


because i grew up under a kaleidoscopethe sun was strict but i was never coldthe moon was bold, some craters were not oldbut noone's to old to live under a kaleidoscopei'm forced to sleepbut i can't closemy eyes so fari still opposeeven thoughour noses runwe can't let goit's more than sunit gives the strengthto go oni know that everythingis getting done

KALEIDOSCOPEdont start a firedon't make it brightyou'd just destroythe sight tonightand when we shineour light back upit almost seems likeearth has stoppedso pause the windpause the howlit's been whilebut it takes over nowit's fanzy stuffyou're telling meit's giant and greatbut meant to bei know everything's right hereand i know that nothing comparesi fell asleep under shiny starsvenus looked for rocky Marssandy moon had so many scarsi'll never forget what i saw



ACCENTS YET UNSPOKENi like what you sayi like what you do to make me after youi buy what you selli like that i can afford it wellsince I fell asleepi managed to operate productivelywith two left feeta blind man in the pilot seati follow you homei'd follow you everywhere you goanother try another failureanother one to be my savioranother time everything's brokenwhen i try to speak to you in accents yet unspokenanother try another failurewhat shall I do, i'm a drunken sailor,another time everything's brokenperhaps i'm mistaken.how can you sleepwhen we have such grand beauty to give?when the wise are weakwhen Austin says they mustn't speakbut i'm willing to hear your speechi'm willing to focus on the beachwhere you got stuck in the sandyou won't come back and let it end



THE BIRDS IN THE AIR AND EVERYTHINGwelcome backi hope you had a good timewill you tell me nowwhat life is over there, pleasea ray of  lightor just the way things look hereis there happinessor did you have to move oni believethat you cannot find yourself  therei can remember when I gave you shelterjust a thousand cloudsthe birds in the air and everythingyou travelled far

and the people overwhelmed youi'm to tiredto think about their thinking.the first timeit could be a danger for a strangerwhen blue men meet your strange behaviori pretend that there is nothing specialso welcome backand i hope you had a good time



lighthousei followed your trace, of  penetrating lightsi see your face is worth a starwherever you will go, they play this lovely tuneremembering ancient words, noone's worth a fightyou said sunny days will ever last in me.and when winter comes i go asleepin rainy nights i celebrate the skyin the morning light i wish that i could fly

days are passing by, i travel through the nightswith lighthouses and stars i navigatei'm searching for this kind, our ancestors have knownlove's my guide, love you have knownsunny days will ever last in me



H A N D Sy o u ' r e  i n  m y  h a n d slike the root in the earth is a safety fencel i k e  t h e  s u nkeeps the birds from freezing on the runi  r e v o l v e  a r o u n d  y o ulike the honey bees orbit the flower fieldsj u s t  t o  s h o w  y o uthat i wear a flower in my hair tooa n d  t h e  l a d y b u g  f l e w  a w a ywhen you lifted your hand, it refused to stayw h e n  i  t r i e d  t o  c a r r y  y o ulike a carrier wave guiding a signal throught h e  i n t e f e r e n c e  o f  s n o wthat  says i 'd  never  le t  you goi  f e l t  e v e r y  l i t t l e  s h a k eon a frozen lake my life was at stakewith your hands you can spin a planetdraw a ra inbow,  hug a t reetopg r a b  m y  f a c ewhen there was just an empty placeyour hands they can play a songt o  s i n g  a l o n g  a n d  c a r r y  o nt o  t o u c h  t h e  s k ythey can make injured insects flyy o u ' r e  i n  m y  h a n d slike the root in the earth is a safety fencel i k e  t h e  s u nkeeps the birds from freezing on the run



THE OCEANyou gave me a liftthe feeling of  joywhen i was in a mista gift, swiftlike a little boyi'm playing with my toysince my water wasn't weti didn't notice the fireflies aheadguiding and celebrating youi wished you were there insteadthe day that you were born, the ocean threwhis water waves to the skythe day that you were born, the ocean kepta secret deep insidewe failed, so the ocean lost a thingwhich was meant to be our big chancebut the day that you were born the oceandanced.you're free and not insaneyou're a mistery nobody can explainyou like what you can beyou sense that you are freeyou go out and find companyand the songs i used to playthe chords to make you staywill dissapear from herewhen devotion replaces fearit is kind of  weird but 



bubble burstthey bind your hair and paint your facethey draw red stripes on your foreheadso that you look and feel like themthey strew blooms over your bedi never knew the wish to roamwith wanderlust and itchy feet  it's certainly no travel bugas you'd got lots of souls to meetlike welcoming a guest in townthey gather and fulfill your hopethat made you sick so long agoand looking through your telescopeyou astonish them with your beliefsbut the people integrate you wellas you are becoming one of themthey associate you with your smell.but something doesn't work out wellwe see a foreign culture in despairyou're struggling with the crop you sowedyou have childhoods to repairand the convictions you held long agoare still alive in someone elsethey're too developed to rejectenemies used to be palsif you feel like purring, then it wouldnt be rightto resist your feeling for the sake ouf your prideand if you feel like chanting, then just let godo whatever you think of as long as you knowthat the times were always hard, not just for youyou've come a decent way down you were all the way truei thought it was a bubble to bursta bubble that will burst in timebut you gave your life away for themthey could go on to shine



a river and a roada river and a roadthere'a a story be toldthat i've crossed a river and a roadwhen music wasn't to be solddown the way to Hopetown Baythis banjo player crossed my wayhe said that kids have lost the musicand wouldn't play till they get it straightin fact, they went astray too long agowhen he strummed the strings, they left his showthe bonfire was just wasting timehe gave up and smashed his radioa river and a roadthere's a story to be toldthat I've crossed a river and a roadwhen/this music wasn't to be soldi've crossed a river and a roadwhen the sun shined and when it snowedi've crossed a river and a roada river and a road

and the kids I met, the fancy oneswith fancy clothes with flowers onthey went the other way to see the worldso the windmills got left alonenear the forest with these mystic bonesthe fences were full of holesnow the farmers were on their ownso they met that night at hopetown hallwith guitars and horns and banjos allthis night was gonna set it straight for nowsomehownobody came, but meso i listened to the tunes for freethey played all night, till they fell asleeppretty deepand i knew that everthing i'll doeverything i'll saywill be inspired by this dayI went home and crossed...



and the sky shall be paintedy o u  l i k e  t o  s m i l ea n d  s p i n  a r o u n dy o u  s t i l l  g o t  s t y l ey o u  l i k e  t o  s m i l ey o u r  e y e s  a r e  r o u n dy o u r  e y e s  a r e  r o u n dy o u ‘ V E  g o t  s o  m u c h  l i f ey o u  l i k e  t o  s m i l e






