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PRESTO
SHOW DON'T TELL

heowe mmany timies. do you hear t7
it goas on all day kong
avaryona knows everything

0 SIS BVER WITNG

Al Ifar

wha can you belave?

it's hard to play it sate

but apart from a few good friends
war don't take anything on faith
wrlil Lahar

Show Dan't Ted

SHOW ME DONT TELL ME
You've figured out the scora
SHOW ME DON'T TELL ME
I"vr hetard it all bafore
SHOW ME DON'T TELL ME
| don't care what you say
SHOW ME DON'T TELL ME

you can twist percaplions
resality won't budge

you can raise objections

| il iy Ehvi jucicp
and the fury

Il giver it due reflection
watching from the fence
giwe the jury direction
based on the evidence
I, ther fury

SHOW ME DONT TELL ME
Hey—order in the courd
SHOW ME DONT TELL ME
Lat’s try to kisep it Shorl
SHOW ME DONT TELL ME
Enough of your demands
SHOW ME DONT TELL ME
Witness take the stand
SHOW ME DONT TELL ME

SHOW ME DONT TELL ME
Hey —order in the ot
SHOW ME DONT TELL ME
Let’s try 1o keep it shor
SHOW ME DON'T TELL ME
| don't cane what you say
SHOW ME DON'T TELL ME
Let’s saa exhibit A

CHAIN LIGHTNING

emergy B contaglous

enthusiasm spreads

tides respond fo lunar gravitation
averything tums in synchronoaes relation

laughter is infectious

excitemant goes 1o my head

winds are stired by planats in rotation
sparks ignite and spread new information

respond, vibrate, feed back, resonats

sun dogs fine on the horizon
redear rain Sts acnoss the nigii
thiz moment may be brial

bt If can be so bright

hopa ts epldemic
optimism spreads
bitternass breeds imritation
ignorance breeds imitation

Surr dhogs fine on the harizon
reteor rin stirs across the night
this marment rmay be bril

but it can be so bright
reflacted i another source of Noht
when the momeant dies

the spark =i fes

raffacted in anothar peir of eyes

drgams ang somelimes calching
desire goes to my head

love responds to your invvitation
love responds to magination

respond, vibrate, feed back, resonmxa

THE PASS

prowd swagger out of the schoobyand
waiting for tha word's applause
rabyal without a conscisnca

maryr without 2 cause

static on your frequency
electrical storm in your vains
raging at unreachable ghory
straining at invisible chains

and now you're trermbling on a rochy edge
staring down into a heartiess sea
can't Boe e on & moors edog

nodhing’s wihal you thought i woukd be

All of us gat lost in the darkness
Dreamars laam o steer by the stars
Al of us do time in the gutter
Draamaars furm B look o the: s

b around and furm around and fim anound

Turn arcamnd and walk the razor's edge
Don’t tum your back
And slam the door on me

it's not as if this barricade
bliocks the only road

it'"s not as if you're all alone
in wanting to exploda

someons sat a bad examphe
made surender seem all right
the act of a nolbls wamior
who lost the will to fight

and now you'ne trembling on a rocky ledge
slaring dewn into a heartiess Saa

e wilh [ife o 8 Fasors adge
nothing's what pou thowght / wold be

no hero in your tragedy

na daring in your ascapa

na Ssilutes for your sumender
nething mobile in o Exle
Chish, what have you done?

WAR PAINT

girl batore the mirror
appraises her disguise
child becomse a mather
fries to fix hir ayes

na i of his excuses



i A o b toCny

she can keep her fantasy
if shie can gel away

painf far ramd on & ane-way streat
painfed chesks will angry haal
wounded pride on painfed ayes
paint the might with battlecries

all puffed up with vanity

wir 50 whal we wanl fo 508
fo fhve Deaudifid and the wise
the miror always es

boy befora the mirror

chacks his camouflage
polishes his anmor

and the charger in the garage
o mMore lame axcises

it has 1o ba tonight

ha can take the princass

if h can take the fight

poung the avems wilh martia baar
pound the streels with marching feat
wownded pride, distored eyes
painf the night with balflecries

all peffed up with vanity

we soa whal we wanl o ses
ta the powsdul and the wisa
the miror always fes

boys and girts together
mistake conceit for pride
—ambétion for illusion
—dreams for self-delusion
girls and boys together

see whal i is we lack
boys and girls together
let's paint the mirror black
paint it black

SCARS

I've stood wpon my mountainkop
and shouted at the sky

walked above the pavement
with my senses amplified

=1 gt thiz fealimg

all iy merves ang naked wings
tendar to the touch

sometimes super-senaltive
but who can care too much?
—1 gt this Fealing

Sears of plassuns
Scars of pain
Almasphanc changes
Make fharm Sensilive moain

aach emational Injury

beaves behind its mark

sometimes thay come tumbling out
like shadows in the dark

=i ged this feeling

wihan | think albouwt all | have saan
and all I'l never sea

whan | think about the peopla
whao hana opaned up o me

=| geai thiz feslimg

snow falls deep arcund rmy housa
and holds the winler Eghl

I'v hieagrd the Bons hunting

in the Serengeti night

—I gat thiz fealing

forasts tumed to factories

and river, sea, and sky

hungey child in the deseart

and the flies that clowd her eyes
—I gat thiz feaiing

Flagsue lpaves a fingempring
A5 surely as martal pain

in memares they rasonaie
And echo back again

PRESTO

M T cowlel weave iy mage wand..

1 am made from the dust of the stars
and the oceans flow in my wains
hetre | hiche in the: hisard of the city
Bke a siranger coming oul al tha rain

the evening planse fses up from the rumsay

ovar constellations of light
| kpok dowwn indo a million houses
and wonder what you'né daing bonight

i I cowld wave my magc wand
I'd make everything all right

I'm ot one to balieve in magic
Bt | somelimes have a second-sight

' not one with a sevse of proportion
When my heart St changes ovenmight

I had a dream of & winter garden
a midinkght rendezvous

silver, blue, and frozen silence
what a food | was for you

I had a drearn of the open waber

I was swimming away out 1o sea
g0 deep | could never touch bottom
what & fool | used to be

i1 could wirve ) magic wand
I'd set evarybody free

I'm not one to beleve in magic
Though my memoary has a second-sight
' not ane o go pointing my finger
When I radvate mone hesl than Gght

don't ask me

I'mi just imiprovising

rrry illusion of carelass flight
CiEn'l you Ses

rrry temparature’s rising

| Fadiate more haat than light

don't ask me

I'm just symgpathizing

rrry illusions a harmbess fight
Can't you ses

rriy temperature’s rising

I radiate more haat than light



SUPERCONDUCTOR

packaged like a rebel or 3 hero
arged mass appeal

bo make an audience feal

he really means it

package the llusson of perscna
careful to conceal

the fact that she's only too real
she's got to screan it

hit you in a soff place

a melody 50 Sweal

a sfrong and simple bed!
il your coen glance o

Walch his every move
SUPERCONDUCTOR
Orchestrate (liusions
SUPERCONDUCTOR
Watch his evary move
SUPERCONDUCTOR
Hoping you'l baleve
Designing o ceceng
Thai's errlerfaimrrssd

i cian put a target on he market
hask in your applause

resality withdranws

now e bealieves it

the role bacomes the actor
she's addicted to applause
the stage & world becausa
ghe never leaves il

hit you in a soft place
with sentimental easa
they know the fanissies
thet you romance o

Waitch her awary mowe
SUPERCONDUCTOR

She can manipalate reactions
SUPERCONDLUCTOR

Watch her every move
SUPERCONDUCTOR

Firt the donkeys on her tal
Fantasy for zala

That's emtertainment.

ANAGRAM (for Mongo)

thara's a snake coming out of the darkness
parade from paradise

end thee reed lor eden

chase the draams of menchandise

there g tic and (o n atomes
leaders make a deal

the cosmic is langely comic

a con they couldn't conceal

There is mz safe seal at the feast
Take your best stab at the beast
The night is turning fhin
The saint is turning fo Sin

raisa the art to resistance
diangar dare 1o be grand
pride reduced to humble pie
dinmonds down 1o sand

taka heart from earth and weathor
the baghtness of niw Birh

bkl Fuart froem th harngst
shave the harsest frorm the earh

Regsoning is partly insansg
Image just an eyaless game
The might i3 tumibng thin
The zadn iz tmdng bo sin

miracles will kave thair claimers
more will bow to Roma

ha and she are in the hoesa
bt thera"s onby me at homa

Aose s o rose of splendor
pomed bo respond in e end
lenaly things lilke nights,

I find, end finer with a friend

I haar i the rate of har heart
A tear in the heat of the art

The night tums thin
The sainl turns fo sin

RED TIDE

mdture RS Some new pladues

16 run in ol streéats
histony Some mew wrinkla

wii ang doomed to repeal
fugrtivies af the bedlnoom cioor
fovers nadse fo find an opean store
Fairt is burning on the forest Toor
and the red boe ksses fhe 2hore

THIS IS NOT A FALSE ALARLY
THIS IS NOT A TEST

stay out of the sun

it only bums my shin

shy full of potaosn

and tha atraspherna’s too thin
hiess the sun, the rain no more
miwar running ke an opan sore
black wind falfing o the acean foor
and the red tide washes ashorg

THIS IS NOT A FALSE ALARM
THIS IS NOT A TEST
Nowhere we can iy away
Nowhsane we can rast

The party k= disrupted by

An uninvited guest

deadline approaches

for the weary land

it used to be somiathing

but e bt it nen dowm in our hands
foo late for debate, oo bad lo ignore
duuel reballion eads o open war
bring a sea-change to the factory floor
a5 the red ige covers the shong

Meow's the time to turn the tide
Mevw"s the time to fight

Let us not go gendly

To the endiess winter might
MNow's the time to make the timea
‘Whila hope ks still in sight

Let us not go gently

To the endiass winter might



HAND OVER FIST

hand g st

paper around the sfone
scissovs cul the paper

ol the paper fo the Bome
hand over fist

paper arourd the sfone
scissovs cul the paper

and ihe rock must stand alone

| could disappear into the crowd

but nat if | keep my head in the clouds

| could walk away =0 proud

it's easy encwgh i you den't laugh too loud

| thought | was okay alone

wait for the postman and the telaphone
lost in & world of my cwn

| thought | could run alons

thought | could run through the night alone

Hand over hamnd
Doasn't seam so much
Hand over hand

Is the strevngth of the common touch

you flalk as we walk along

you never imagined | could be S0 wrong
hurniming your favorite song

you kndw 1" hated that song for S0 long

Ficvey il Wil @er agreng?

libo thi rest of the world

win gronw farther apart

| swar you don’t Esten 1o e
hilding my hand to my heart
hlding my fist to my racing hean

Take a walk outsnde mysalf
In sorme axaic end

(GGreat a passing slranger
Fesl the stremgth in his hand
Fesal the wonld expand

I foal mey spirt reslst

Bt | epen wp my fist
Lay hand ovar hand over
Hand ovar fist

AVAILABLE LIGHT

the restlass wind

has sean all things

in every kind of light

rising with the full moon

to go howling through the night

the sleepless wind

has heard all things

babwesn the sea and sky

in ther canyons of the city

you can hear the buildings cry

afr thar wind civy civry

&V the voices of the Sea
ofy the wind civy civry

&l e pohoes ome o me

Fun with wind and weather

To the music of the sea

All four winds together

Can't bring the workd to me

Chase the wind around the workd

| want to look at life—In the available light

plary of Eght

a photograph

e way | used to be

some hall-forgotten stranger
doesn’t mean that much to me

trick af light

micving pichure

morments caught in ight
miake the shadows darker

ar the colors ghing too bright

ah the light can carry
aif tha wislons of the saa
ah the light can carry
aif the images to me

Riun to light from shadow

Sun gives me no rest

Promize offered in the east

Broken in the west

Chasa the sun around the word

| want ta ook at life<In the available light

Al four winds together

Can't bring the world to me

Shadows hida the play of Eght

So much | want 1o sea

Chase the light arcund the world

I want ta ook at [e=In the availabla light

I'N go with the wind
I'N stand in the ight

ROLL THE BONES
DREAMLINE

He's got a road magp of Jupiter

A radar fix on the stars

All along the highway

She's got a liquid-crystal compass
A, piciure book of the rivers

Lindar the Sahara

Thay fravel in fhe tire af the propheds

On a desert highway straight to the heart of the sun
Like fovers and haeroes,

and e resihess ool of gveryone

We're only at home when we'ne on the run

On the nan

He's got a star map of Hollywood
A list of cheap mabeds

Al along the freeway

She's got a sister out in Vegas
The proméze of a decent job

Far away from her homeatown

They traval an the road fo redemption

A highway out of yestarday — that fomarrow will Beimg
Like lovers and haroes, binds in the last days of spring
Wae're only at home when we're on the wing

On the wing

WHEM WE ARE YOUNG

WANDERING THE FACE OF THE EARTH
WONDERING WHAT CUR DREAMS

MIGHT BE WORTH

LEARMIMNG THAT WE'RE OhLY IMMORTAL—
FOR A LIMITED TIME
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Teme k= a gypsy caravan

Steals away In the might

T leave you stranded in Dreamiand
Distanca is a long-rangs fither
Memory a fickiring light

Left behind in the heartlamnd

W traval in the dank of the new moon

A stamy highway fraced o the map of the shy
Lifer Eovers and heroes,

fanedy &5 he eaghe’s cry

We're only af home when wa'ne on the fiy

On the fiy

We travel on the read fo adveniue

O @ desert highway straight fo the hearf of the awn
Like fovers and heroes,

and fha restless part of everyons

We're only at home when we're on the run

On the ran...

BRAVADO

i we burm our wings

Flying too closa to the sun

I ther mamant of glony

I5 over befors it’s begun

H thee dream is won—

Though everyhing S lost

W will pay the price,

But wa will not count the cost

Whan the dust has cleared
And vichory denied

A sUmmit 1o lofty

River a Fitla oo wida

I we keep our pride—

L

Though parsdiss is lost
We will pay the price,
But we will not count the cost

And if the music stops

There's enly the sound of the rain
All the hope and glory

All the sacrfice in vain

If llove remaing

Though everything i bost

YW will pay the paica,

But wea will not count the cost

ROLL THE BONES

Wall, you can stake that claim—

Good work is the key to good fortune
Winners take that praise

Losars seldom take that blame

If they don't take that game

And sometimes the winner takes nothing
Wi draw our own designs

But fortune has to make that frame

We go et in the word and fake our chances
Fata iz just the waight of cleumsiancas
That's tha way that dy kck dances
Roll the bonaes

Why are we hera?
Bacause we'ne hers,
Roll the bonas

Why does it happen?
Because if heppens.
Roll the bones

Faith i cold as ice—

Why are litthe ones bom only to suffer
Far the want af immunity

Or 8 bowl of ca’?

Wedl, who would hold a price

OUn tha heads of tha innccant childran
If there's soma immortal powes

To control the dice?

Wa come into the word and fake our chances
Fate iz fust the weight of circumslances
That's the way that lady luck dances
Rall the bones...

Jack —relax.

Gat busy with the facts.

Mo zodiacs or almenacs,

Mo maniacs in polyester slacks.
Just the facts.

Gonna kick some ghteus max.
it's a parallax—ywou dig?

Yiou move around

The small gets big. it's a rig.
H's action—reaction—
Randam mferaction.

So who's afraid

Of a little abstraction?

Can't gat no satisfacton

From the facts?

Battar run, homeaboy—

A Tact’s afact

Froem Mome to Rome, boy,

What's tha deal? Spin the whael,

If the dice are hot—take a ahat.

Play your cards. Show us what you got—
What you'ra halding,

If the cards are cold,

Don't go folding.

Lady luck is gobden;

She favors the bold. That's cold.

Stop throwing slones—

The might has a thousand saxophonas.
5o get out there and rock,

And roll the bones,

Get busyl

FACE UP

You turn my head

| spdn my wiheals
Rurnining cn amgpty —
Yiou know how that feals

Iy an @ roll fdaw—

O is it & shge?

Can't be too caraf

With thef cdangerous pride

If | could only reach that ofal insige
And lurn it up

FACE UP—Face up or you can only back down
FACE UP—Hit the target, or you better hit the ground
FACE UP—There's still time to lum the game ansund
FACE WP =Tumn it up—

Or turn that wild card down

Tharn if wp

Dion't complain

Dion't explain

I don't think my new resche
Can stand the strain

IFr it ) EprehdE now—

O fg df & rend? w
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! need some feadback

Sut ail the lines are ot

I gt 50 angry, bwdt | keep my mouth shof
And turm it up

You get all squesnsd up inside
Like the days werns carved in stone
You gat all wired up inside

And it's bad to be alone

Yiou can go out, you can lake a ride
And wiven you get cut on your own
You get all smaothed out inside
And it's good 1o be akone
Turm it up

WHERE'S MY THING?
(Part IV, "Gangster

Of Boats” Trilogy)
(instrumental)

THE BIG WHEEL

Wigll, | was only a kid—

dicki’t know enough to be afraid

Playing the gama, but not the

way the big boys played

Mothing 1o lose—maybe | had something
to trade

The way the blg whesl spins

Wall, | was only a kid, on a holy crusade

| placed no frust in a faith that was ready-made
Take no chances on paradise delayed

S0 | do a show fade

PLAYIMG FOR TIME

D't want to wait for heaven
LOOKING FOR LOVE

For an angel to forgive my sins
PLAYING WITH FIRE

Chasing something new to believe in
LOOKING FOR LOVE

The way the big whesl spins

Well, | was only a kid, cnssing arcund in a trance
Prizomer of fate, victm of clrcumstance

I was lined up for glory, but tha tickeis

sold out n sdvance

Thia way the blg wheel spins

Well, | waes anly & kid, gones without

a backward glance

Going for broke, going for ancther chance
Hoping for heaven —hoping for a fine romance
If | do the rght dance

Whea! goes round, landing on a hwist of faith
Taking your chances you N have fhe

rigit answers

Whar the fnal judgrment begins

Whes! goes round, landing on a lesp of fate
Life redirected In ways ungxpeched
Somatimas the odd number wins

The wiy the big whesl spins

HERESY

All around that dull gray world
From Moscow o Bedin
People storm the barricades
Walls go tumibling in

The counter-revolution

People smiling through their tears
Yo can give them back their ves
And all thoss wasted years?

All those preclous wasted years—
Who will pay?

Al arcund that dull gray world
O idealogy

People storm the marketplace
And buy up fanasy

The countar-ravolution

At the counter of a store

People bay the things they want
And borrow for a little more

All those wasted yedrs

All those precious, wasted years
Who wail pay?

Do wr have to be forgiving af ast?
What alde can wa do?

Do we have o say goodbye fo the past?
Yes, | guess we do

Al around this great big warkd

All the crap we had to take

Bambs and basemant fallout shelars
Al our livies at stake

The bloody revalution

All the warheads in its wake

All the fear and suffering —

All a big mistake

Al those wasted yaars

Al those pracious, wasted years
Who will pay?

GHOST OF A CHANCE

Like a milion litthe dooreays

All the choices we made

All the stages we passed through
All tha roles we planed

S0 many different directions.

Dur separate paths might have turmed
With esvery door that we opened
Every baidge that we burned

Somahow wa find aéach othar

| DON'T BELIEVE W DESTINY
O THE GUIDING HAND OF FATE
I DON'T BELIEVE IM FOREVER
OR LOVE AS A MYSTICAL STATE

| ON'T BELIEVE IN THE STARS OR THE PLANETS

DR ANGELS WATCHING FROM ABOVE

BUT | BELIEVE THERE'S A GHOST OF A CHANGE

WE CAN FIND SOMEONE TO LOVE
AND MAKE IT LAST

Like & million little crossroads
Thirough the backsireets of youth
Each time we turn a new comer
A tiny momient of truth

So many different connections
Cur separate paths might have made



With every door that we opened
Evary gama we playad

Sornatow wir find each aihar
Through ail that masquerade
Somahow we found each other
Somahow we have stayed

i a state of grace

NEUROTICA

You just don't gel it

What it Es...eell, you're not really Sure
Wioan e likie youne warlking on this ice
Tadking like wou'ng Sl ingecure

Time is a spiral— Space i3 a curve

| knaver you get dizzy, but try not o loss your nerva
Life iz a dismond you tum into dest

Waiting for rescue, and | know that you just
Dion't get it

You just don't gat #

Maurctica—Exdica

It just Erofica— Hypahotcs
"5 just Psychotica—Chaotica
s just Exotica—Meurotica

Yol just don't get it

Baby, don't you ask youraalf why?

H you don't ke the answer—forgat it
iou ko | hate to see you ory

Fortuna is random —Fate shoots from the hip

I know you get crazy, but try not to bose your grip
Lifa ks a diamond youw turn into dust

14

Looking for trust, and | know that you just
Don't get it
You just don't get i

ShNAR

Hide in your shell, let the world go to hell

It’s like: Russian roulatbe o you

ShAP

Swaat running cold, you can't face growing old
it's a personal threat 1o you

ShaAR

The waorld is a cage for your Impotent rage

Bud don’t let i get o youw

ShAR

YOU BET YOUR LIFE

Just another hunter, like & wolf n thé Sun
Just anothar junkie on & SConRG wn

Just another victirn of the things he has done
Just another day—in the Be of a loaded gun

THE 0005 GET EVEN—You name the game
THE 0005 GET EVEN—Tha stakes are tha sama
YOu BET YOLUR LIFE

Just ancthar winnar, pours his life down the drain
Just ancthar island in a huricana

Juest another ks, like a cak in the rain

Just anather day—in the path of a speeading train

THE QDDE GET EVEN—You name the game
THE QDDE GET EVEN—The slakes are the same
YOU BET ¥OUR LIFE

SF

anarchist repctionary running-dog revisionist
hirdu mustim cathols creationfevolutionist
raticnal romantic mystic cynical idealist

rinimal expreasioniat post-modem neo-sym bolist

amchalr recket scientist graffiti existentialst
deconstruction primitive performance photo-realst
be-bop or a cne-drop or a hip-hop lite-pop-rmetallisi
godd adult contermnparary urban country capitalist

Just anothar gypsy with a plastic guitar

Just ancther dancer with hér eyes on the starg
Just another dreamer who was going too far
Just another drunk—at the whesl of 8 stolen car

THE OD0S GET EVEN—You nama tha game
THE ODDS GET EVEN—The stakes are the same
YOL BET YOUR LIFE

COUNTERPARTS
ANIMATE

POLARIZE ME
SENSITIZE ME
CHRITICIZE ME
CIILIZE ME

COMPEMNSATE ME
AMIMATE ME
COMPLICATE ME
ELEVATE ME

Goddess in my garden
Sister in ry soul
Angel in my amor
Actress in my role

Daughter of a demon-lover
Emprass of the hidden face
Priestess of the pagan mother
Ancient queen of inner Space

Spirit in iy payche
Dioubalix in my rode
Alter in my image
Struggle for control

Mistreas of the dark unconscious
Mermaid of the lunar sea
Daughter of the great enchantress
Sister of the boy inside of ma

My countevpant =y foolish Hadr

A rmant st hedn fo il B tender pat
A wanring frand —a gendla frand

A rman roust bwd a forrass to defend

A zovral poa—a touch of grace

A man must lsam to give a iittle space
A peaceful state—g submissiva frait
A man must lsam to gantly domingde

STICEK IT OUT

Trust bo your instine

I it's safaly restrasned
Lightring reactions

Must be carefully trained

Heat of the moment
Cursa of the young

Spit out your anger
Dion't swalow your tongue

15



STICH IT OUT

Dan't swallow the poison
SPIT IT OUT

Don't swallow your price
STICK IT OUT

Don't swallow your anger
SPIT IT QLT

Dan't swallow the les

HMatural refles
Pandulum swing

You might be oo dizzy
Tia cho thv right thing

Trial under fire
Ultimate prood
Momant of crisis
Don't swallow the tnuth

STICH IT OUT

Each fime we bathe our reactions

s artificial Sght

Each fime we alter the focus
T rmafke tha Wiong move sesm gl

You get 50 used to deception

You ke yourself a nervows wreck
You gat 20 wsed lo Surrandar
Funning back 10 cover your neck

STICK IT OUT

14

CUT TO THE CHASE

It k= the fire that Bghts itsel

But it bumms with a restless flama
The armow on a moving tanged

Thee archer must be sure of his aim

It i= the engine that drves itself
But it chooses the wphill climb

A, baaring on magnatic north
Growing farther away all the tima
Gt Slo —mowing

Gt S — moiarg

Can't stop—

YOU MAY BE RIGHT

IT'S ALL A WASTE OF TIME

1 GUESS THAT S JUST A CHANCE
I'M FREPARED TO TAKE

A DAMGER I'M PREPARED TO FACE
CLIT TO THE CHASE

It iz the rochet that ignites dsel
And |launchas ts way 1o the stars
A driver on a busy freeway
Racing the oblivious cars

I's the motor of the westerm world
Spinning off to every axtrams
Pura as a lovaer's desire

Evil a5 a murderer's dream

Toung enough nal fo cane too much
Aboer! e way things wused o be

I'm youmg enouah fo remarmbar the fufive —
The past has ho clalm on me

I'm old encugh not fo cane oo much
About wihal you think of me

But l'm young anough fo remamber the futine

And e way things ought to b

WHAT KIND OF DIFFEREMCE
CAM OME PERSOMN MAKE?
CUT TO THE GHASE

NOBODY'S HERO

| knaw ha was different, in his sexuality

| wank to his parties, as the straight minority
It e Semed a threat 1o my masculinity
He onby introdeced me to a widesr reality

Az the years wenl by, we driffed apent
Whav | heard that he was gone

I et @ shadkow crogs my hoart

But he's nobody’s—

Herg—saves & drowning child
Cures o wisting disagsa
Hero—lands the crippled airplane
Sobves greal mystenas

Hero=mnot the handsome actor
Wha plays a haro's nobe
Hero—not tha glameas girl
Who'd love to sall her soul

if anybody's buying
NOBODY"S HERO

I didn't know the girl, but | knew har family
Al their lives were shatterad

in 2 nighirmang of brutality

They iry o carry on, iry 1o bear the agony

Try o hold sorme tath
in the goodness of humanity

As the yaars went by, we dnifted apart
Whan | heard thal she was gone

I fest @ shadfow cross my heart

Bul she's nobody's—

Hero—the volce of reason
Against the howling mok
Harg=—the pride of purpose
It wnrewarding job

Haro—not the chamgpson player
Who plays the perfect gamea
Mot the glamor boy

Who beves to sell his name
Evarybody's buying
NOBODY'S HERD

As the years wanl by, we driffod apent
Wi | heard thal you were gone
I fait & shadow cross rmy Baearf

Haro

BETWEEN SUN AND MOON

There is & lake babtwean sun and mMoon
Mot too many know about

In ther silence batween whisper and shout
The space betensen wonder and doulbt

This is a fine place

Shining face to face

Thasa bonfire lights i the mimar of gk

The space betersen wondar and why @

7



ahh yes fo yes to ahh ahh fo yes
wity the sun why the sun

There i3 a fine line between love and llusion—
A fine place to peneirate

The gap between actor and act

The lens betwean wishes and fact

This is a fine place
To hesitate

Those bonfire Bights in the lake of sky
The time between wonder and why

Some nead (o pray to the sun at high noon
Some need to howl at the midwinter moon
Reborm and baptized in 8 moment of grace
We just nead a break—
From the headlong race

ahh yas to yes to ahh ahh fo yes
wity the sun why the swun

ALIEN SHORE

You and I, we are sirangers by one chromosome
Shave 1o the hormone, body and soul

In & struggle 1o be happy and free
Swimming in a primitive sea

You and 1, we must dive balow the surface
A warld of red neon, and ultramseine
Shining bridges on the ocean floor
Reaching to the alien shore

Faor you and ma—Sax is not 8 compelition
Far you and ma—S5ex is not 8 fob descripdion
For you and ma—We agree

You and |, we are pressed into these solitudes
Caolor and culture, language and race

Just variations on a thema

Izlands in & much larger stream

For you and me—Race iz nol 8 compelition
For you and me—Race is not & definiion
For you and me—We agree

Reaching for the atien shore

Youw and |, we reject these namow attitudes
We add 1o each other, ke a conal reaf
Building bridges on the ocean floor
Reaching for the alien shora

For you and me=—Wea hold these fruths fo
be saif-avident

For you and me—Wa'd edact each

aithar prasident

For you and me—Wa might agree

But that's just ws

Aeaching for the alan shoe

THE SPEED OF LOVE

Love ts bomn with lightning bolts
Electro-magnetic force

Burning Skin and fireworks

A storm on raging course

Lika a forca of natura,

Love can fade with the stars at dawn
Somatimes it takes all your strangth
Just to keep holding on

At the speed of love

A radiance that fravels
Al the speed of lova

My heart goes out io you

Love i3 born with solar flares

From two magnetic poles
it moves toward a higher plane

Where two halves make two wholes

Like a force of nafure,

Lowve shings in many forms
O night we are bathed in lght
One day carmied away in storms
Al the speed of lkva

Hothing chamnges fastar

Thar the speed of love

Ay hoeart goes out fo you

Wa don't have to talk

We don't even have to touch
| can fesl your presance
In the sllence that we share
Gt to keep on moving

At the speed of lowve
Nothing changes faster
Than the speed of love
Giot to keep on shining

Al the speed of love
Mothing charnges fasier
Than the speed of love
My heart goes oul fo you

DOUBLE AGENT

Where would you rather be?
Anywiens bul here

When will the time be right?
Anytine but now

On the edge of sleep,

| was drifting for half tha night
Anxious and restless,

pressed down by the darkness
Bound up and wound up so tight

So many decisions, a millon revisions
Caught batween darkness and lghit...

Wildermesa of mirrors

World of polished sieel

Gears and iron chains

Tumn the grinding wheel

I run betweean the shadows

Some are phantoms, Some are real

Whene would you rather be?
Anywhene but herg

Wihan wall the fime be mght?
Anytime but now

The douwbt and e fear

! know wowld all disappear
Anywhare but hara

On the adge of skeap,

I haard woices behind the door

The known and the namelass,
familiar and faceless

My angels and my demons at war
Which omne will loss—depends on what | chooss
Or maybe which voice | ignora,..,

Wildernass of mimors
Streets of cod desir

S
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My pracious sanse of homnor
Just & shisld of rusty wine
I hiold against the chaos —
And the cross of holy fire

Wildemaess of mimors

S0 easy to deseive

My pracious sense of rghiness
15 Somedirmes SO nave

So that which | imagine

Is that which | belisve

On the edpe of sleap, | ewoke to & sun so bright
Rested and fearless, cheered by your neamess
I knew which direction was rght

The case had been Ired by the juny inside

The choice belwesn darkness and bght...

LEAVE THAT THING ALOMNE!
(instrumental)

COLD FIRE

It was lang after midnéght

Whin we got (o unconditional love
Shi: shid sure, my heart is boundless
But don't push my limits oo far

| gaid if love is so transcendent

| don't undersiand these Doundanies
She sald just don't disappoind me—
You know how complex womean arne
I'N b2 around

I you don't let me down

Too far

It was just bafore sunrisa

W started on traditional rales

She said sure, 1'll be your parner
But don't make too marny demands

| said if lowe has these conditions

| don't undarstand thase songs you love
She said this is not a love soing

Thits isn"t fantasy-land

I'll bar awronand

It you don't push rme down

Too far

DONT GO TOO FAR—

The phosphorescent wave on a troplcal sea

Is a cold fire

DONT CROSS THE LINE=

Thex pattesn of moonlight on the badroom floos
s & cold fire

DOW'T LET ME DOWN—

The flame at the hear of a pawnbroker's diamond
Iz a cold fire

DONT BREAK THE SPELL —

The look in o eyes as you head for the door
Is a cold fire

Lowe i Blind if you are gentle
Lowe can turm b0 a long, cold bum

EVERYDAY GLORY

In the house where nobody laughs
And nobody sleaps

Ini the houwse where love lies dying
And the shadows creep

A litthe girl hides, shaking,

With her hands on her ears

Pushing back the tears, 'til the pain disappears

Mama says somea ugly wornds
Daddy pounds the wall

Thay can fight about thair Kile gir later

But right now, thay don’t cara af all
Mo mather wivat they say...
Mo mathar wikal ey S8y,

EVERYDAY PEOPLE
EVERYDAY SHAME
EVERYDAY PROMISE
SHOT DOWHM IN FLAMES

EVERYDAY SUNRISE

AMOTHER EVERY DAY STORY
RISE FROM THE ASHES —

A BLAZE OF EVERYDAY GLORY

In the city where nobody smiles
And nobody dreams

In the city where desparation
Drives the bored to extremes

Just one spark of decency
Against the staress night
Cine glowr of hops and dignity
A child can follow the light
Mo matter whal they say

I the future's backing dark
We'rg the ones who have o shine
If there's no one in control
We're the ones wha drinw the ling

Though we live in trying tirmes —
Wa're the ones who have o try

Though wi know that time has wings—
We're the ondgs who have 1o fiy

TEST FOR ECHO
TEST FOR ECHO

Hara wa go=—wvertigo
Vickar wertigo
Tist for scha

Hara we go—in slo-mea
Videa vertigo
Test for acho

Soma kind of trouble on the senaory scraan
Camera curves ovar caved-in cop cars
Blenchar-craauras, would-be desperados
Clutch at plausible deniability

Don't touch that dial —

Wa'ra in denlal

Lintil the showcasa trial on TV

Some kind of picturas on the sensa

a'clock news

Mibes of yellow tape=—silhouwatted chalkdines
Tough-talking hoodboys in pro-team logo knockoffs
Conbarm to unilorms of Some corporate entity

Don't change that siation

It's a Gangster Mation

Mow crime's In syndication on TV

What a show—wvartigo
Vidao vartigo
Taest for echo



Touch and go—vertigo
Vidieo vertign
Tast for echo

Some kind of drama live on satelie
Hidden camera coverage from the
crime scane (o the courtroom

Mail-biting hocdboys in bomowed ties and jackets

Chutching a1 the straws of respeciability
Can't do the time?

Don't do the crimea

And wind up In the parp walk on TV

DRIVEN

Dyviven up and down in cirches
Skickding down a road of black ice
Staring in and oul stormm windows
Driven to a fool's paradise

BUT IT'S MY TURM TC DRIVE

Driven o ihe mangin of emor
Driven o the edge of caniral
Driven o the mangin of lemor
Drivan to the adge of a8 deep, dark hols

Driven day and night in circles
Spinnang like a whirlwind of leaves
Stealing in and out back alleys
Diriven to another den of thigves
BUT IT'S MY TURN TO DRIVE

Driven in=Driven to the edge

Drivien gut=—0n the thin and of tha wedga

Diriven off — By thindgs |'ve nesder Saan
Drivan on— By the rosd 1o somdawhieng v i Baan

IS MY TURN TO DRIVE

The road wiwings foward ma
Wihat was thare i gong

The road umwinds befone rme
And | ga fding an

HALF THE WORLD

Hadf ther world hates

What half the world does every day
Hall the world waits
While hall gets on with it amoway

Hali the workd Fves

Half the woekd makes
Hialf the world gives
While the ather half takes

Hali the weorld i

Half the wordd was

Half the world thinks
Whila the othar half does

Half the world talks

With half a mind on whal they Say
Half the word walks

With half a mind fo run away

Half the world lias
Half the world leams
Half the world flies

As hall the woeld tums

Hall tha world cries
Half the waorld laughs
Half the world tries
To b the other half

Half af ug diviclad

Life & dorm-tp phonsgraph
Haif of us ae tning

To reach the other half

Half the world cares

While half the world is wasting the day
Half the waorkd shares

‘While hall the world is stealing away

THE COLOR OF RIGHT

| don’t have an axplanation
For ancther lonely night

| just feel this sense of misalon
And a senge of what |s rght

Take i{ easy on me now—
I'd be theve if | could

I'm so fult of wihal i rght
I'can’t see whal s good

it's a hopelass situation

Lie awake for hatf the night

You'ra not sure what's going on hera
But you're sure it isn’t right

Make if easy on yourself
There's nofiWng mane you can do
You'ne so il of what iz rght
You can't see what Iz frue

A quality of justice

A, quarntity of light

A, particle of mercy
Makes the color of right

Gravity and distance
Change the passage of light
Gravity and distance
Change the color of right

TIME AND MOTION

Tirme and maotion
Wind and sun and rain
Days connect like boxcars in a train

Fill therm up with precious cargo
Squeera in all that you can find

Spontanecus alathon
And the kng-anduring kind

Tirme and mation
Flesh and Blood and fira
Lives connect in webs of gold and razor wire

Spin a thread of precicus contact
Squeeze in all that you can find
Spontanecus ralations

And the long-enduring kind

The vty ooean
Dances with the moon
The silent forast
Echoas with the loon



Time and moticn
Live and lowe and draam
Eyvas connact like intarstellar baams

Suparman in Supamatura
Meads all tha comiort he can find
Spontaneous amotion

And the long-anduring kind

TOTEM

I'vie got bwlve disciples and a Buddha smile
The: Garden of Allah—Viking Vashalla
A mirachs oncd in a while

I've got a pantheon of animals in a pagan soul
Wishnu and Gaia— Astss and My
Cance arcund oy Iolen poke

I bebove in what | sea

| believe In wihat | haar

| balleve that what I'm fealing
Changes how the world appears

Angals and demons dancing in my head
Lunatics and monsters undermeath my bed
Media messiahs preving on my fears

Pop culture prophets playing in my ears
I've got cedestial mechanics

to synchronize my stars

Seasonal migrations —dadly variations
Woeld of the unlikety and bizarre

I've got idols and lcons, unspoken holy vows
Thoughts to keep well hidden—

gacred and forbidden
Frea to browss amaong the boby cows

That's why | beteve

Angeds and demaons nside of me
Saviors and Satang all arcund me

Sweet charlot, swing low, coming 1oF rme

DOG YEARS

In a dog's Ee

A vaar ks really mors like seven

And all too soon a canine

Will e chasing cars in doggle heaven

It seems to ma

As wa make our own few circlas ‘round the sun
Wa gat it backwards

And our seven years go by like ona

Dog years—It's tha saason of the itch
Dog years—"With aveny scratch it reappears

In the: dog days

Pieople look 1o Sinius

Desgs cry for the moon

But those connections are mystarious

It Sesems (o e

While it's true thal eveny dog will hane his day
Wi all tha bones are buried

Thizre ks barehy tima to go cutside and play

Dog years—It's tha saason of the itch
Dog years—"With avery scratch it reappears

Dog years—For every sad son of a bitch
Dog years—"With his tail between his ears

I rather b a tordodse from Galigadgos
Or a span of gealogical time
Than be living in these dog years

In a dog"s brn

A constant buzz of low-level static
O SniidF &b 1 Fdrant

And (he angwer is autormatic

It seams o me

A v make our oW Tew circles
‘round the block

We'va [osl our 38NSes

Far the highes-level static of talk

VIRTUALITY

Like & shiparackad mariner adrift on an unknown sea
Clinging to the wreckage of the lost ship Fantasy

I'm a casteway, stranded in a desolate land

| can sea the footprints in the virtwal sand

Mat baoy, mat girl

Sand your signal rownd the wardd
Led your fingers walk and fatk
And zal you fres

Mt boy, med gir

Sand your impuiss “round the wordd
Put your massage i 8 modam

And throw it in the Cyber Sea

Astronauts in the weightlessness of
pinellated space

Exchange graffiti with a disembodied race
| cain s the universe in a grain of sand
| can hold the future in my virtual hand

Lit's ciance Tonmgh

T i wirlusal 0400

Prass this key

Arid you can pliay along

Let's fly tonight

O owr virtual wings
Press this key

To gee amazing things

Like & pair of vagabaonds who wave
betwesan two pasaing traing.

Ox the glimpaa of & woman's amile
thecugh a window in the rain

| can small her perfume. | can tasta her lips
| can feal the voltage from har fingertips

Mt bay, net gird
Sand youwr hoartheat “rownd the waorld

RESIST

| can leam to resist
Anything but termptaticn
| can leam to co-exist
With anything but pain

I can leam to compeomise
Anything but my desires



| can learn to get along
With all the things | can't explain

| can leam to restst

Anything but frustration

I gan larm o parsist

With anvything but aiming low

I can leamn to close my eyes
To anything but injustice

I can learn o get along

With all the things | don't know

You can surmsmcer
Without a prayer

But navar rsally pray
Without surrandar

You can fght
Without ever minning
Bt never avar win
Without & Bight

LIMBO (instrumental)

CARVE AWAY THE STONE

You can roll that stone
To the top of the hill
Drag your ball and chaln
Bshind you

You can carry thak weight
With g iron will

Cir lat the pain remain
Bahind you

Chip away the slone
(Sisyphus)

Chip away the shome

Make the burden Bghter

If you must roll that rock alone

You can drive those wheels
To the end of the road

You will still find the past right
Behind you

Try io dany

The weight of the load

Try to put the sins of the past night
Behind you

Carve away the stona
iSisyphus)

Carve gy the sfona

Make a graven irage

With some features of pour own

You call roll the stona

Te the lop of the hill

You can carry that weight
With am iron wal

You can drive those wheals
T the and of the road

You can try to deny

The wtight of the load

Roll away the stone

[Sisyphus)
Rolf away the stons

I you could just move pours
I colkd get working on my own

VAPOR TRAILS
One Little Victory

& cartain measure of innocancs
Willing to appear naive

A cartain degree of imagination
A maasune of make-balieve

A cartain degres of surmender
T the forces of kght and heat
A shot of satisfaction

In a willingness to risk defeal

Calsbrate e mormend

Az i ams o ane more
Ancther chance &l wotony
Anather chance o scome

T rmeasure of the moment
Is a difference of degroe
Just one Oife wotory

A spirft breaking fres

One little victory

Ther greatest act can bea
One Ftle victony

A certain measure of ightecusness
A cortain amount of force

A cartain degrea of detesmination
Déring on a differant courss

A cartiin amount of resistance
To the farces of life and lova

B cartoen rsises of tolarance
A willingness 1o rise above

Ceiling Unlimited

It's nod the heat

It's the inhurmanity

Plugeed into the sweat of a surmmer stres
AMaching gun images pass

Like ralice through the looking giass

The slackjaw gaze

OH true profanity

Faals more like surrandear than defeat

I cullure is the curse of the thinking class
I culfure is the curse of the thinking class

e vl
world so wide
turn and' fr apeiT

feaiing walimited
shif wnsatiziied
changas never and

The vacant laugh

O true insanity

Dressisd up in thi mask of Tragady
Programmed for the guts and glands
Of ldfe minds and ille hands

| resst my casa—

Cir at beast my vanity

Dressed up in the mask of Comedy

If laughter i a simw for a drowning man
If taughter is & siraw for & drowning man

caifing wnlimited
ook and look again




fealimg uniimmiied
ayes ot the prize
chamgas navar amnd

wingding ke an ancient nvar
i dirrar /5 Ao again

hope iz ke an endlss fver
the tirme is now again

Ghost Rider

Fack up all these phantoms
Shoulder that invisible load
Keep on riding north and west
Haunting that wildermess road
Like a ghost rdler

Carry all those phantoms

Through bitter wind and stommy skies.
From the desen to the mountain

From the lowest kw 1o the highest high
Like & ghost foar

Faap on riding nonh and west

Than cirche south and east

Show me beauty, but thera ks no peace
Fov the ghost rider

Shadows on the road bahing
Shadows on the road absad
Moting can stop Pou o

Thare's 8 shadow on the road bahindg
Thare's a shadow on the road ahesd

MNaftng can stop ol now

Sunrise in the mirmoe
Lightens that invisible kad
Riding on a nameless quest
Haunding that wildemess road
Livr & gphost nidar

Jush an escape arist
Racing against the night
A wandering hermit
Racing toward the light

From the White Sands
To the Canyonlands
Tor th redwood stands
To the Barmen Lands

Sunsise on the road behind
Sunset on the road ahead
Thera's nothing to stop you now
Mothing can stop you now

Peaceable Kingdom
A wave toward the claaning sky

All this tima wa're talking and aharing our

Rational View

A billion ather voices are spreading other news

All this tme wi're living and trying to understand
Wy & bilcn other choices ane making their demands

Talk of & Peacsabile Kingdam
Talk of & fime without fesr
The ones wa wizh would Fsten
Ara mavar going to hoar

Justice against Tha Hanged Man
Knight of Wands against the hour
Swords against the kingdom,
T against The Tower

Al thig tima we're shuffling and
laying out all cawr cards

While a billion other dealers ana
slipping past our guards

Al this tima wa're hoping and
praying we all might bearn

While a billion other teachens arg
teaching them how 1o bum

Dreamn of & Peaceatds Kingdom
Drearn of a timme withouwt war
Ther anes wa wish would haar us
Harvee heded i ol befions

A wave toward the clearing sky
A wave toward the cleaning sky

Thix Harmit against The Lovers
Lr ther Dl against The Fool
Swords against the Kingdom
The Wheel against the rules

All thiz time we're burmning like

bonfires in the dark

A billion other blazes are

shoating off thair sparks

Every spark a difling ember of desire

To fall upon the earth and spark another fire

A homawsard angel on he iy
A wave toward the cleanng sky

The Stars Look Down

Like the fly on the wheal, who says
“What a kot of dust we're raising”
Hae you under the illusion

That you're part of this schema?
Seerns like a lifetime ago

You could look with pride

On your world of drearns

What iz the meaning of this?
And the stars look down
What aré you trying to do?
And e Stars look donwn
Was it something | Saidy?
And the siars Ioox oo

Like tha rat in a maze who says,

“Watch ma choose my oan direction”

Arg you under the illesion

The path i winding your wayT

Are you surprsed by confusion

When it leads you astray?

Have you lived a Metime today —

Or do you feel like you just got carmed away?

What is the meaning of this?
Ard the slars look down
What are you Irying to do7
And the slars look dowr
Was it someathing | said?
And the stars fook dowr

Something you'd like me to do?
And the stars look dowrn

The stars look dowmn

s



How It Is

Hera's a litthe trap

That someimes catches evenyone
Wihen todiy's &8 far a8 we Gan Sea
Faith in bright tomormoss

giving way to resignation

That's how It lE—how [t's golng to be

it's such a cloudy day

Seems wa'll naver se8 tha sun

Or feel the iy hiks possibilities

Frozen in the moment —

the lack of imaginatson

Between how it s and how it ought to be

Hewre's a little trap

Thal Sorrrinmes trigs up svenone
Wihen we tire of our gam company
Sometimes we're the last to see
beyond the day's frustrations

Theat's how it lB—how it's going to be

It's such a cloudy day
Seoms we'll never see the sun

Or feel the day is all uncertainty
Buming in the moment—irapped by the desperation
Betwean how i iz and how it ought to be

Fool upan the sfalr
Shouldar fo the wheel

You can't tell yourself nof to cara
You can’t tall yourself how to fael

That's how it is Anather cloudy day

Vapor Trail

Stratosphenic traces of cur transitony feght
Trails of condansation held

in narrow bands of white

The sun i tuming black

The word is furning gray

All the stars fade from the night
The cceans drain awany

Howizon o horizon,

rmsmory writhen on the wind

Fading anway, like an hourglass, grain by grain
Swept away like voices in a huricane

it & wapor tral

Atmospheric phasas make the transitory last
Vaporize the memaries that freeze the fading past
Silence all the songbirds

Stilled by the lilling frost

Forests bum o ashes

Everything ks loat

Washed away ke foolpeints in the rain

I @ vagor il

Secret Touch

The way out
tg tha way in
Th way out
1% the way in, ,,

Ciut of towch

Wyith the wesather and the wind direction
WWith the sunrise

And the phasas of the moon

Cut ef towch

With life in tha land of the loving

With the living night

And the darkness at high noon

fou can never bréak the chain
Thers ks mever love without pain
A penthe hand, a secrat touch on the heart

Out of syne

With the rhythrm of my own reaclions
With thi things that last

And the things that come apart

Ouit of syne

With lowve in the land of the living

A gantle hand, a secrat touch on the heart

A healing hand, a secret touch on the haard
Thera is never love without pasn

Life s the power that remains
Earthshine

O certain nights

When the anglés are right

And the moon is a slender crescent

Itz circle shows

In & ghosthy glow
Cf sarthly luminescence

Earthshine

A beacon in the night
| can ralse my aypes to
Earthshing

Earthshing

A jewel out of reach
For a drearn 10 rige to
Earthghing

Floating high
In the awening sky

I zea my faint reflection

Pale facsimile
Like what oihers Saa
Wihan they leok in my drection

Earthshine

Stretching out wour hand
Full of starlit diamonds
Eavifiiime

Feflectad light
To ancther's sight
And the moon tells a lover's stony

My bomowed face
And iy thind-hand grisce
Oy réflect your glony

Wou're still out of reach

For a dream to rise o
Earthahine
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Sweet Miracle

I wasn't walking on water
| was standing on a nesd
When the tide came in
Swrepl benaath the surlace
Lost without & trace

Mo hopse at all

Mo hop at ol

Oh = swiid miracie
Oh = swead miracie
O fife

| wasn't walking with angels
| was talking to rrysalf
Aising up to the saeface
Raging against tha night
Starless nigiht

Oh—sweel miracle
Love's sweat miracie
OH W

Oy salvation
O salvation

I wasn't praying Tor magic
| was hiding in plain sigih
Rising up from the surface
T fly inba the light

Mocturne

Did [ Frvie @ dream P
O i the dream have ima?

Sat off on a naght-5ea journiay
Without mamany o diesing
Dirifting through lost ltitudes
With mo compass and ng chart

Fhying through hallucination
Distant vosces, signal fires
Lighting up my unconsciouss

And the secret places of the heart

Divaam — Temporary madness
Dvaanm—A volce in the wildermess
Oveam — Unconscious revelations
The moming says, the answer is yes

Ficating through a darkened mirror
Deep reflections in disguise
Soaring through lost altitudes
Without wonder, without fear

Symibols on a fiehd of visions
Eehind the curtain of Sleaping eyes
On tha instant of waking

Another world of dreams appéars

Orgam—& walk in the wildemeass
Oream—Unconscious recraation
The mormimg s8ys, the answer is yes

Freeze [part iv of “fear”}

The city crouches, steaming
in the early moming half-Bght
The sun i Still & rumor

And the night s slill a threat

Slipping through the dark sireats
And the echoes and the shadows
Somathing stirs behind me

And my palms begin to Sweat

Someatimes | freaze=—until the lght comes
Somuatimes I fiy—inta the night

Somatimes [ fight—against the dikness
Someatimes F'm wrong—somedimes l'm nght

Caolled for the spring

Or caught like a creature in the headlights
Into a desperate panic

Or a termpest of blind fury

Like a comered baast

Or a conquering hero

The mengse threatens, closing
And I'm frozen in the shadows
I'm nob prepared to run away
And I'm not prepared to fight

| can stand to reasan

Or surrender to a raflex

I will truest my instincts
Or surrender to my fright

Somefimes we freeze—untl the Gght comas

Sometimes we're wrong —and sometimes we'ng right

Sometimeas we fight —against the darkness
Somefiras we iy —infa the night

Blood munning cold

Mind going down into a dark night
Of a desperate panic

Or a termpest of blind fury

Like a comened baast

Oir & conquening heno

Sometimes | reers
Sometimes | fight
Somatimas | Ay
Inta the night

Out Of The Cradle

It"s not a place
t"s & yeanming
It"s not & race
It°s & jourmey

It'a not an act
It's attraction
it's not a shyie
It's an acison

It's a dreamn for the waking

It's a Bower touched by flame

It's @ gift for the giving

It's a power with a hundred names

Suwrge of energy, spark of inspiration
The breath of love s alectrceitly
Mayba Tima iz a bird in fMght
Endlessly maocking

Have we come ouf of the cradle



It*s: the hand

That rocks the cradla
It'= the motion

That swings the shy

It's mathad on the edge of madness
It's a balance on the edge of a knife
It's a smile on the edge of sadness
I's & dance cn the edge of life

Endlessly rocking

SNAKES & ARROWS
FAR CRY

Pariah dogs and wandaring rmsden

Barking at strangers and speaking in tongues
The ebb and flow of tidal fortune

Electrical changes arg charging up the young

It's a far ¢ry froem the waorkd we thowght we'd inberit
It's a far cry Trom the way wa thowght we'd share i
Wou can almaost feal the cument iowing
Wou can almost sae the circuits blowing

Oina day [ feal I'm on fop of the world
And the next it's falling in on ma

[ can gat back on

I can got back on

One day | feel 't ahead of the whaal
And tha mexd it's refiing over ma

I can gat back on

I can gud back on
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Whirlwind Ke of taith and betrayal
Rige in anger, fall back and répdat
Slow degreas on the dark hanzon
Full maoon rising, lays siver a1 your feal

You can almost See the circle growing
You can almast feel the planets glowing

O iy | fy through & crack in the sky
A the paxt itz falllng in on ma

I can get back an

I can gef back on

ARMOR AND SWORD

The snakes and arrows & child is hair to
Arg enough to leave a thousand culs

W baild our delenses, a place of safely
And leave the darker places unexpioned

Somatimes the forress i (00 strong
Or the love is too weak

What should have béen our anmor
Bacomas a sharp and angry sword

Our biefler natures seek elavation
A refugpe for the cowming night
No ane gets to their heaven wilhout & fight

We hold belieis as a consolatson
A wiay to take us out of ursehes
Meditation, or medication

# comfort, or @ promised rewand

Sormetimes that spirit is oo sirong
Or the flesh is too weak

Samatimeas the need is just too greal
Far the solace we Seek

Thi suit of shining amor

Becomas a kean and bloody swond

A refuge for the coming might
A fudure of atemal Bght
No one gets 1o their heaven without a fight

Confused alarms of struggle and flight
Blood is drained of color

By the flashas of artillary light

Mo one gets fo thay heaven without a fight
The battle flags are flown

At th Test of a8 god unknown

Ao one gats fo thelr heaven wilhout a fight

Sometimes the damage is 100 graat
O the will is too weak

What showkd haves besn our ammor
Becomes a sharp and bunning sword

WORKIN' THEM ANGELS

Driving away o the aast, and into the past
History recedes in my rear-vView memos

Carried away on a wave of music down a desert ropad

Memory humming af the heart of a
factony fowrt

Al my lifi
i ban wiorkin® them angeds ovartime
Riding and driving and living

So chosa 1o the edge
Werkin' tham angels — Ovartime

Riding through the Range of Light to the wounded city

Filling rmy spirit with the wildest wish to fiy
Taking the high road to the wounded city
Marmary strunming ai the heart of & moving ploture

Al this lirme

I"vie been working them angels avertime
Ficling and driving and flying

Just over the edga

Workin' them angels—Cvertime

Driving down the razor's edge between
the past and the fulures

Turn ug the music and smile

et camed away on the songs and
stores of vanishad time:s

Meamony duwmming at the heart

of arr Ernglish winter

Memonas beating at the hear

of an African villige

THE LARGER BOWL

(a pantoum)

if wa're 50 much the sams, ke | alweys hear
why such different ferunes and fates?

some of us livie in a closd of fear

some liwe behind iron gates

why such different fortunes and fates?
som aré blessed and some are cursed
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game live behind iron gates
while others saa onhy the worst

some are blessed and Some are cursad
the golden one o scamed from barth
while cihers only See the worst

such a lat of pain on the earth

the goldan one or scarmed from birth
agma things can naver be changed
such a lot of pain an 1his earth

it's somahow S0 badly aranged

some things can never e changad

some reasons will nevar come Claar

it's somehow 0 badly armanged

i we're 50 much the same, like | always hear

SPINDRIFT

Az the waves crash in

On the westarn shore

The wind blows figrce from the east
Wavetops fom into flying spindrift

A the wanves crash m

On 1he wastern shora

it rmakes me feel uneasy
The spray that's tom away
Is an image of the way | e

What am | supposed (o say?

Wihave ang the words 10 answar you
When wou talk that way?

a4

Ag the sun goas down

On the western shora

Thia wind Blows hard from the east

K whips the sand into a fhing spindrift

As the sun goes down

On the westem shore

tt makes me fes uneesy

In the hot dry rasp of the devil winds
Who cares what a fool balieves?

What am | supposed fo say?

Where ane the words o answer you
When you fallk that way?

Words that fy against fhe wind and waves

(A fitthe cloger fo you)
Whera is the wave that will camy me
A litthe closer to you?

What am [ suppased 1o go?
Wheve are the words thal will make you sea
Wit | braligve /s true?

THE MAIN MONEKEY
BUSINESS (instrumental)

THE WAY THE WIND BLOWS

Mow it's come to this

It's like wa're back in tha Dark Ages
From the Middie East to the Middle West
It's a workd of Superstiton

Mo it'5 come to this

Wide-eyed armies of the faithiul

Fram the Middie East to the Middls Wist
Pray, ard pass the ammunition

So many paople think thal way

You gotta walch what you say

To them and thern, and others oo

Who don't sesm to see things the way you do

Whe can only grow the way the wind biows
O & bare and weathamed shove

Ve can only bow b0 the Rene and mow

In owr elemantal war

Wi can oy grow the way the wind blows
We can omy bow to the here and now
O ba brokan down biow by blow

Maow it's come o ths

Hollow spesches of mass decaption
Froem the Middle East to the Middle West
Like crusaders In unholy aliance

How it"s come to this

Like wa'ra back in the Dark Ages

Fram the Middle East to the Meddle West
It's a plague that resists all scence

It seams to kefve tham parthy blind

And they leave no child bahind

While el splirits haunt their sleap

Whila shepherds bless and count their sheep

Liker a sofftany pine
On & barg wind-blashed shon
We can only grow the way the wind blows

HOPE (instrumental)

FAITHLESS

I"'ve got my own moral compass to steer by
A guiding star beats a spirit i the sky

And all the preaching volces—

Empty vessels fing so koud

As they move among the crowd

Fools and thisves are well disguised

In the temple and marketplece

Like a shone in e dver
Against the floods of spring
I il crematly nesdst

Like the wiltows in the wingd
O the ciiffs afang the ocean
I will cuaierdlly’ resisd

I con't hawe faith In faith

I don't beleve in belief

You can call me faithless

Bt | siill cling o hopa

And | balieve in kv

And that's faith enough for me

I've got ry own spirit level for balance
Tor tell i rry cholee s leading up or down
And all the shouting voices

Try to throw me off my cowrse

Some by seamons, Some by Tonce

Fools and thieves ane dangerous

I the temple and markeiptace



Like o forast bows to winter
Bangath the desp white siance
! will quatatly reaist

Like & flowear in e deser
That oy blooms af g
! il uiedly regsd

BRAVEST FACE

Though we might have preciows Fithe
It's shif preciows

I like that song

About-ihis wondarful world
It"s got a sunny point of view
And sometirmes | feel it'5 troe
At baast for a few of us

I hke that world

It makes a wonderful song

Bt thera's a darker point of vigw
That's sadly just as true

For so many amandg us

In the sweetast child there's a vicious streak

In the gtrongest man thera's a chikd 5o weak

In thea whole wide world there’s no magic place

S0 you might as wall fise, put on your bravest face

I likot Ehiat shose

Where they solve all the murders
That herolc point of view

It's got jestice and vengeance 100
At least, so the slory goas

| like that story—

Makes a satisfying casa

But there's a messy paint of vigw
That's sadly pest as true

For 5o many among us

In the softest voice there's an acid tongue
Inv Ehe oldest eyves there's a soul 50 young
I the shakiest will thera"s a core of steed

On tihe smoothest ride there's a

squeaky wheal

Though we rmight have precious iittle
It S0 precious

GOOD NEWS FIRST

Thiz bt wie can agree on

I5 it could have bean worsa
What happened to your old
Banevolent universa?

You know the one with stars
That revoha around youw
Baaming down full of promises
T bring good news

You used to feal that way

The saddast words you could aver sa)y

Burt I know you I remernber that day

And the most beaudifl worns | could ever say

The worat thing about it all

Is that you might have been rigiht
Ared I'm still nod really Sune
What started that fight

Bud | atill get this fealing

Theara's more roubde ahead

So never mind the bad news
Let's hawe the good news instaad

Sormee would say thay never faar a thing
el | do

And I'm afraid enough for both of us—
For ma and yor

Tirma, i rabihing alse, will oo #s worst
So do me that fever

And el e the good naws first

MALIGNANT NARCISSISM
[instrumental)

WE HOLD ON

Hews many times

Do wee tire of all the litthe batiles
Threaten to call it quits
Tempied ta cul and run

Howr many timees

Do owe weather out the stonmy evenings
Long to slam the front door

Dwive away o the setting sun

Keep going until dawn

How many times must another ine be drawn
We could be down and gong

But wa hold on

How many timeas
Do we chafe against the repatition

Siraining against a fate
Measured out in coffiee breaks

Hver ey tinmes

Dhs w swiallow casr ambitions
Long to give up the sama okd way
Find another road 1o take

Heap holding on 50 fong
‘Cavse thera's a chimce

That woir migitt mel Be S0 wiong
W could be down and gone
Byl we haid on

Howe mary timas
D wee wonder if i°s even worth it
There's got to ba some othar way

To get me through the days

Burf wea hold on

Al songs by Gacdy Loe/tlax Lifesonel Peart

Excapi:

*Laavn That Thing Mlona®, “Malignant Mansisgism ",
“Trvs Main Monkey Business™ and “Whem's My Thing®
"Mapa™ Az Lileson]

“Beatwiin Sun B Moon™ and “Test For Echo®

(Gechely LishAlacy LifesonMell Paart Ty Duboig)



