Fashion Is Going

Out Of Style

Ditty For Piano And Synthesizer

(Instrumental)

Heff Munson, 1979

A Dream

Long, it seems so long ago, one time you found the time,

Time to send some words to me when you were a dream.

You, you were a dream, you, you were a dream,

You, you were a dream, to me.

Long, it seems so long ago, one time you found the time,

Time to send some words to me…

“Nothing lasts forever, so they say,

And so you think I may decide to leave you one day.

But looking to the future, no one can know,

And then I begin to wonder if you will go.

Time, it seems there isn’t enough.

Only the present day is truly ours.

But I look into your eyes, and hold this for truth:

As long as I’m sure of me, I am sure of you.”

Were you, perhaps, unsure of you?

Were you, perhaps, unsure of you?

Or were you really just a dream?

Don’t, don’t be a dream, don’t, don’t be a dream,

Don’t, don’t be a dream, be real.

Don’t, don’t be a dream, don’t, don’t be a dream,

Don’t, don’t be a dream, be real.

Heff Munson, March 1979

The Key
‘Wish I’d been there every time you needed me,

I don’t need you now,

But knowing all I know, believing all I believe,

I still miss you sometimes.

I’m still here to help you if you’ll ask in honesty,

I have never left you,

I am only waiting for the time you see the gift in me.

Remember, oh please remember: Your key is “please let me in”,

Remember, oh please remember: Your key is “please let me in”.

Please learn to ask in honesty, please learn to see more clearly,

Please be brave, for you can reach me anytime

If you’ll just come and talk to me.

Remember, oh please remember: Your key is “please let me in”,

Remember, oh please remember: Your key is “please let me in”.

Please learn to ask in honesty, Please learn to see more clearly,

Please be brave, for you can reach me anytime

If you’ll just come and talk to me.

Remember, oh please remember: Your key is “please let me in”,

Remember, oh please remember: Your key is “please let me in”.

‘Wish I’d been there every time you needed me,

I don’t need you now,

But knowing all I know, believing all I believe,

I still miss you sometimes.

Heff Munson, December 1979

Waltz/Eclipse
(Instrumental)

Heff Munson, 1979

Reflection 1965

Crescent moon takes an endless ride from the land of clouds to the land of night,

Crescent moon on an endless voyage through my life.

He doesn’t know where he’s going, but he knows that he’s never returning.

Reaching land at an unknown shore, passing, as through an open door,

Looking far ahead to see there’s only more.

He doesn’t know where he’s going, but he knows that he’s never returning.

Standing still on a summer night, I watch alone as he makes his flight,

Crescent moon on an endless voyage through my life.

Heff Munson, 1979

Something/Can’t Go On

Well the days keep walking right on by, and night time takes me into silence,

Sunlight brings me into brightness, no complaints, just a feeling that

It can’t go on for too much longer, can’t go on for too much longer,

Can’t go on for too much longer, these things never do...do they?

I’ve been in all this for weeks and weeks, it never seems there’s time or peace,

And I never thought I’d ever be this tired, and there’s this feeling that

I can’t go on for too much longer, can’t go on for too much longer,

Can’t go on for too much longer, these things never do...do they?

Now the time goes fast, I’m really speeding, wondering where this all is leading,

Spending all my days believing: “Something appears and makes a change,
brings new light from night-time into morning,

Something so sweet and yet so strange, something new will happen soon to me.”

Well the days keep walking right on by, and night time takes me into silence,

Sunlight brings me into brightness, no complaints, just a feeling that

It can’t go on for too much longer, can’t go on for too much longer,

Can’t go on for too much longer, these things never do...do they?

Heff Munson, Spring 1980

Looking For You In Dreams (Discopus)

What can I say? You’re determined to fade away.

I could ask where you’ll go. I’m afraid I don’t want to know

I look in your eyes, and I look at the vacant skies.

Not a cloud I can see, but it still looks like rain to me.

Looking, I’m looking. you leave me looking, looking for you in dreams.

Looking, I’m looking. you leave me looking, looking for you in dreams.

Maybe if I smash the wall,kick it in, lose it all,

Maybe if I raze the day…maybe I’ll fade away.

It’s a pain I can’t live with, it’s a pain I can’t live without,

But it’s nothing to you, so there’s nothing for me to do.

Looking, I’m looking. you leave me looking, looking for you in dreams.

Looking, I’m looking. you leave me looking, looking for you in dreams..

Heff Munson, 1980

Modulating Ditty

(Instrumental)

Heff Munson, 1980

Blurry

Maybe there’s a smudge upon the painting, maybe there’s a stain upon the wall,

Perhaps the way you look at me is not quite right,
 it’s hard to tell, and it’s just as well…

It always looks all right when it’s kind of blurry,

It’s comfortable when things are not too clear,

You never notice cracks around the edges,
You never notice fragments in the corners, you never hear the whispers in the hall.

So sing a song about the being blurry, it’s quite all right to simply hum the tune,

So chant it in a warm room full of echoes, the job is done because the day is over,

The work I’m doing doesn’t make much sense.

It’s nice to have my life become a cloud, I watch it from a castle made of dreams,

When I remember looking out my window, when I remember looking out at all.

And people seem all right when you’re kind of blurry,

They seem to smile, and turn, and walk away,

It’s hardly worth the trouble spent to hold on,

They never seem to linger for an answer, was I a minute or an hour too late?

…and I never want to see that way again.

I’m worn and tired, and feeling kind of blurry, I only need to rest here for awhile,

I see my friends, and they don’t look much older,

So I will wait, and ride the spring and summer, and settle for a life of easy answers,

Familiar paths are leading me back home.

Heff Munson, 1/08/1981

Fashion Is Going Out Of Style

I’ve been told to write a popular song, a song designed to make a lot of money,

I’m supposed to send a message to a world that doesn’t seem to listen.

I’m supposed to tell them what they want to hear,

And the way to get attention is to shout,

I would rather do it with a whisper, but no-one wants to try that.

With pictures changing all around you, they keep the scenery moving all the while,

But it’s a game, or is it just a daydream? Fashion is going out of style.

Fashion is going out of style, and I’m going out of style too,

But I don’t know who’s following who, or why I should be following you.

And I can’t seem to make the thing cohesive,

Because I don’t believe what I’m supposed to say,

I seem to be a painter at the time when they’d rather watch commercials.

With pictures changing all around you, they keep the scenery moving all the while,

But it’s a game, or is it just a daydream? Fashion is going out of style.

Fashion is going out of style, and I’m going out of style too,

But I don’t know who’s following who, or why I should be following you.

Art is Inventory, Poetry is Product, what am I doing in this popularity contest?

I’ve been told to write a popular song, with lyrics that are hip and flip enough,

A potent beat, and not too many chords,
and a middle part that “takes you somewhere”.

I don’t think I did it this time, they say “If you can’t take the heat, get out!”

I can take the heat, I just can’t take the cold (of your indifference).

With pictures changing all around you, they keep the scenery moving all the while,

But it’s a game, or is it just a daydream? Fashion is going out of style.

Fashion is going out of style, and I’m going out of style too,

But I don’t know who’s going to burn down the village for me and you.

Heff Munson, 1982

Waiting Around For The Big One

When I was a child, I resolved to remember that death was coming,

I resolved not to waste the limited time of my life,

But then they assured me, to wait till tomorrow was no big difference,

They settled me down, and another night went by.

All through the night, I’m waiting around for the big one,

To boogie on down with a message from out of the sky,

Everybody’s sitting here waiting around for the great big one,

Just waiting around for the big one to come on by.

They told me they had a position where I could at least break even,

They told me they knew it was “not exactly in my line”,

But what could I do? At least it was something to keep me going,

I sighed, I signed, and another week went by.

So I’m working away, and waiting around for the big one,

To boogie on down with a message from out of the sky,

Everybody’s sitting here waiting around for the great big one,

Just waiting around for the big one to come on by.

She told me she needed some time alone to think things over,

If I could be patient, she’d sort herself out in time,

And the fall became winter, and spring turned quietly into summer,

“Oh no!” I cried, and another year went by.

Too soon, too soon, they can see that I’m there on the deathbed,

And they say it’s apparent to all that I just didn’t try,

That I was aware all along, and I could have done something,

But I say “It’s okay, here it comes…here comes the big one.”

Look at me, I was waiting around for the big one,

To boogie on down with a message from out of the sky,

Everybody’s sitting here waiting around for the great big one,

Just waiting around for the big one to come on by.

Heff Munson, 1983
