Gold And White Are

Drifting Into Blue

Dark Days

She's seen this one before, somehow making pain

Of sweet spring sunshine graced with gentle rain,

Somehow she lives in dark days again.

And though she knows that love was only left waiting on a turn of mind,

Waiting on a turn of mind,

She is lost, she is lost, she is lost, and there's nowhere I can find her.

You've seen this one before, somehow making pain

Of sweet spring sunshine graced with gentle rain,

Somehow you live in dark days again.

And though you know that love was only left

Waiting on a turn of mind,

You are lost, you are lost, you are lost, and there's nowhere I can find you.

I've seen this one before, somehow making pain

Of sweet spring sunshine graced with gentle rain,

Somehow I live in dark days again.

And though I know that love was only left

Waiting on a turn of mind,

I am lost, I am lost, I am lost, and there's nowhere...

Heff Munson, May 1978

Life Is A Long Long Time

Shake your head, it’s such a shame, I can tell you think that I’m a fool.

Who would want to waste a life in the way you see me choose to do?

You seem to believe you see something is wrong in me

Watching me let my life die,

How, how can I live this way? Dreams should be put away.

I should assume command of my life.

Shake your head, you’ve been around, you can tell, you’ve seen my kind before.

There’s no chance for those like me. Living in my dreams, I waste my life.

Life, life is a long, long time, time that could prove me wrong,

Wrong in the things I’m learning,

But you don’t see the things I do,
 all that I’m coming through,

So I’m content to wait, and see.

In your mind, you can make me lose if you choose,

But you can’t make me wrong.

You seem to believe you see something is wrong in me

Watching me let my life die,

How, how can I live this way? Dreams should be put away.

I should assume command of my

Life, life is a long, long time, time that could prove me wrong,

Wrong in the things I’m learning,

But you don’t see the things I do, all that I’m coming through,

So I’m content to wait, and see, and I’ll know.

Heff Munson, 1978

Monologue

How quickly the thoughts of a moment go scurrying past,

This isn’t the first time I’ve thought of this, I pray it won’t be the last.

Do I seem to mentally focus on only one thing at a time, really?

Breaking it down into fractions of seconds, this could be,

Never a combination, but rather a sampling of the different aspects of a given reality.

So strange to watch the triggering of memory,

I don’t seem to call the thought; rather, it seems to come to me,

And until it is triggered, as far as I can tell, it is lost in entirety.

How quickly the thoughts of a moment go scurrying past,

This isn’t the first time I’ve thought of this, I pray it won’t be the last.

So perhaps this mind is only a series of devices,

With various stimuli triggering unconscious choices,

Now, in the rare times when my mind can be stilled, I’ll be listening

For other voices.

And I seem to remember I formed a conclusion from all of this,

It could comfort me now, but in truth, I can’t seem to recall what it is.

How quickly the thoughts of a moment go scurrying past,

This isn’t the first time I’ve thought of this, I pray it won’t be the last.

How quickly the thoughts of a moment go scurrying past,

This isn’t the first time I’ve thought of this, I pray it won’t be the last.

Heff Munson, 11/24/1978

Shine

Shine, shine, shine your light, shine your light through my doors,

Find, find, find the time to shine your light through my doors.

Door will open for you, doors you never knew,

Doors I never knew, to rooms for you to view,

And safely lead you through, and I will

Shine, shine, shine my light, shine my light through your doors,

Find, find, find the time to shine my light through your doors.

Door will open for me, doors I’d never see,

Doors you’d never see, to rooms for me to see,

And safely carry me, let us

Shine, shine, shine our light, shine our light through our doors,

Find, find, find the time to shine our light through our doors.

Shine, shine, shine your light, shine your light through my doors,

Find, find, find the time to shine your light through my doors

(and windows).

Heff Munson, 12/17/1978

Slow

The people are few who I’ve let inside to know me,

But lately the thought of you occupies my time,

You’ve been growing on me, and you know, I don’t mean slowly.

It’s the fear of crashing that gives me fear of flying,

A couple of crashes have made me slow to take wing,

But I feel myself starting to soar, and without half trying.

So somehow I have to say so,

Somehow I have to let you know,

Somehow it’s growing easy to let it show.

Now the time has come, and I will let you through,

Years of waiting and wondering come to an end,

So look and see, I am here, and I do mean close to you.

Heff Munson, 12/18/1978

Fast Fantasy

I have found you, you have found me,

We have found our way, at least for today.

How long has it been? We’ve been waiting to begin,

Now suddenly it is here, and we can see.

I have found you, you have found me,

We have found our way, at least for today.

How long has it been? We’ve been waiting to begin,

Still I never dreamed that it could be so easy.

I have found you, you have found me,

We have found our way, at least for today.

So many years we’ve been waiting to see,

So many tears had been shed for the sake of a dream,

Now I know why.

I have found you, you have found me,

We have found our way, at least for today.

Heff Munson, 12/19/1978

One More Time

I know it’s only one more time

Before you come around, And let yourself be found.

I watch the door, and wait to see,

I watch and wait for you, when you come walking through…

Oh, look how I’m lifting the veil,

Look how you know I can tell.

I know it’s only one more time

Before you come around, and let yourself be found.

I watch the door, and wait to see,

I watch and wait for you, when you come walking through…

Oh, lookit how I’m lifting the veil, lookit how you know I can tell.

Please, let this be the last time. Please let this be the last time,

Please let this be the last time, I know this will be the last time…

Oh, lookit how I’m lifting the veil, lookit how you know I can tell.

Heff Munson, 12/20/1978

Sweet Spring And Summer Song

Patterns of night disappear, rivers of ice begin to run clear, 

Hear all around you the sound of thw eind running free,

And sing your sweet spring and summer song all day long,

Strands of sunlight streaming now the winter’s gone,

Sing your sweet spring and summer song all day long,

Sing to me.

Blossoming patterns of light grow in the rays of a sun glowing bright,

Come to the song of the rose and the wind and the sea.

And sing your sweet spring and summer song all day long,

Strands of sunlight streaming now the winter’s gone,

Sing your sweet spring and summer song all day long,

Sing to me.

Flowing through all of your days,

Live in the peace of a warm wind blowing all around you,

Come see.

And sing your sweet spring and summer song all day long,

Strands of sunlight streaming now the winter’s gone,

Sing your sweet spring and summer song all day long,

Sing to me.

Heff Munson, 1979

Diorama

If you look out around you. And notice how time goes by,

The changing of the seasons,

and the various things that keep on falling out of the sky,

And if you lokk out around you, and notice how life goes by,

The values of the people,

and the money they keep on saving up for the time they die,

And if you look there inside you, and decide that your life is really strange,

I’ll tell you what: you’re right. I’ll tell you so: it’s true.

It’s as you think, this moving diorama, as recognized by you,

And that’s not all.

Somewhere out there, whirling in space,

There’s a being with a ball that orbits it ‘round and ‘round and ‘round,

And that ball is all it knows,

And ‘round and ‘round and ‘round is the only place it ever goes,

And that’s all it’s ever known, and all it can contain within its brain.

And nearby, there’s a lorelei,

And she sings the sweetest anthems, all carefully designed

To punish the ones who care,

As long as she’s been there, there were

Sweet songs that burn, sweet songs that scald,

Sweet songs that rake away at the heart and eyes and punish the ones who care.

Like planarians swimming to the light,

Like disappointed rainbows arriving at night,

Like bittersweet biographies gathering dust

You’ve got to admit it --- at least I must ---

There’s just no limit to the strange sort of drama

You get into while creating your personal diorama, and that’s not all.

Heff Munson, 1979
Someone Passed This Way

Yes, someone passed this way.

Though it seems I’ve been here a long time, it could have been forever,

I was alternately waiting and searching, hoping to find a ray,

And someone passed this way in kindness.

You know that you’re the only one who’s there, where you are today

You’ve been alternately trying and dying, standing all alone,

And someone passed this way in sadness.

There’s no-one around you, as far as you can see,

And no-one to show you the things that you’re hoping will be,

And no-one there who seems to care where you’re going to go…

So I left this here so you would know:

Yes, someone passed this way.

Heff Munson, 1979

Gold And White Are Drifting Into Blue

It starts the way it always does, and the way things always do,

And when it strikes you, you can feel it running through,

Silver mist gives way to screams in gray…

Darkness abounds, Storm clouds surround, runs dreams aground,

Still the patient light comes sifting through,

Gold and white are drifting into blue, colors wash away.

It ends the way it always does, in the way you chose to learn,

And as it leaves you, you can feel yourself return,

Dark of night gives way to light of day…

Soft, like rain, Tears, like rain, Dreams like rain,

Now the patient light comes into view,

Gold and white are streaming into you.

Heff Munson, 7/28/1979

What Are The Clouds I See?

What are the clouds I see? Great shapes passing over me,

Looking, I think I know, waiting, I watch them go on by.

What is the wind I hear? Moving the branches, far and near,

Listening, I think I know, resting, I feel it blow on by.

A mighty wind, the great clouds rolling by,

And something moves inside, moving from me to you.

Something broke through, something broke through,

Oh something at last broke through.

Waiting, I watch them fly. Looking on, I now know why,

Flowing along for me, oh, what are the clouds I see?

Heff Munson, 7/03/1979

No-One’s Listening

Silver stars in a velvet night, Silent trees all stand so sure,

All sparked by golden fireflies in bright delight, Delight? 

Walking through the world I sing inside,

I look to see there’s no-one at my side,

And loneliness, she has such strange strange eyes,

And no-one’s listening.

The stream was once so swift and deep,

And souls in grace would gather ‘round,

Come peacefully to drink the dreams in sleep, in sound.

Now they’re up and heading for the door,

They’re telling me they’ve heard it all before,

I try to spin the dreams to life once more,

But no-one’s listening.

Nothing is the matter now if I cry, witnessing the feelings I believed die,

Starved for care, they disappear, am I the only one who can hear dreams cry?

Now all around, they know the call, a death-knell sounds for dreams all,

A dawn they do not wish to see Is rising.

Graceful but obedient, they flee, beauty fades away so silently,

And now I think the time has come for me,

And no-one’s listening.

Heff Munson, Autumn 1979

