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Deep down dark

In a wood of ancient sounds and wonders

Stepped I lightly looking for the lovely Marianne
Hard I gazed about me, for I'd sung and dreamt of her quite nightly

The lovely muse of flame-lit pews, and Roland's battle plan

Long had I lay dormant in a pool of self and selfish pleasures

Warlocks, wolves and witches knew me by an old and magic name

Now I was awake, at night, when thin-lipped teachers whittle switches

Sad, forsaken, tired children know nobody is to blame.

Wandered I alone, thick in the air of heat and damp and noises

I called out for Marianne and for our unborn son

Tigers slept and tigers purred and bats and owls were up, quite rightly

I hummed again and then again a song I'd just begun

That said again, and then again, she is the setting sun

She is, she is, she is, she is, she is the setting sun

The setting sun, the setting sun, she is the setting sun

She is the setting setting sun, she is the setting sun

The setting setting settting setting setting setting sun

An age-old air, a lock of hair, a battle never won

A lemming lost and living and a game of hit and run

A walk, a lope, a look, a roam

A book, a key, a lock, a home

A tale, a lay, a poem, a tome

Of Marianne and Charlemagne


and plans that come undone

An old and stooped man who laughed 

It's night, it's dark, we're all riff-raff

Young man, you're lost, and by my staff

She is the setting sun.

