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Storm Behind a Window  
You and I we go way back like my head and my pillow 
You were something of a much-desired gift the end of all my sorrows 
You opened your arms for my dreams  
though your wings would suffer and melt from its golden beams  
Now hear me sing this silly song of grief  
called ‘A Storm Behind a Window’ 

It’s true a storm once spoke to me of sudden death and tragedy 
but like so many tales it couldn’t steal my sleep, no 
Why would something happen bad happen to you or me, oh?  

I miss all the things that called out to you and me  
But most of all help me recall  
how to return to a state of hope  
this is a song to call you back my love  

All the dodos on their islands in the sea  
much like my fading memories  
A soldier’s helmet on a desolate beach  
signs of war swept away by times of peace  

I’m lost in life; I’m lost in rhyme  
I’ve lost your face with the passing of too much time  
but nothing affects the love you’ve left behind no 
Love remains love alright 

Tell me where did you hide your love my love  
when death came to search our home?  
And where did you hide our well-laid plans when it came for you alone?  

I miss all the things that called out  
to you and me  
but most of all help me recall  
the times you’d talk in your sleep at night  
the way you’d smile when you’d know you were right  
the scent of your skin in the summer sun  
how you’d hesitate to say I was the one  
this is a song to call you back my love   

 



Blisters 
I’ve wasted my hours living like a coward  
I should have been golden, a child of God unfolding  
 
Nature and textures through my paintings and inventions  
But I abandon, abandon all my heart has been sending  

I’m no longer fighting all my desires  
Cause I’m tongue-tied and broken,  
I’m tired of hoping  
That I will soon fall into place  
I guess I am what I make  

I touch, taste my failures, peel away masks and layers  
I conjure up sunlight, porcelain skins and vague smiles  
My charcoal beats silence, paper has no horizons  
My tongue dwells in secrets, I wish I had her features  

I am no longer fighting all my desires  
Cause I’m tongue-tied and broken,  
I’m tired of hoping  
That I will soon fall into place  
I guess I am what I make  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



Bread Games Giants Slaves 
Too much to choose, little to lose  
Confusion, late solutions  
Too much to chew, but do you feel empty too? 
Bread and games soon will make us feel happier 

Grow. The giants grow 
They gobble up the young before they know 
And so. The Giants grow 
We’re factories of voluntary souls  

Roll. Roll slave roll 
It doesn’t matter, all your life you’ll roll 
Roll. Masters roll  
A rock’s a rock, up and down, let’s go!  

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wonderful Life 
(words and music by Alain Fournier) 

Oh what a wonderful life I’ve been living so far  
Oh what a wonderful life I’ve been living so far 

In my youth I climbed trees, played with sticks and bees  
And we hid from that storm in our hut near the reeds  
And when the morning surprised with the return of the sun 
We embarked on a trip on our rafts to the sea   

Oh what a wonderful life I’ve been living so far  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sunshine Stay  
Sunshine stay, light the way  
My son and I just want to play 
And open our windows wide, air it out 
Hear spring sing its spells out loud: 
All will be well will be well  
 
Sunshine stay we can’t wait  
All through the night and all the rain  
Sunshine stay, don’t leave, don’t leave  
Give us hope to believe  

That we can open our windows wide again  
Hear spring sing its spells again:  
All will be well will be well 

Sunshine stay, our hearts ache  
My wife and I want to celebrate  
And open the windows wide to light  
Hear spring sing its spells alright:  
All will be well will be well  

Then sunshine spoke, she said I hope  
That you can see that your old routines  
Were strangely destructive and cruel  
Will you change and be thankful too?  

For the children of the world who will play with me 
And the fathers of the world who will sing with me 
And the mothers of the world who will dance with me 
And be leaders of a world that will rise with me  

I will stay. Light the way. I will stay. And… 
 

 



On Darkness  
You are the darkness, you kill the light  
You bring up the sadness, hidden inside  
You are the evening, you bring the night  

And you are a cellar, the death of a mind  
You come with shadows, shut off what’s right  
You are the silence after a fight 

Mmh 

I was the end game, I was the road  
An abstract painter, who said ‘I am a ghost’ 
So I was forgotten like pain and smoke  

Still I’d bring the autumn, I’d fill the house  
I’d whisper through the tall trees, form figures in the clouds  
A phantom saint, who wouldn’t be proud  

Mmh  

Now you follow my footsteps, kill milk carton kids,  
But I am surreal, I live off your grid  
I may seem quite harmless: just a hole in your sock  
But these fires I start will burn your art 

Mmh  

I guess I am the black girl on the plundered shore  
I am the walrus, the piper at dawn  
I make up my stories to deny your call 
I sing my blues to defy it all  

Mmh  
  

 

 



More is not the Answer  
Don’t take me for granted 
I’m a force to be reckoned with  
Like God, I do not answer  
I’m no match for your politics  

Like a classic orchestra, Ophelia’s Death, Zarathustra,  
You’re part of my wicked formula  
Which overwhelms and conjures up  
A here and now for a here and now without you 

Long labyrinth answers won’t save me, 
They save jobs and banks, economies  
And so my fate’s abandoned, concealed  
By your myths and mists and myths and mists  

Like your traffic orchestras, your happy meals and Sinatra 
You’re part of my winning formula  
Which overwhelms and overcomes  
A here and now for a here and now without you  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Maybe I’ve Been Lying  
Sing-song man will you sing your songs?  
Light our lamps?  
Spare some oil?  
Parable man, can you teach us how  
To love and care, make us whole again?   
Make us whole again 

No, my voice is a quivering voice  
Drawn to fires, but I’m not the fire  
I cannot lead the way, I’m just a dying flame  
A dangling Judas praying 
I talk a lot, but I don’t believe a word of what I am saying  

Please, please forgive me, maybe I’ve been lying  
Please, oh please believe me, I am no Messiah 
I know what to do, but don’t you follow me 

Please, please forgive me, maybe I’ve been lying  
Please, oh please believe me, I am no Messiah 

Oh  I know what to do, but don’t you follow me 
 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 



Here in the Mountains the Visions Will Come 
Nowhere to go, 
But here in the mountains the visions will come  
Nothing to show, 
But here in the mountains the visions will come  

I wish I had a wish  
A simple thing like a wish 
Now nothing left to wish 
I’m happy like this 

Nothing to prove,  
Here in the mountains the visions ring true 
 

 

 
 

 


