


~©) Tail Lights glow in o red constelation
Black and blue
Clouds that bruise the summer gordens

Saywhen, soywhere,and | promise 11 be there

‘When I've got enough raindrops.

Gonna make us river we con drift oway on
Happy sparks from the storm clouds.

Gonna light up the sky

I can see the world revolve but ot oround me
Slow and sure
‘The midnight blue with sparkling towns

Say when, say where, and | promise Il be there

When 've got enough raindrops

Gonna make us o river we con drift oway on
Happy sporks from the storm clouds

Gonna light up the sky

When I've gotthe raindrops.

Il make us a river

We can drift away on

Happy sparks from the storm clouds

Gonna light up the sky, gonna light up the sky



Found mysellostinspace
1 only needed some ditonce

Fiom the maddening cowd

Aad fomthe deadening humdrum
Ofmecharicalsounds

Andthen | found myselostinspoce

Justme, 0 swarm of stors,und the ghost f o snow dog
Justmeand osee-thiough man
Before e fll t Eath, before hefll 1 Eath

Toolatetalive before | die
Remembrance of chances sweetos 0 ose ond violets
Neglected and wasted, and hunting the ience

Too tetalive before | die

Justme and theghastsofthree Soviet hraes
Lost seen on o rodor screen
Before they el o arh,ino the pale bl Eorth

Remembrance of chances sweet os tea rose nd violets
Neglected ond wosted, and hounting the silence
Too ote to ive before | die

Just me, o swarm of stors.
Andtheghostof snow dog
Justmeand osee-throughmon
Beforehefelloarth
Beforehefell o Earth



The scrape of o chair
Distont and mute in your grey velvet suit
Speeding heart rates are slowing, ghost honey's flowing

And we both hate the sun, so under black shade
Let's get this done, blood-red hearted
Letme finish what you started Y

Take them - my hands ore yours - Take them

Just out of sight, hiding behind o September twil
Through walls, fioors and doors

Bittersweet chords drift up through o skylig
Sweet major Sevens in seesawing heaven
Girl and her shadow in wildfiower meadows:

And we both hate the sun, so under black
Let's get this done, blood-red hearted
Let me finish what you storted

Take them - my hands ore yours - Tal

And we both hate the sun

‘We both love snow-white sugar
So under black shade

Let's get this done, blood-red hearted
Let me finish what you storted

Take them - my hands ore yours
Take them - my hands ore yours - Take them



LURURY OF REFLECTIO

52 Turner Road in the 605

Bicycles ond paint tins

Mein the shade of the sweet lac tree
Singing do do do do do do

‘Stepping in your footprints

Inthe January snow

I'm bathing i the rosy glow

0f the luxury of my refiection
Looking buck on sometimes - It's a

The leaving of London won't cost me o tear
‘Couse the streets ore paved with ce

I'm coming home with someone tf

Singing do do do do do do

Seeing sunlight dance and sparkle
On the lrish Sea

Insilver waters deep and green
Althat | can see

Is my reflection

Looking buck on sometimes

0f oll the songs I've written for you




RADIUM

See you loter
Lead meto the foctory gote, my darling
Another doy ot the dial

No-one's seen Molly of

| miss the shimmer in her smil

Thinking of ot ond milary

Ando bedside irely

Bees that dip in rosebud l

So darling, 0 soft ond poisonous ki
Ifeel, | feel a glimmer in my bones

1t'soll sbout the green light
Inthe small, dark hours, tte green fiowe
It's oll sbout the green, green light of sweet|

Let's go driving, let's go doncing in the rain.
Call me ‘your dorling’ - Vou know | won'tbe h
Justlike the pilots and militory men

| won'tbe here forever

It's ollabout the gree ight.
In the small, drk hous
Its ll obout th




AMERICA

Shouldve thought les§
Any time and any money it

anmwnwcmumnmrmnﬂ! itto
How come, how con

’ 5 oy
» 0 "‘ t. .
\.v E -
el :
- '8 ]
-~ -



‘ Never mode lemanade when life dealt me lemons

From blue heavens above

On borrowed time, tomorrow's fine

And the doys ore forspending

Just don't go pretending that they're never-gnding
Soif you're listening, listening

that

And that you honestly
Won'tforget o tell yourdorfing you odore them
And get to smell the roses round the door

Kiss them long, kiss them hard

iss them softos ovelvet evening
Breathing life into love:

Hollow angry wards re for the birds
They ore notwho you ore

I hope you're listening, listening

that

And that you honestly
Won'tforget to tell your dorling you odore them
And getto smell the roses round the door

S0 promise me you won't make the same mistakes
Oh, honestly!

Don'tforget t tel your dorling you odore them
Give them roses, give them roses round the door
Promise me, promise me



DEAR LONELY
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Dear lonely heart

1 have seen you through tis ime and time agin
Imsiillhere for you

‘You can call me doy or night to ease the pain

Someday o girlwill come who doesn'tlove guitars.
Maybe this giris gonna help ta hea the scors
Onyouronely heart

Dear lonely heart

Do they hove to be so pretty and s young?
Youknow goodbye s o sodness

Whether spoken word orsung

Someday o girlwill come who doesn'tlove guitars.
(Someday she'l come)

Someday this girl is gonna help you heal the scors
Ah, some day she'll come, this girl

Ta hea! the scors on your lonely heart

(8he snys goodbye before she soys hello)

Your lonely heart

(8he snys goodbye before she soys hello)

Hello!

Someday o girlwill come who doesn'tlove guitars.
Somedoy this gl is gonno help you heal the scars
Ah, somedoy she'll come

This girl,to heal the scars on your lonely heart
And she'll soy goodbye before she soys hello



| Honey's o strange one

| Sometimes o donger to herself

ButHoney's an angel when she needs to be
Although she rorely needs to be
Stillshe tries ta live straightforwardly
Though she's wired up so owkwardly

Honey says that her world's just too real for her
Honey takes o turn ot the wheel

And croshes into a million unfixable pieces

Like shards of ice come raining down

Like on o roof in her favourite science fiction story
(The Long Rain)

Fromthe 50s (1-9-5-0)

Haney says that her world's just too real for her
Honey tokes her tum at the wheel

And crashes into her ocean, into her cornfiower ocean
Into her spacecroft graveyard

‘Where she’ll lay in the shipwreck of o sunken heart
‘The hoppiness in failure

Lostinthe arms of the ghost of a starsailor

Haney says that her world's just too eal fo her
Honey takes her turn and she croshes into the ocean
The ocean
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