I Knew It When The Candles Started Growing
Oh, what a dream I had, and I can’t tell if it was good or bad.
An old man came to me, he shrugged and shook his head.
He said “You can’t go forward, you only start off dead.”

I asked him to explain what he meant by what he said.

He said “I never said it, ask me something else instead.”

And the candles started growing, and the flowers started shrinking,

And the sun was slowly rising in the West.

And then the old man turned and said to me, “I’ll tell you something of my history.”

He said “I’ll be a hero with an army from the grave

And everyone will honor me for all the lives I save.

But then my men will drift away, diminishing my fame,

And nobody will notice me or recognize my name.”

And the sun was moving faster, and everything went dark,

Then suddenly the sky was light again.

And then I saw the clouds were growing thin, and the leaves were floating upward to the trees.

Then I saw a gentle lady, standing all alone.

She said that she was waiting, for her Love was coming home.

She said their love would last through all the passing years,

Through all the tears and laughter, and the laughter and the tears.

And the seasons started changing as the days were flying faster,
With a cloud of people blurring all around.

Oh, what a dream I had, and I can’t tell if it was good or bad.

*(instrumental)

Civilizations rose and fell, mountains grew and disappeared.

Then a flash, and everything went dark.

And then I had my dream, where the sun rose in the east,

And little seeds grew into buds and flowers,

And love was won and lost, and people lived and died,

In a backwards world that seemed a lot like ours.

Oh, what a dream I had, I still can’t tell if it was good or bad.

Oh, what a dream I had, I still can’t tell if it was good or bad.
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