
Greg Brown, Telling stories
Yesterday I was a boy running through the woodsMy dog was my buddy, the wind was green and yellowMy dad called me to gather cedar branchesAnd soon we were sitting around the fire telling storiesWe only have one life but we remember othersAs we go from seed to seed, from glimmer to ashesOur hands are very small, our eyes are very bigAs we sit around the fire telling storiesYou were standing in the church, then you moved my wayI never saw anything so beautiful or so ordinarySeemed like we'd met before in a dream as real as stoneWe were sitting around the fire telling storiesEveryone is scared, everyone's aloneUnless hand reach for hand when the trouble comesAll around the world when the dark night fallsWe should be sitting around the fire telling storiesLove moves like the wind, all we see is changeI tried so hard to hate you but I love you just the sameWhen you gonna visit? When we gonna beSitting around the fire telling stories?Yesterday I was a boy tearing through the woodsOh my dog was my buddy, and the wind was green and yellowMy dad called to me to gather cedar branchesSoon we were sitting around the fire telling stories
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