Know When You’re Lucky
Singer-Songwriter
When I was young I wasn’t much to look at, I’ll admit,

And when it came to groups and games, I didn’t seem to fit,

But then an old man told me, with his lantern burning bright:

“Be a singer-songwriter!  That will put you right.”

And so I studied music, and I read a lot of verse,

And noticed that my social life had gone from bad to worse,

But teachers told me practice was the way to reach my ends,

For a singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends.

A singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends,

For entertainment’s something on which everyone depends,

You simply start a roundelay, and everyone attends,

For a singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends.

I worked upon my singing as the teachers said I should,

Until the day they told me that I sounded pretty good,

My poetry and composition skills soon came along,

And pretty soon I found that I could write a pleasant song.

I went out in the sunshine and I chanced upon a girl,

So I decided I would give my new-found skills a whirl,

I said “I have a brand-new song I’d like for you to hear.”

She said she had a date to go and drink a case of beer.

I journeyed farther on, another listener to find,

And soon I found another singer-writer of my kind,

I said “I have a song here that I think is pretty fine.”

He said “I’ll give a listen if you sit through ten of mine.”

A singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends,

For entertainment’s something on which everyone depends,

You sing a soulful ballad, and everyone attends,

For a singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends.

I tried to find an audience in near and distant lands,

But everyone I met was busy making other plans.

The spring turned into summer, and the summer turned to fall,

And then I found my old advisor propped against a wall,

I told him that my social life was now completely dead,

And he replied “I knew it!  It’s exactly as I said!”

“A social life’s a bother, people taking up your time,

Or asking for a favor, or asking for a dime,

But once the word gets out, your every obligation ends,

For a singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends.”

“A singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends,

For no-one comes for counsel, or borrows, begs, or lends,

You sing a bit, and then you’re free to go and have a ball,

And never worry about your friends: you won’t have none at all!”
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January 21, 2009

For The Band
Yes I remember the years so long ago it seems,

Spring was a new invention in our world of dreams,

Summer was something we hoped was soon to come,

And Winter was the place where we had all come from.

We set out on a search for a world of beauty and truth,

Riding the winds of music and verse and art,

But all that we found was indifference and exhaustion,

And we ended up with bitter and broken hearts

Until we fell apart.

With each new tune the day became alive,

We watched each verse as it would grow and thrive,

A bright new image painted every dawn,

But time went by, and soon our world was gone.

We set out on a search for a world of beauty and truth,

Riding the winds of music and verse and art,

But all that we found was indifference and exhaustion,

And we ended up with bitter and broken hearts

Until we fell apart.

The vision that was strong is now so weak,

We used to sing, but now we barely speak.

But listen to the song from long ago,

And let it in again, and you will know,

The visions we pursued aren’t really gone,

Goodness, Truth and Beauty still live on.

We set out on a search for a world of beauty and truth,

Riding the winds of music and verse and art,

But though we found indifference and exhaustion,

And learned of all the things we couldn’t do,

The dreams we held were true.
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February 17, 2009

Sweet Virginia

Just rest and let the time go by this time

Sweet Virginia

There’s just no need to lose your heart,
The breeze is drifting through the trees and leave

Sweet Virginia

And it’s been with you from the start.

Your race against the sun is done,

Tomorrow you can try another one, for fun.

So let your thoughts just sail away today

Sweet Virginia

And take the time to rest your mind,

And drift along the peaceful streams and dreams

Sweet Virginia

While all your cares get left behind.

It’s not your hopes that run aground,

It’s just the world that needs some time to come around.

The sun and breeze are still your friends,

And you will make it in the end.
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July 9, 2009
Magick Balle
Magick Balle oh you can fear it

Magick Balle is such a thing

Magick Balle could be a spirit

Plastic spirit on a string

Magick Balle is an enigma

Magick Balle is what I found

Magick Balle is what I noticed

Lying there upon the ground

Throw it down it bounces up

Throw it up it bounces down

Maybe it is made of plastic

Maybe it’s a kind of foam

String it’s on might be elastic

Maybe you’ve got one at home

Magick Balle is quite confusing

Ball on string and string on stick

No-one knows its secret purpose

No-one knows what makes it tick

Now I hide it high up in the sky

Now it’s coming down again oh my  (instrumental)

Magick Balle is kind of cheesy

Magick Balle is kind of strange

Magick Balle is pretty easy

Bonk the guy who gets in range

Now I give it unto you my friend

Now I yank it back away again

Magick Balle no you can’t have it

Now it’s gone, no here it is

Deep blue waters make it soggy

Ginger Ale might make it fizz

Magick Balle might be from Venus

Magick Balle might be alive

Now I see it in the window

Sells for $19.95.

Now the strange enchantment starts to pall

So I release my hand and let it fall

The end of my involvement with Magick Balle.
Heff Munson

September 29, 2009
Know When You’re Lucky
Too many fans can drag an artist down.

Too many groupies spread the gossip all around the town.

Too much money makes everyone put their hand in your pocket.

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky.

Too much time can make you fool around.

Too much fame, and people start to tear you down.

Too much popularity makes the public scream for more.

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky.

So when I walk down the street, everybody leaves me alone.

And when I get home, there aren’t a lot of messages on the phone.

And the evening news isn’t telling what I did today.

And all in all, I wouldn’t have it any other way.

No-one’s telling me I need to sing more blues.

I do the things I like, and let them pick and choose.

My freedom lies entirely in my sweet obscurity.

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky,

Know when you’re lucky.

And I know I’m lucky.
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October 18, 2009
Memory Fails From Time to Time But It Won’t Let You Down For Long

So suddenly I hear from you after all the time gone by,

And you may recall that you went away but you can’t remember why,

You have your life but you’ve forgotten why I don’t belong

Oh memory fails from time to time but it won’t let you down for long.

There was a day when you decided we could not combine,

And over time I came to see that all the fault was mine,

And it’s kind of you to offer your conciliatory song,

Oh memory fails from time to time but it won’t let you down for long.

For your life belongs to you,

And your choices are your own,

And I can still remember

All the nights I spent alone.

Now my life belongs to me,

And I’ve nothing left to fear,

And because I still remember

I’ll choose to stay right here.

And your life belongs to you,

And your choices are your own,

And I make my own decisions

In the nights I spend alone.

Now my life belongs to me,

And all I’ve lost is time,

You chose to keep your freedom

And now I’m choosing mine.

And in the end I’m still content that you chose to go your way,

And I don’t mind that you found the time to send your word today,

But soon enough you’d see the reasons why I came out wrong.

Oh memory fails from time to time but it won’t let you down for long.
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October 19-20, 2009

All Your Dreams Come True
Now the time has come and

All your dreams come true

Everything you wish for,

All you want to do.

All Your dreams Come true.

All Your dreams Come true.

Everything is easy,

Everything is clear,

All the things you hope for

Now are drawing near.

All Your dreams Come true.

All Your dreams Come true.

Suddenly somehow there you are,

Sitting serene at the top of the stars.
All Your dreams Come true.

All Your dreams Come true.

Now, when there is beauty,

Now, when Love is deep,

Now your dreams come true,

Now, while you’re asleep.

Heff Munson

October 25-November 3, 2009

Knockturn
How heavy in the summer air languishes the custard pie,

Traveling from who knows where to meet your unbelieving eye,

If you pay attention you will surely be astonished,

Life is more amusing than you think.
Down toward the floor primeval floats the swiftly-falling prat,

Gracefully descending till it meets the ground with sudden splat,

If you pay attention you will surely be rewarded,

Life is more amusing than you think.
Men like Mister Chaplin, and Mister Keaton too,

Used this mystic ballet, and they still speak to you.

Men like Mister Lloyd, and Mister Langdon, too

Showed us what is new is old, and what is old is new.

A moment of reflection yields another mystery:

When we look at Mister Turpin, what does Mister Turpin see?

If you pay attention you will find a new dimension,

Life is more amusing than you think.

Ms. Dressler and Ms. Normand, Ms. Pitts and young Ms. Todd,

Also shared the wizardry, the Wizardry of Odd.

Now you see him, now you don’t, Arbuckle is gone,

Look again, and you will find that Fatty still lives on.

Now the market wavers, and it seems the world is going mad,

Charlatans and posers rant as though the world is turning bad,

But take another look and you will surely rediscover,

Life is more amusing than you think.
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November 14, 2009
Xmas Magick Balle
If times are hard this Christmas,

And your budget’s really small,

You know you can’t please everyone,

Give ‘em Magick Balle.

And if the kids are acting up,

And haven’t been good at all,

Teach the brats a lesson:

Give ‘em Magick Balle.

They’ll think of you twice this season,

Once, and then once more,

First when they try to unwrap the thing,

And again, when they take it back to the store.

You can tell them Santa’s all worn out

From ringing his bell at the mall,

Say the elves have gone On Strike,

Give ‘em Magick Balle.

If you don’t know what to get your spouse,

And time is getting late,

Why not get the gift that says

“We don’t communicate”?

If you’re tired of company parties,

And the punch has turned to gall,

Don’t give your boss the finger:

Give ‘em Magick Balle.

Give ‘em Magick Balle.

Give ‘em Magick Balle.

Don’t make me write another verse,

Give ‘em Magick Balle.
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November 26, 2009
Meandering
Now I  lay me  down to  rest
And be  gin me  ander  ing
Thoughts are  dancing  here and  there
I can’t  make them  stop
I’m not  going to  try.

Floating  over  hills and  clouds
Tracing  rivu  lets and  streams
Gliding  through the  forests
Gliding  through the  valleys
Drifting  ‘round the  dreams.

There’s a  room I  brought with  me
Fits se  curely  in my  pocket
Written  on a  piece of  paper
Got a  cottage  here as  well
Keep it  in the  room.

Pocket’s  in a  nother  coat
Left the  coat on  the pi  ano
That pi  ano’s  in the  cottage
Cottage  on the  extra  planet
Resting  in my  hand.

Planet’s  written  on a  chart
Cottage  written  on a  deed
Room is  written  on a  lease
Carry  ing all  three with  me I
Wonder  where I  am.

Just remembered where I am, meandering.

Never coming back again, I never can.

If the  place should  be the  ​same
it will  be a  different  time,

If the  time should  be the  same
it will  be a  different  place.

Looking in the mirror I see a different face.

When I  laid me  down to  rest
I be  gan me  ander  ing
Thoughts still  dancing  here and  there
Still can’t  make them  stop
Never  going to  try.
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November 25-December 6, 2009

This Song Will Make You Popular
This song will make you popular,

You really can’t go wrong,

Every time you hear it, say

“What a stupid song!”

People will admire you,

And say you have good taste,

Every time you hear it, say

“What a total waste!”

The world is full of subtleties

Which differ by degrees,

But when you say this song is lame,

Everyone agrees.

The world is full of people

With different points of view,

But when they listen to this song,

They won’t blame you.

This song will give you status,

And fame beyond compute,

There’s just one little danger:

Your mom might think it’s cute.
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