Believe

The First Time, The Last Time
Open your eyes, and look for the first time, look on the things you’ve seen before,

Then move away again, like the last time, you have seen something more.

See as the morning wind lifts the curtains, watch as the mists all disappear,

Look on your world again, for the last time, knowing why you were here.

The moving waves have carried you to a farther shore,

And time is something you won’t be needing anymore.

Something is waiting, try to remember just what it was you came to find,

Look to the mountains, look to the river, see what you leave behind…

The moving waves have carried you to a farther shore,

And time is something you won’t be needing anymore. 

Open your eyes, and look for the first time, look on the things you’ve seen before,

Then move away again, like the last time, you have seen something more.

Heff Munson, January 1976

For You And Me

Clouds sail across the sky,

Clouds, flying like the days that I once had with you and me.

Forget about all that, forget about everything,

And I won’t cry if you won’t cry for me.

And clouds sail across the sky,

Clouds, flying like the nights that all ran dry for you and me.

Forget about nighttime, forget about everything,

‘Cos I don’t care, and you don’t care for me,

And I won’t cry if you won’t cry for me.

There are no words…

Months, turning into years,

Years, flowing like the tears that I once shed for you and me.

Forget about years now, forget about seeing me,

So I won’t see what you won’t see in me,

‘Cos I don’t care, and you don’t care for me,

And I won’t cry if you won’t cry for me.

Heff Munson, July 1976
The 4 ½ Seasons

1. Something Starts To Fall (First Winter) 

Arms and hands reach up and down

with bony fingers to the ground and sky of gray and bitter cold.

The frost has bitten the trees clear through, you and me, too.

But something is happening. Something starts to fall.

The snow is falling to the ground, the world is quiet crystal sound

That passes into and through the clear night air.

2. You May Want To Stop and Look Around You (Spring)

The dull, aching rain that chills remains, then passes on to farther fields.

And arms and hands reach up and down, too numb, cold, and gray,

It will always be that way: never-ending older cold and gray.

But you may want to stop and look around you,

For the sun begins to feel a little warmer,

The days begin to stay a little longer,

And you may want to stop and look around you.

And you may want to rise and feel the sunshine,

And breathe the air that warms the world around you,

And feel the green that’s growing all around you,

And listen for the new sounds.

3. Today I’m In Love With The Sky (Summer)

Some days were simply made for running through the hills and field,

I’m running up to the sky, today I’m in love with the sky.

Lying, watching clouds lazily drifting by,

I’ll do all my running over the clouds, today I’m in love with the sky.

Some summer thunderstorms coming on a day like today explain

Why there’s still such a lot to be said for being too crazy to come out of the rain.

Live your life in summer nights, the gentle breeze beneath the trees,

That cools and heals, for summer days are getting quite intense.

4. Even As They Turn (Autumn)

Time to stop and wonder in a different world of air

As all things pause before they set the sky on fire.

In gold, in bronze, and gold, and bronze, they set the sky on fire,

And even as they turn, they fade, and fall.

And the winds and rains are coming…

In gold, in bronze, and gold, and bronze, they set the sky on fire,

And even as they turn, they fade, and fall.

And even as they turn, they fade…

5. You…Now (Second Winter)

It was long ago.

New winters saw me here, then, ‘though you were nowhere near, then,

And you have found the time, now,

But I do not belong to me anymore, and it was long ago.

But something crosses over time,

Something moves that I no longer see,

It’s all that’s left to know of me, then,

When I was reaching out for you, now.

Heff Munson, August-November 1976

Still Have Hopes

Oh no, it’s a song about songwriting, but I’m trying because I care,

And I’d much rather show you the Ice Palace

Than merely tell you I was there…

‘Cos I still have hopes of transcending the image,

I still hold prayers of surpassing the dream,

I still believe I can get it on through to you what I mean,

And I still have hopes and belief in the music,

I still have faith I can reach where you are,

That’s all that’s important: the chance to continue,

I have no real plans of becoming a star.

I know if I were trying for gargantuan sales

A more orgasmic sound would be best,

But I’m trying to reach you without appeals to your prurient interests…

‘Cos I still have hopes of transcending the image,

I still hold prayers of surpassing the dream,

I still believe I can get it on through to you what I mean,

And I still have hopes and belief in the music,

I still have faith I can reach where you are,

That’s all that’s important: the chance to continue,

I have no real plans of becoming a star.

Heff Munson, May 1977

Mumbo Gibby 

I’m looking backwards to the end, there is no end,

I’m floating ‘round in clouds and space is all I face.

And I could live it all again, or leave and then

Go floating ‘round on other planes to feel the same.

And there remain to try to learn, and then return

To looking backwards to the end, there is no end.

Heff Munson, July 1977

Believe

Setting it up is hard, but once you’re in, it’s only a matter of keeping on.

Ideas keep coming, and who are you going to tell them to?

It’s been said, but no-one seems to care,

And the ones who do are the ones like you, and they’re very few.

“Do what you want to do.”

(Do something just like the thing that you’ve always wanted to do.)

Take it wherever you can. Break through to places you’ve known were there,

But never bothered to see…

Believe, and if it doesn’t matter, believe in believing that it doesn’t matter.

Believe, believe you will be where you wanted to be today.

Heff Munson, July 1977

Just Doesn’t Matter

Is that you? Well it’s been such a long, long time,

Don’t you know that nothing could matter that much anymore,

And it’s quite all right…it just doesn’t matter.

Do you see me, or only what went before?

Don’t you know? I’ve continued to grow and change, just like you…

And it just doesn’t matter.

Turn away, and I’ll never have said a thing,

Come today, and we’ll see what the time will bring,

It’s all so ordinary now…and it just doesn’t matter to me.

It just doesn’t matter.

Let tomorrow forget yesterday, let it go, it will all drift away,

Leave the bad, leave the good, it just doesn’t matter.

So you see, I’d accept you again today,

Go, or stay, I have no expectations to get in the way,

It’s a strange way to live my life, but it just doesn’t matter,

It’s a strange way to live my life, but it just doesn’t matter.

You say you don’t know why I sing my songs the way I do,

And I still don’t know why so many of them have been for you,

But it just doesn’t matter.

Heff Munson, October 1977

Futureworld

I got better places to spend my time than Futureworld, Futureworld,

Cloud don’t rain and sun don’t shine in Futureworld,

Living time just go too fast in Futureworld, Futureworld,

Seize the moment, now it’s passed in Futureworld.

Yesterday we just begun, today we’re over.

Plastic domes is all I see in Futureworld, Futureworld,

Suffocating you and me in Futureworld,

I live a life I’ve never known in Futureworld, Futureworld,

Some man’s dream, and not your own in Futureworld.

Yesterday we’re free and young, today we’re older. 

I’ll live a life in somewhere else than Futureworld, Futureworld,

If they won’t let me be myself in Futureworld,

If I could get back to here from Futureworld, Futureworld,

Maybe you would still be near, maybe….

Yesterday we just begun, today we’re over.

Heff Munson, 12/21/1977

