording the River Dawn, they turn south,
journeying into the dark and forbidding lands of the
Necromancer. Even now the intensicy of his dread
power can be felt, weakening the body and saddening
the heart. Ultimately they will become empty, mindless
spectres. Stripped of will and soul. Only a thirse for
freedom gives them hunger for vengeance...

Silence shrouds the forest

As the birds announce the dawn
Three travellers ford the river
And southward journey on

The road is lined with peril

The air is charged with fear
The shadow of his nearness
Weighs like iron tears

Under The Shadow
Shreds of black cloud loom in overcast skies,

the Necromancer keeps watch with his magic prism
eves. He views all his lands and is already aware of
the three helpless invaders trapped in his lair...

Erooding in his tower
Warching o'er his land
Holding every creature
Helplessly they stand
Gaze into his prisms
Enowing they are near
Lead them to the dungeons
Spectres numb with fear
They bow defeated

Return of the Prince
Enter the Champion, Prince By-Tor appears
to bartle for freedom from chains of long years,
The spell has been broken...the Dark Lands are
bright, the Wraith of the Necromancer soars away...
in the night

Stealthily amacking
By-Tor slays his foe
The men are free to run now
From labyrinths below
The Wraith of Mecromancer
Shadows through the sky
Another land to darken
With evil prism eye...
Los rgales, Taronts
F

Terminat hora diem; terminat auctor op s




The Fountain of Lamneth
In The Valley

I am bormn
Iam me

I am new

I am free
Look at re

I am young
Sight unseesn
Life unsung...

My eyes have just been opened
And they're open very wide
Images around me

Don't identify inside

Just one blur I recognize

The one that soothes and feeds
My way of life is easy

And as simple are my needs

Yet my eyes are deawn toward
The mountain in the east
Facinates and captivates

Gives my heart no peace

The mountain holds the sunrise
In the prison of the night

Till bursting forth from rocky chains

The valley floods with light

Living one long sunrise
For to me all things are new

I've never watched the sky grow pale

Or strolled through fields of dew
I do not know of dust o duse

I live from breath to breath

I liwe to climb thar mountain to
The Eountain of Lammneth

Bramuwile, Sllants

Didacts & Narpets
Listen...

Bepmaile, Tooonio

No-one At The Bridge

Crying back to consciousness
The coldness grips my skin
The sky is pitching vielently
Drawn by shricking winds
Seaspray blurs my vizion
‘Waves roll by so fast

Save my ship of freedom

I'm laghed helpless to the mast

Call our for direction

And there’s no one there o steer
Shout our for salvation

But there's no one there to hear
Cry out supplication

For the maelstrom 15 near
Scream out desperation

But no one cares to hear

Remembering when firse I held
The wheel in my own hands




I ook the helm so eagerly
And sailed for distant lands
But now the sea"s too heavy
And [ just don’t understand
Why must my crew desen me
When [ need a guiding hand

Basssiville, Dallas, Soush Bend

Panacea

The whireness of confusion
Iz unfolding from my mind
[ stare around in wonder
Have I left miy life behind

[ catch the scent of ambergris
And turn my head... surprised
My gaze ks caught and held
And [ am helpless, mesmerized

Panacea - liquid grace

Oh let me touch your fragile face
Enchantment falls around me
And [ know [ cannot leave

Here's a meaning for my life

A sheleer from the storm
Pacify my troubles with

Her body soft and warm
Maked in pur unity

A smile for every tear

Gentle hands that promise me
Comiffort through the years
Yet I know [ must be gone

Before the light of dawn

Panaced — passion pure

I can't resist your gentle lure
My heart will lie beside you

And miy wandering body grieves

Bearmgwibe, Coupes Chelaii, Alania

Bacchus Plateay

Another endless day

Silhouertes of grey

Another glass of wine

Drink with eyes that shine

To days withous that chill ax morning
MWights time out of mind

Draw another goblet
From the cask of "43
Crimson misty memory
Hazy glimpse of me
Give me back my wonder
- [I've something more to give
[ guess it doesn’t matter
—  There's not muoch more to live

Another foggy dawn

The mountain almost gone
Anather doubtful fear

The road is not so clear

My soul grows ever weary, and...
The end is ever near

Atants, Beamiwils, Horthampban Penn
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The Fountain

Look... the mist is rising

And sun is peeking through
See, the steps grow lighter
As | reach their final few
Hear, the dancing waters

I must be drawing near

Feel, my heart is pounding
With embattled hope and fear

Mow, at last 1 fall before

The Fountain of Lamneth
Ithought I would be singing
Bt I'm tired. .. owt of breath
Many journeys end here

But, the secret's told the same
Life is just a candle

And a dream muast give it flame

The key, the end, the answer
Stripped of their disguise

Still it's all confusion

And tears spring to my eves
Though I've reached a signpost
It's really not the end

Like Old 5ol’ behind the mountain
I'll be coming up again...

I'm in motion
[ am still

[ am crying

[ am still

I'm together

I'm apart
I'm forever
At the start

Still... Tam
Beampelle, Chicago, Dallas, Lansing, Detroit, Loussyilie
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i Ovarture

(Lee—Lifeson=Peart)

Il The Temples OF Syrinx

{Le#—Lifezsan—Peart)

i1l Discovery

{ Lifeson—Paarth

I'¥ Presentation
{Lifesan—Peadt)

v Oracle: The Dream
[Lee=Lifesen=Peart)

Vi Soliloguy
[Lee—Lileson=Pasrt)

¥il Grand Finale
(Lee—Lifeson—Peart)

2 A Passage To Bangkok 335

{Lee—LHeson - Peart]
3 The Twilight Zone 320
{Lee=Lifesan=Fearth
4 Lesgons 3:57
[Lifesan)
5 Tears 3:35
{Lee)

& Something For Mothing 3:59

[Lee=Peart)
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Lyrics by Meil Peart
With acknowledgement ko the gendus of Ayn Rand

I Cwerture
And the meek shall inberit the Earth.
Il The Temples of Syrinx

oo THee mossive grey wells of the Temples rise from the Heart
af every Federatiom city. [ have always beem awed by them, to
think that every single facet of every 1ife is regulated and
directed from within! Our books, aur mustc, our work and play
are all looked after by the benavolent wisdom of the priets..."

We've taken care of everything
The words you read

The songs you sing

The pictures that give pleasure
Tir your eye

Oae for all and all for one
Work together

Common sons

Mever need to wonder

Hovw or why

We are the priests

Of the Temples of Syrinx

Our great compaters

Fill the hallowed halks

We are the priests )



Of the Temples of Syrinx
All the gifts of life
Are held within our walls

Look around this wiorld we've made
Equality

Our stock in rade

Come and join the Brotherhood

Of Man

What a nice contented world

Let the banners

Be unfurled

Hobd the Red Star proudly

High in hand

[l Discovery

v Behiind my beloved watesfall, in the litthe Room that was
hidden beneath the cave, I found it. I brushed away the dust of
the years, and picked it up, holding it reverently in my hards.
I had o iden what it might be, but it was beautifisl®....

o] learned 1o lay my fingers across the wires, and to turn the
keys to make them sound differently. As | struck the wires with
my other hand, [ produced my first harmoniows sownds, and
soon my osn music! How different it could be from the music
of the Temples! [ can't wait to tell the priests about it!...."

What can thizs strange device be?

When I touch it, it gives forth a sound
It"s got wires that vibrate, and give music
What can this thing be that | found?

See how it sings like 2 sad heart

And joyously screams out its pain
Chords that build high like a mountain
Or notes that fall gendy, like rin

I can't wait to share this new wonder
The people will all see its light

Let them all make their own music

The priests praise my name on this night

IV Presentation

eI thie sudden silence as | finished playing, I looked up to a
circle of grim, expressionbess fares, Father Brown rase to kis
Jfeet, and his somnolent voice echoed throughout the silent
Temple Hall."....

~.."Instead of the gratefil joy that | expected, they were words
af quict rejection! Instead of praise; sullen dismissal. I watched
in shock and horrer a5 Father Brown ground my precious
instrument to splinters beneath his feet...."

I know it's most unusal

T comie before you so

Buot I've found an ancient mirache

I thought that you should know

Listen to my music

And hear what it can do

There's something here as strong as life
1 know that it will reach you

The Priest:

Yes we know
It's nothing new

[t's just 2 waste of time

We have no need for ancient ways
Our world is doing fine
Another oy

That helped destroy

The elder race of man

Forget about your silly whim

It doesn't fit the plan

I can't believe you're saying
These things just can't be true
Ourworld could use this beauty
Just think what we might do

The Priests:

Don't annoy us further

We have our work 1o do
Just think about the average
What us have they for you?

V Oracle: The Dream

weee | UESS it w15 @ dream, but even noaw it all seems 5o wivid
to me. Clearly yet I so¢ the beckoning hand of the eracle as he
stood at the summit of the staiose”....

.o see still the incredible beauty of the soulptured cities, and
the pure spirit of man revealed in the lives and works of this
world, [ was ovenohelmed by both wonder and understanding
as | saw a completely different way to life, o way that hod
bern crushed by the Federation long ago. | saw now how
meaningless life had become with boss of all these things....”

| wandered home through silent streets
And fell in a fitful sleep

Escape to realms bevond the nighe
Dream = can’t you show me light

I stand atop a spiral stair
An oracle confronts me there
He leads me on, light years away

Through astral nights, galactic days

I see the work of gifted hands

Grace this strange and wondrous land
1 see the hand of man arise

With hungry mind and open eyes

They left our planets long ago

The elder race still learn and grow
Their power grows with purpose strong
To claim the home, where they belong

Home to tear the Temples down
Home to change -

VI Soliloguy

«.."] have mot Left this cave for days row, it has become my

last refusge in my total despair, [ have only the music of the

waterfall to comfort me new, | ean no longer live under the

control of the Federation, but there is no other place to go. My

last hope is that with my death | may par"__raé-wndd af
|

my dream, and know peace at last.” .[-___'.,'! 3




The sleep is soll in my eyes
The dream is still in my head
I heave a sigh, and sadly smile
And lie awhile in bed

1wish that it might come to pass
Mot fade like all my dreams

Just think ofwhat my life mighe be
In a world like I have seen

[ don'e think [ can carry on

This cold and empay life

My spirits are low, in depths of despair
My lifeblood

Spills over.....
VII Grand Finale

A Passage To Bangkok

Lytics by Mel Peart

Owur first stop is in Bogota

To check Colombian fields

The natives smile and pass along
A sample of their yield

Sweet Jamaican pipe dreams
Golden Acapulco nights

Then Moroceo, and the East,

Fly by moming light

We're on the train to Bangkok

Aboard the Thailand Express
We'll hit the stops along the way
Wi only stop for the best

Weathered in smoke in Lehanon
‘We burn the midnight odl

The fragrance of Afghanistan
Rewards a long day’s toil
Pulling into Katmmandu

Smoke rings fill the air
Perfumed by a Mepal night

The Express gets you there

The Twilight Zone

Lyrics by Meil Peart

A pleasant faced man steps up (o greet you
He smiles and says he's pleased mo meet vou
Beneath his hat the strangeness lies

Take it off, he's got three eyves

Truth is false and logic kost

Mow the fourth dimension is crossed

You have entered the Twilight Zone

Beyond this world strange things are known
Use the key, unbock the door

See what your fate might have in store
Come explore your dreams' creation

Enter this world of imagination

Wake up lost in an empty town
Wondering why no one else is arou

L
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Look up to see a giant boy

You've just become his brand new toy
Mo escape, no place to hide

Here where Time and Space collide

Lessans

Lyrics by dlex Lifesan

Sweet memories  Flashing very quickly by
Reminding me  Giving me a reason why

I know that My goal is more than a thought
I'll be there  When I teach what I've been taught

You know we've mold you before
But vou didn’t hear us then

So you still question why

You didn’c listen again

Sweet memories | never thought it would be like this
Reminding me  Just how close | came to missing

I know that  This is the way for me o go

You'll be there  When you know what [ know

Tears

Lyrics by Geddy Lee

All of the seasons
And all of the days
All of the reasons
Why I've felt this way
5o long

S0 long

The lost in that feeling
1 looked in your eyes

I noticed emotion

And that you had cried
For me

I can see

What would touch me deeper
Tears that fall from eyes

Thar only cry?

Would it touch you deeper
Than tears that fall from eyes
That know why?

A lifetime of questions
Tears on your chesk
I casted the answers
And my body was weak

For you
The truth

Something For Nothing

Lyrics by Meil Peart

Wairing for the winds of change
To sweep the clouds away
Wairing For the riinbow's end
To cast its gold your way
Countless ways

You pass the days

You don’t get something for nothing
You don't get fréedom for free

You won't get wise

With the sleep still in your eyes

Mo matter what your dream might be

Waiting for someone to call
And murn your word around
Looking for an answer to

The questions you have found
Looking for

An open door

What your cwn is your owmn kingdom
What you do is your own glory
What you love is yOuUr 0wn power

What you live is your own story
In your head is the answer

Let it guide you along

Let your heart be the anchor
And the beat of your own song
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