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            Dweller on the Threshold by Paul Muldoon

         

         The great artist is not only on the front line but engaged in single combat. The opponent is a version of himself and, almost inevitably, it’s a fight to the death.

         At the champion’s back is a wall of spearmen, cheering and jeering him on. Each of them bears a wound from him and has, in turn, given him a wound. It’s often a spear-thrust to the heart, a spear-thrust all have somehow survived.

         Some of the spearmen at Van Morrison’s back were conscripted by his father, George, who had spent time in Detroit in the early 1950s and accumulated a substantial record collection from Solly Lipsitz’s record shop (Atlantic Records) in Belfast’s Smithfield market. Muddy Waters, Charlie Parker, Mahalia Jackson, Woody Guthrie, Hank Williams, Sonny Terry and Brownie McGhee, John Lee Hooker, Lead Belly. Like many great artists, Van Morrison seems to lend credibility to the notion of the ‘10,000 hours’ of limbering up they put in before reaching their full potential and coming into their own. It’s a phenomenon made popular by Malcolm Gladwell in Outliers. In fact, I’ve heard Van refer to Malcolm Gladwell as he talks about serving his time, from the age of twelve, in the business of writing and performance. Between 1957 and 1964, he was involved with at least a dozen bands.

         
             

         

         I first heard a recording of Van Morrison in 1964 when he was the lead singer of Them. I didn’t know at the time the name of that band was pilfered from a Melody Maker ad for a group called Shorty and Them. I assumed the band name was primarily a version of the Northern Irish representation of otherness – them’uns. From the outset, Van Morrison seemed at once familiar and foreign, a straddler of traditions, skiffle and street scuffle, a Belfast boy who might have grown up on a bayou or on the Bowery or playing boogie-woogie. No wonder a 1992 recording of Van singing ‘Gloria’ with John Lee Hooker still seems the most natural thing in the world.

         By the time I myself moved to Belfast, in 1969, Van Morrison was a bona fide solo star. His classic album, Astral Weeks, was simply left on the record player, like a frying pan on a hot plate, in countless student digs. I had a particular affection for ‘Madame George’, of course, particularly since in 1972–73 I lived in a spectacularly rundown student house at 124 Fitzroy Avenue and had the shock of recognition when a great artist stakes out his territory and, more importantly, allows the listener or reader to sublet. The detailing of Belfast life has seen Van Morrison no less to the fore than Ciaran Carson or Derek Mahon or Michael Longley, particularly when it comes to representing ‘a sense of wonder’:

         
            
               Wee Alfie at the Castle Picture house

               On the Castlereagh Road

               Whistling on the corner next door where

               He kept Johnny Mack Brown’s horse

               ‘O Sole Mio’ by McGimsey

               And the man who played the saw

               Outside the City Hall

               Pastie suppers down at Davy’s Chipper,

               Gravy Rings, Wagon Wheels,

               Barmbracks, Snowballs

            

         

         As Van Morrison’s career developed he was able to take in Belfast no less readily than Beale Street, Irish diddley-dow-diddley no less readily than Bo Diddley. The Irishness of his work is evident from the very localised vocabulary of one of my favourites:

         
            
               Goin’ down to Monte Carlo about 25k from Nice 

               Goin’ down to Monte Carlo about 25k from Nice

               Got to get myself together, gotta get my head some peace

            

         

         It’s the blues line typified by ‘Goin’ Down to Monte Carlo’, even more than soul or funk, that’s the most common driving force in Van Morrison’s music and lyrics. At the heart of the blues is the couplet, the mainstay of poetry in English from Chaucer through Dryden, Pope, Byron, Yeats and Owen to Eminem and Kendrick Lamar. It’s a template that allows Van Morrison the flexibility to range over subject matter as diverse as ‘the solid ground / In the County Down’, the vicissitudes of the ‘music business scene’, the delighting in the music itself:

         
            
               And it stoned me to my soul

               Stoned me just like Jelly Roll

            

         

         My own personal relationship with Van Morrison, which I feel obliged to acknowledge here, has developed only over recent years and is based on good-humoured banter and mutual contrariness, the very frequent ‘wonderful remark’ and considerable soul searching on whether there is, indeed, any fun to be had. Van Morrison continues to embody a parade of paradoxes; he is a very successful businessman who hates business, a celebrity who disavows celebrity culture, a supreme showman who is, as they say, pathologically shy. I can tell you that, when I attended his seventieth birthday party, I stayed later than he did. As to those who might be exercised by the question of ‘Whatever Happened to PJ Proby?’, I can also tell you I last spotted a very intact PJ at that same party.

         
             

         

         One dominant theme in Van Morrison’s work is the seamless relationship between things Celtic and the occult. In this he traces his line back through William Butler Yeats to William Blake. Indeed, some of the best of his songs sound as if they’ve been channelled through Yeats or Blake or Wordsworth: 

         
            
               The mountain air was fresh and clear

               The sun was up behind the hill

               It felt so good to be alive

               On that morning in spring

            

            
               I want to sing this song for you

               I want to lift your spirits high

               And in my soul I want to feel

               The beauty of the days gone by

            

         

         One of the things that makes an artist great is their recognition not only of the significance of their serving time in the writer’s trade – as if one were a riveter, say, or a rat-catcher – but their recognition also that they are merely conduits for a force beyond themselves. In fact, it’s the combination of these two seemingly contradictory positions that may be discerned in the most successful musicians and writers. This is the single greatest lesson to be learned from Lonnie Donegan and John Donne, Big Bill Broonzy and Rabbie Burns. As Van Morrison has himself put it:

         
            I write from a different place. I do not even know what it is called or if it has a name.

         

         It’s this mix of genuine humility and hard-won hubris, of mysticism and technical mastery, that makes Van Morrison quite simply, and quite indisputably, ‘The Bard of Belfast’.

      

   


   
      
         

            Introduction by Eamonn Hughes

         

         Van Morrison’s status as an original is assured. In his early work with Them he led one of the great bands to emerge from the British blues boom, kickstarted the pop and rock scene in Ireland, and also wrote songs that have not just endured but entered the canon of popular music. Striking out on his own he then changed the way that music sounded by ignoring the lines along which it had been developing in favour of his own unique combination of sounds and words. Since then he has continued to move restlessly across forms and genres, rarely feeling any need to conform to prevailing fashions or values in either his words or his musics (and the plural is appropriate). Anyone looking for patterns in his work will quickly recognise that the overarching pattern is of disruption. As soon as he has established a sound or a set of concerns, he moves on to something different. In doing so he has produced songs that are simply necessary in the lives of the many people who use them to mark the significant moments – both joyful and melancholy – in their lives.

         This is the second volume of Van Morrison’s selected lyrics and it aims, like its predecessor, Lit Up Inside (2014), to provide a representative sample of his work. Just flicking through the book and noticing the different shapes of the songs gives an immediate sense of the many different ways that Morrison has approached the art of songwriting from tightly controlled early lyrics through more free-flowing songs or even spoken word pieces into what look like more conventional song structures. Taken together the two volumes give an overview of his work over some fifty years as a songwriter. The arrangement here is once again broadly chronological and the songs again cover a range of themes, topics, places, and people that manages to be both extensive and concentrated. Van Morrison has both extended the range of, for want of a better term, the popular song and equally he has established and returned to a core set of concerns and interests throughout his career.

         Even a partial list of his recurrent interests is still extensive. It would have to include love songs, work songs (about both physical work and the work of being a songwriter), songs about the pains and anxieties of existence, songs of consolation, songs about various kinds of spiritual quest and the realms of the mystical, and songs which deal with healing and reconciliation both with the self and with others. Then there are the songs of memory and of childhood; songs about the natural world (‘nature’s bright green shady path’ as it’s called in ‘Rave On, John Donne’) and about the perspectives it can provide on time, which can exist both in various secular forms (the seasons, times of day) and sub specie aeternitatis. Places too receive due attention both in the naming of many actual towns and cities and in the form of semi-mythical locations. There are songs of falling leaves and evening shadows, of joyous sounds and whining boy moans; there are songs of wisdom and grace. There is also a long-standing concern with the ‘the voice of the silence’ (‘Little Village’), and many tributes to the voices of musicians and writers who have been significant for Morrison.

         This brief listing points in two directions. On the one hand it is possible to break these categories down into specifics. The love songs, for example, deal with love in all its guises: the just glimpsed, the domestically settled, the anguish of breakups, the ways in which an earthy, secular love can slide almost imperceptibly into something more spiritual, the idea that love can provide an afternoon of joy, or a lifetime of meaning. Likewise, it’s possible to find songs for every season of the year, and indeed for most times of the day. Contrariwise these various categories slide into and across each other: gardens as places in the natural world are also echoes of the primal mystical garden and are the setting for many love songs whether rapturous  or melancholy, while the love being expressed can be either profane or spiritual (and sometimes both). There is here a basic opposition. On the one hand there is the desire of the observer and recorder of experience to note as clearly as possible the details of that experience, as in, for example, ‘It was on a Sunday and the autumn leaves were on the ground’ (‘If You and I Could Be As Two’). For this songwriter the time of day, the weather, the season of the year, the location are all vital aspects of the experience – the emotion being recollected (whether tranquilly or not) is inextricably tied up with such details and the songs are faithful to them. This can be true even when the songs are elliptical, fragmented and episodic. Songs such as ‘Astral Weeks’ seem to arise from a sense of being overwhelmed and as a result all the recorder can do is out pick out occasional details from a welter of stimuli – ‘pictures on the walls / Whispering in the halls … clean clothes … little red shoes’ – catching them on the fly as tokens of the many impressions that the receptive consciousness of the speaker / writer is open to. Song after song confronts the world in this way: as a result when reading through the songs we can’t help but notice the many things that are recorded: cigarettes, fishing rods, radios, train tracks, shoes, combs, coats, accordions to list just a few of the inanimate kind, a list that can be doubled and redoubled if we move into the natural, the animate, and the human world. As against this impulse there is the contrary one which seeks to bring everything into something like harmony, to abstract from the welter of sense impressions some overarching vision in which a song can be about all things simultaneously. These impulses can be seen as centrifugal and centripetal, forces pulling in opposite directions, and taking our lead from this we can see how Morrison’s body of work is marked by a number of similarly oppositional forces. There are the songs that forbid looking back, and the songs steeped in memory; there are the songs that assert the need to dwell in the particular moment and the songs that search for the transcendent; the songs of joy in this world and the songs warning against the material world (including those in which the music business is excoriated). Again this list of oppositions could be continued to encompass the whole body of work. The obvious immediate response to this point is to quote from Walt Whitman (named in ‘Rave On, John Donne Part II’): ‘Do I contradict myself? / Very well then I contradict myself, / (I am large, I contain multitudes.)’ That would certainly be one way of thinking about Morrison’s songs as a body of work, but to leave it there would also be a disservice to that work by implying that there is an irresolution at the heart of it. It is better then to consider these various oppositions as foundational contradictions in line with (to take another of Morrison’s references) William Blake’s ‘Without Contraries is no progression.’ From very early on the situation of lovers in Morrison’s songs echoes this sense of opposition: ‘And there go you and I / Between the earth and sky’ (‘My Lonely Sad Eyes’). In doing so it also slides between sacred and secular forms of love. Of course, in saying this we are pointing not just to Blake (and a number of other writers besides Blake) but also to the traditions of soul, blues and gospel music in which this elision of the sacred and profane is central.

         Which brings us to the question of where Van Morrison stands in relation to tradition and how that relates to his undoubted originality. In ‘Goldfish Bowl’ he refers to ‘Jazz, Blues & Funk … Folk with a beat / And a little bit of Soul’ which is a good starting point (though by no means the destination) for thinking about his relationship to tradition. We tend to see the artist, at least since the period of the Romantics, as a singular, even solitary, figure, forging ahead with their work while ignoring all others. Equally, at least since Ezra Pound insisted in the early twentieth century that his fellow writers should ‘make it new’, a premium has been placed on the notion of the original and the modern. Both T. S. Eliot and W. B. Yeats argued against Pound and for tradition – as Yeats put it ‘even what I alter must seem traditional … Ancient salt is best packing.’ But both also had some difficulties in defining tradition and how the artist relates to it. Academic writing on this subject has tended to stress what is called the ‘anxiety of influence’: the idea that any artist, to borrow a phrase from James Joyce, ‘frets in the shadow’ of his or her predecessors.

         Van Morrison can be classified, in the available terms, as a ‘solo artist’, he is a singer, a songwriter, and a musician, but we know that this classification is only part of the story. Van Morrison is also a bandleader, a frequent collaborator with other singers in his live shows (and on Duets he works with sixteen other singers), and a singer and musician who has covered a range of others’ songs. That last point is worth dwelling on. Surveying Morrison’s recorded work it’s hard to overlook his practice of covering of songs by other writers which started with Them and has continued throughout his career. This may seem like a strange point with which to introduce a book of Van Morrison’s lyrics, but it offers a way into those lyrics.

         Without wishing to turn this introduction into an exercise in allusion spotting (others have done a more comprehensive job than would be possible here) it is worth noting that Morrison’s songwriting and his covers of others’ work are interdependent. For example, when he covers Sister Rosetta Tharpe’s ‘How Far from God’ on Roll with the Punches in 2017 it fits comfortably with the songs that he has written on just this subject. At one level this explains why singers pick songs to cover: the chosen song allows them a variant on a familiar form of expression. But there is something else happening here. What also makes the song familiar within the context of Morrison’s work is its repeated phrase ‘walk and talk’ which appears early in Morrison’s writing (‘If You and I Could Be As Two’, ‘Sweet Thing’) and the activity, if not the actual words, appear in many other songs (‘If I Ever Needed Someone’, ‘Autumn Song’). It’s a common enough phrase and it would be foolish to say that it is an allusion to the Tharpe song, but it fits into a larger pattern. Morrison’s own songs are steeped in tropes and themes acquired over a lifetime of listening and performing: in ‘Foggy Mountain Top’ he notes that he has ‘been listening to this music / Ever since the age of three’. It seems to be as natural as breathing for him then to begin a song such as ‘Give Me My Rapture’ with two lines – ‘There are strange things happening every day / I hear music up above my head’ – which can be confidently identified as allusions to a Sister Rosetta Tharpe song and to a gospel song made famous by her. Given that this is a spiritual song it is not surprising to find a reference to the idea of the ‘dark night of the soul’ from St John of the Cross later in the lyric. All of these references might well be considered traditional regardless of their source. By making use of them Morrison is then placing himself within a form of music (and within other forms of writing as well) and might be seen as adapting the tradition to make his own plea for spiritual enlightenment. There is a twist to this, however, in that another version of ‘Strange Things Happening’, by Etta James, is about an altogether more profane and earthy form of rapture, the very temptation that Morrison’s song wishes to resist. ‘Give Me My Rapture’ then, we could say, is traditional but, more importantly, it is so only because it is part of a tradition that Morrison is creating and mobilising within his work. His songs are then a way of walking and talking with tradition.

         This is just one example of how Morrison’s songs relate to the several traditions from which they derive. Tharpe is an easier, because more limited, example to deal with than some others; the engagements with William Blake or John Lee Hooker, with W. B. Yeats or Hank Williams are much more expansive. It should go without saying, but it is worth stressing, that these engagements are not all one way. These four names would not fit together in any other context than Morrison’s work. Morrison, in other words, is not drawing on some existing tradition; rather he is creating, adding to, and modifying his own tradition as he writes. In contrast to some other ideas of tradition and how artists relate to it, Morrison’s engagement is confident and generous; it is hard to think of another writer who is so open to naming and sharing sources, models, inspirations. If the radio brought much of this work to his attention, then it’s as if his songs have now become an equivalent to the radio from which others can learn. There is little sense here of any anxiety or fretfulness. Instead, there is a joyous cataloguing of predecessors who are celebrated and honoured, treated with generosity and given their due by someone who stands confidently in line with them as an equal, someone who has created his own tradition by creating his own body of work. Steeped though they are in traditions, we never have any doubt that we are hearing a Van Morrison song. Where else would you find William Wordsworth, Lawrence Ferlinghetti and Jon Hendricks being brought together in a way that makes sense. Van Morrison’s songs are then a conversation both with himself and with this ever-developing tradition. When he rhymes ‘crossroads’ with ‘arcadian groves’? in ‘Pagan Heart’ he brings both Robert Johnson and W. B. Yeats into the conversation, and we are reminded that although they are near contemporaries there is nowhere else but in Morrison’s work that such a connection would be made. We can therefore look to his work not just for what it does in its own right but also for how it can reshape our sense of cultural connections.

         Paradoxically it is this kind of engagement with the tradition that he has created that is one of the most original aspects of Van Morrison’s writing. Without him this tradition would not exist. When you get to the final words of this book (‘The Prophet Speaks’) what you are reading is another part of Van Morrison’s life-long conversation with the tradition that he has shaped, not just for himself but for us as well: ‘Come closer now / I’ll tell you with a whisper’.

          

         Eamonn Hughes

September 2019 

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               If You and I Could Be As Two

            

            
               
                  It was on a Sunday and the autumn leaves were on the ground

                  Kicked my heart when I saw you standing there in your dress of blue

                  The storm was over, my ship sailed through

                  What is this feeling, what can I do?

               

               
                  If you and I could be relieved to walk and talk

                  And be deceived I’d give my all and all

                  And more I would do

                  If darling only you and I could be as two

               

               
                  If we could dream and by our dreams

                  Sew this wicked world up at the seams

                  I’d give my life, and more I would do

                  If darling only you and I could be as two

               

               
                  Baby do you remember

                  All the good times we had together

                  Walkin’ through the park

                  Baby then, then we could sing

                  Give you all my money

                  Everything in the world that I have

                  You told me that don’t mean a thing

               

               
                  If still in darkness

                  We could run together there

                  In that morning sun

                  I’d give my all, my love and everything to you

                  If darling only you and I could be as two

                  Could be as two 

                  Could be as two

                  Could be as two

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Bad or Good

            

            
               
                  Everybody’s got some soul

                  I don’t care if they’re young or old

                  Gotta hold on, when all is gone

                  Make out like it’s fine

               

               
                  While we say yeah (bad or good)

                  Oh Yeah (bad or good)

                  Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah (bad or good)

                  Gotta let it happen (bad or good)

                  Everybody (bad or good)

                  Sometime, oh yeah

               

               
                  Don’t even have to say one word

                  It ain’t nothin that we’ve seen or heard

                  Get out, get out, jump back child

                  Make like you know what it’s all about

               

               
                  And we say yeah (bad or good)

                  Oh Yeah (bad or good)

                  Oh baby (bad or good)

                  Gotta let it happen (bad or good)

                  Everybody (bad or good)

                  Sometime, some sweet time

               

               
                  If there’s something, baby, you want me to do

                  Come on over here and I’ll see about you

                  Yeah I’ll make it, shake it all about

                  Jump back child

               

               
                  Just say yeah (bad or good)

                  Oh Yeah (bad or good) 

                  Oh Yeah (bad or good)

                  Gotta let it happen (bad or good)

                  Everybody (bad or good)

                  Sometime, sometime, oh yeah

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Could You Would You

            

            
               
                  Could you, would you, hold me in your arms

                  Show me all your charms or make me sad or make me blue

                  Could you love me, like I love you, like I love you?

               

               
                  Could you, would you, squeeze and hold me tight

                  Love me all through the night, never ever let me go

                  Could you love me, like I love you so, like I love you so?

               

               
                  Every time I see you walkin’ down my avenue

                  I say hi hi hi hi hi, are you alright?

                  You say how do you do

                  Just like you always do

                  But if I had you in my arms tonight

               

               
                  Could you, would you, hold me oh so near

                  While I whisper in your ear

                  The sweet words, you long to hear

                  Could you love me, like I love you, like I love you?

               

               
                  Could you, would you, hold me oh so near

                  While I whisper in your ear

                  The sweet words, you long to hear

                  Could you love me, like I love you, like I love you,

                  Just like I love you?

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Friday’s Child

            

            
               
                  From the North to the South

                  You walked all the way

                  You know you left your home

                  Left your home for good to stay

               

               
                  While you built all

                  All your castles in the sun

                  And I watched you knock ’em down

                  Knock ’em down, each and every one

               

               
                  Oh, Friday’s child, you can’t stop now, no

                  Oh, Friday’s child, you can’t stop now

               

               
                  And I watched you before you came too old

                  And I told you, a long time before

                  You ever came to be told

                  You got somethin’ that they all wanna know

                  You gotta hold on and never, never let go

               

               
                  Oh, Friday’s child, you can’t stop now, no, no

                  Oh, Friday’s child, you cannot stop now

                  You can’t stop

               

               
                  There you go,

                  There you go with rainbows hangin’ round your feet

                  And you’re makin’ out

                  You’re makin’ out with everyone that you meet

                  You’re even having a ball and staying out late

                  And watched the sun come up round Notting Hill Gate

               

               
                  Oh, Friday’s child, you can’t stop now, no, no 

                  Oh, Friday’s child, you cannot stop, you’re driving

                  No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no

                  You cannot stop now,

                  It’s too much

                  You can’t stop

                  You can’t stop

                  You can’t stop

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               One Two Brown Eyes

            

            
               
                  Went out last night walkin’

                  I heard someone talkin’

                  You’d better stop stayin’ out late at night

                  Straighten up and fight

                  Right you better stop tellin’ those lies

                  Gonna cut you down to my size

                  You got one, you got two brown eyes

                  Hypnotize, hypnotize, hypnotize

                  Yeah, Yeah, oh

                  Oh, oh, oh, oh,

                  Oh, oh, oh, oh

               

               
                  You got such pretty good looks

                  You don’t really find in good books

                  You’d better stop staying out late at night

                  Or straighten up and fight, right

                  I gonna cut you down to my size

                  You got one, two brown eyes

                  Hypnotize

                  Oh what eyes

                  Hypnotize

                  Yeah, yeah, oh

                  Oh, oh, oh, oh,

                  Oh, oh, oh, oh

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               You Just Can’t Win

            

            
               
                  One more coffee, one more cigarette

                  One more morning trying to forget

                  If I had a chance to join your dance

                  I wouldn’t like to bet your game is something

               

               
                  Yet it’s a shame

                  Ain’t natural for you

                  Baby it’s a sin

                  You know you just can’t win

                  When you are in

               

               
                  You used to ride on buses

                  Take a tube to Camden Town

                  Now you go by aeroplane

                  Don’t let nothing bring you down

               

               
                  Yet it’s a shame

                  Ain’t natural for you

                  Baby it’s a sin

                  You know you just can’t win

                  When you are in

               

               
                  Now the road is dark and lonely

                  But you got to bear the load

                  You’re up in Park Lane now

                  I’m somewhere round the Tottenham Court Road

               

               
                  Yet it’s a shame

                  Ain’t natural for you

                  Baby it’s a sin

                  You know you just can’t win 

                  When you are in

               

               
                  No, you just can’t win

                  No, you just can’t win

                  When you are in

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               The Smile You Smile

            

            
               
                  The smile you smile is you

                  And I see through your laughing eyes

                  The smile you smile is you

                  And I see through your laughing eyes, oh baby

                  And in the whirlpool of them

                  I can be in paradise

               

               
                  And I’d go roamin’ in the gloamin’

                  Ever and a day with you,

                  I’d go roamin’ in the gloamin’

                  Ever and a day with you

                  And sit between the stars and say

                  That that’s my point of view

               

               
                  I-I-I-I-I love you

                  I-I-I-I-I love you

               

               
                  And talk to trees and sunshine

                  Feel your lips against my lip

                  And talk to trees and sunshine

                  Feel your lips against my lip

                  And smell your sweet perfume

                  And even touch your fingertips

               

               
                  I-I-I-I-I love you

                  I-I-I-I-I love you

                  I-I-I-I-I love you

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Astral Weeks

            

            
               
                  If I ventured in the slipstream

                  Between the viaducts of your dreams

                  Where immobile steel rims crack

                  And the ditch in the back roads stop

               

               
                  Could you find me

                  Would you kiss my eyes

                  And lay me down in the silence easy

                  To be born again, to be born again?

               

               
                  Far from the side of the ocean

                  If I put the wheels in motion

                  And I stand with my arms behind me

                  And I pushed another door

               

               
                  Could you find me

                  Would you kiss my eyes

                  Lay me down in the silence easy

                  To be born again, to be born again?

               

               
                  There you go standing with the look of Avarice

                  Talking to Huddie Ledbetter

                  Showing pictures on the walls

                  Whispering in the halls

                  And pointing a finger at me

               

               
                  There you go, there you go

                  Standing in the sun darling
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