


The Wisdom of the Elders
Tony Brewin

Hearing tales of human journeys
Let their dreams all touch the i
Sacred ecologg and different
Pcr"'s'Pcctives

Never stoP to wonder w]’y

Sometimes | just feel so Ionely
Insignificant so small

Not ing’s c}‘uanged my Jife or knocked
me to my senses

Make me feel 'm ten feet tall

Oo oo the Wisdom of the Elders
'ITaIdng time to see it all

Qo oo too busy to remember
When we Flght somcthing must fall

It's so hard when Pcoplc die
Somuch tragedg wlﬁy doweeven try

®

But magic appears in every breath 7~
And every heartbeat a sgmphong in -~

grace
Chorus
Time and time - Flee o
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Chorus

Carry me home
Chris Birchall & Tony Brewin

The city streets are lined with so called pots of
ol

Its a big world out here bog —-J'ust you watch
your soul

There’s so much to analyse, easy to criticize
There’s nowhere left to hide

| draw my strcngtl‘n from you and love and
famil

And the overwhelming skg and saltg airof sea
But this city closes me in = makes me feel ke
can’t begin : S " ? ’
There’s no line betwc:n truth ané_sir}

.
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Carry Me Home (cont...) .

The city streets are lined with so called pots
of gol

Itsa bigworlc] out here boy —~J’ust you watch
your soul

But this city closes me in — makes me feel like |
can’t begin

There’s no line between truth and sin

Chorus

March right In
Tong Brewin

Well Karl Marx said that there’s drugs in the
Churches

He didn’t know where else it lurks at

In the s]ﬁoPPing malls all the fizz and the
sneakers

We're just ki!ling time with the music and the
sP'ca S

All cry out for the crazy Pcop/c

Marcg rlght in cause we’re having fun
Close your eyes and ignore the spccchcs
We’re saved

Well Mi”sg said that we run on conflict

Never truer word was said how we tick (tick
tick tick)

Five thousand years of written history
Fourteen thousand wars and counting ... what
we’re cloing here?

Chorus

Soul Mates
lan Rutherford

Once inalifetime
Your soul mate is out there

Onlg when the Planets

Are alignccl

Thinking with one mind
Hearts eatingtogether

Perfect union
One of a kind

Out there

Somewhcrc some Iacc

Searching, waiting for Yyou

Find her now

Once inalifetime
Your soul mate is out there

On|9 when the
Are alignecl

Chorus

Thinking with one mind
Hearts catingtogether

Perfect union
One of a kind
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Key of life Charlie

Tony Brewin Tony Brewin

As a bog | was quite rc!igious Here in m? heart all wrap| edinatart
Shame and guilt were aPPIes ona tree of sPrink es and coffee freshl ground
Yet for all my blessed disconcertion His life unfolds — it Pitc]'lcs and holds
Lost and Ionelg for all to see Like Buzz and Wood9 in Pixar films
Search for meaning cliPPec] and guilc] with So much more to Charlie

sacred So much more the 53\7

Texts and ritual and metaphor So much more to Charlie

Authentic life butting will against nature’s head  That’s what thcy say
Nature’s head left unsaid
Lead us all to Paradise Falls

Key of life is whatyou make of it He'll hold back his future ‘il then
Find your own guru inside your head Just leave him be he’s watc]']ing TV
Make it rrghtycah ou makycyour own bed Just wake him up when it’s time

Ticket’s non refundable in the end
Chorus
Passing time in vague distress so modern

Shore up our frames with chewmld spins ‘round ac]gain
l‘ccling all nostalgic forthe better ays *'\\&ncjgou remember time and friends
W|

€ what we gain 535 a prayer it never ends — Oh Charlie
Broken wills and scant ambition Is it age that is a curse?
Juxtaposed to advertiser’s dreams P've heard of many things much worse
Socialist adventures the nig]']t is Iong Count your blcssings in your purse
The clag is lean and mean Oh Charlie

Chorus Chorus
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Jan Ruthe o.rc], Torfy'Ercwin, Stuart Nay!or,

Chris Birchall & Pat Ferdinands

Now V\'/a](j back so 1ong

A couple of lads Walt and Don
HearcFDL'ch & Bird Jazz radio
Charlie Parker New York Metro

Beatnik bogs turtle necks
Smokin c]oPe and Luckg Strikes
Bad roi Leather Canary

Red Ba”oon, customary

We’re Playinga” nrght
Hold trght!
Mu Thcop‘y

Black cow drink it down
Cuervo fold world renown

Rum and coke make me a zombie
Time t6 tourin the Kombi
Count 4 add 2 .

Slash chord sounds like Mu
Sharp nine in time
Flat4ive we're’ alive, Hea]*u

Chorus

Labyrinth

Tony Brewin

You find your way outta here
Find you’re buil ing up those fears
A swinilcrom imPossible

The link to heart and the link to hoPc

I swear it was here

Gotta find my way out of here
uUntil my heart runs dry

uUntil my heart runs dry — ycah

Enigha, mirrors, Fog and smoke
Ilusion realitij
Oh can you ig]ﬁt or can you see

Orglﬂancc to reach for hoPe

Chorus

lam |ool<ing for ]’lOPC that | can’t see
lam Iooking for hoPe that | can’t see

To stare at the flame of truth

d bet 5ou’c] burn and shrivel too
There’s no heroes angw]ﬁcre
Just human burdens we'all share

Chorus

| am over you

The song of life ha#i”ed my ears



Baclcground

In Greek mgt}‘nologg, the Labgrint}‘u (Greek AapopvBog labyrinthos, ossiblg the builc]ing
complex at Knossos) was an elaborate structure c]esigncg] and buiﬁbﬂ the le cndarg
artificer Daedalus for King Minos of Crete at Knossos. Its function was to hold the
Minotaur, a m thical creature that was half man and half bull and was cvcntua”y killed b
the Athenian hero Theseus. Daedalus had so cunningly made the Labﬂrinth that he cou?cl
barclg escape it after he built it.[11 Theseus was aideﬁ Ariaclne, who Provic]ccl him with a
skein of thread, Iiterang the "clew", or "clue”, so he couldﬂlcinc] his way out again.

For Mu~T}1cor3 the Iabgrint}‘u is more metaP]ﬁoricaI than literal. Our sonﬁs, whilst covering a
range of stglcs musica”g, all tend to reflect on asPccts of that most cha cnging Iabgrint]*u of
all = life. w

at of the Minotaur? Life is full of them!







