
 

 

A Whisper Can Change The World 
music by Gary Marks, lyrics by Gary Marks  

© 2006 Marksland ASCAP 

Welcome to this war of mine, 
It started with a notion.  
Heart and mind a battlefield 
spreading across the ocean 

now. I try to silence the noise 
so I can hear your voice.  
Shouts are bound to fall                             
but a whisper can change the world.      

Have you seen a river burn? 
Smoke becomes emotions. 
Love becomes a dying world 
Lying in the open. 

Oh, hearts are the logic of man, 
while minds scream all they can. 
Shouts are bound to fall 
but a whisper can change the world.  
  
Interlude 

Welcome to an ancient place before this time of chaos.  
Minoan and pastel gods 
Standing here before us. 

There, silently showing the way 
Among these dreams we fake. 
Shouts are bound to fall 
but a whisper can change the world. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

I Guess It Never Stops 
written by Gary Marks © 1990 Marksland ASCAP 

We've been called back to Eden  
'cause we've done something wrong out here.  
We were supposed to learn something 
but we just multiplied the fear. 

I feel so bad now when I hold you in my arms  
'cause even back there I won't be your only one.  
There'll be some snake tempting you with everything he's got.  
I guess it never stops. 

We've been called back to Eden  
'cause someone out there's seen enough.  
New York in frenzied airless summertime  
burning bodies up. 

Or maybe it was just the hatred at every door.  
The old ones on the street wondering what life was for.  
Young ones like Cain himself, their minds tied up in knots.  
I guess it never stops. 

And I just want love to keep me alive through these crazy nights.  
When I ran before it did not get me anywhere.  
Nobody seemed to care if I survived or not.  
I guess it never stops.  
 
We've been recalled to Eden but somehow Eden's not the same.  
Ancient rainforest chopped down, strip mined,  
carried off in trains.  
 
We all know we're doing it as we tear down this place we're in.  
See it in board rooms as they divide their share of it.  
See it in classroom books with little lies built in.  
See fathers playing god, when children sin, they're shocked.  
I guess it never stops. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Castles 
written by Gary Marks © 1974 Marksland ASCAP 

 
You're the power.  
It's amazing how you've grown.  
You could tie my hands,  
at your command expect me to fold.  
   
We can stand up you say, stand against you lawfully.  
But when no one is watching   
the ones who dare it are brought to their knees.  
   
But the country that's gonna last is the one that lets everybody speak.  
   
I know you don't believe you can tell me all the truth.  
Now it's gotten so that you yourself don't know what to do.  
Sitting in your castle tower with the power of ten million men.  
So caught into your concerns you forget to remember the reason you were sent.  
   
But the country that's gonna last is the one that lets everybody see.  
   
I've seen you in history before, thinking yours is the only way, just like the rest.  
Trying to play games to trap the changes that will come and come again.  
   
But the country that's gonna last is the one that wants everybody free.  
And the country that's gonna last is the one that lets everybody be.  
   
Lack of compassion has in the past sunken castles like yours beneath the sea. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
Schoolyard Shadows 

written by Gary Marks © 1976 Marksland ASCAP 
On the faces of the children  
is the very same confusion 
are the very same reasons  
why I gave up for so long. 
 
Still the schoolyards fence emotions 
try to teach them just to listen  
imitate and not to question  
til they become what they are told. 
What good is listening  
if it erases their reflection?  
 
Sun casts shadows on the blackboard  
red hand slowly whirls the seconds by  
can you remember all the wasted time  
separated from your soul? 
Some of the deepest people I know  
nearly flunked right out of high school  
they were given up for fools  
as they dreamed their dreams alone. 
What good is learning  
if it erases their reflection?  
 
Some survive and become outcasts  
some get tangled in the jungle  
so unquestioning they stumble  
too scared to ever look up again. 
On the faces of the children 
is that very same confusion  
are the very same reasons 
why I gave up for so long. 
What good is learning  
if it erases their reflection? 
What good is learning 
if it erased our sense of reflection? 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Words / Reflections 
written by Gary Marks © 1978 Marksland ASCAP 

Those who think of conquering  
the forces which we live by 
only stand to lose a long and truly lonely war. 

To try to control the earth and its power 
is to fight the peace we seek, the deeper wisdom underlying.  
 
What we make is our reflection 
how we stand is our direction 
the words we speak will just go round and round and round and round.  
 
Singing under blue skies 
a long long way from danger. 

Still I can hear my heart crying  
for what we all have done. 

They say it's under control 
though we cannot drink water from a stream, 
how have we all come to accept it? 
 
What we make is our reflection 
how we stand is our direction 
the words we speak will just go round and round and round and round. 
 
Promises of perfect worlds 
all to come tomorrow. 
A heaven synthesized in labs 
but lord knows who'll be God?  
 
And I can speak these words out clearly now 
for those who want to hear 
though who among us acts upon them? 
 
What we make is our reflection 
how we stand is our direction 
the words we speak will just go round and round and round and round. 

 
 
 



 

 

The Elemental Line 
written by Gary Marks © 1990 Marksland ASCAP 

 
Traveling up the big dark mountain we fear the longest fall.  
Sun rising in the valley. Colors dawning bold, wind dies at my shoulder. 

And I've tried to feel home everywhere I go,  
but nothing seems to be open horizon of blue. 

Oh, the call is strong,  
the elemental line drawing me back deeper into you  
Racing straight through my heart  
leading me back home to you; home to you. 

For love of chance and complication, streaming colors all.  
A life of dreams whispered low,  
like windy strokes of paint, colors layered over. 

And I've tried to carry on, observe where I've gone  
and show my restless eyes yet still another view. 

But the call is so strong  
the elemental line sweeping me back deeper into you.  
Racing straight through my heart  
leading me back into you.  
Love that calls through the time  
drawing me back home to you; home to you. 

Oh, but no one tumbles back to you  
no one stumbles back to you.  
It's a slow and graceful  
movement like a sail blown through the sea.  
 
And the call is so strong  
The elemental line  
drawing me back deeper into you. 
Racing straight through my heart  
leading me back into you.  
Love that calls through the time  
calling me back home to you. 
Home to you. 

 
 



 

 

Nobody's Following 
music by Gary Marks, lyrics by Gary Marks  

© 2006 Marksland ASCAP 

Lost and broken. Face down in it 
Windy white sand circling in confusion. 
Billions with you, tried to trust you 
Now they’ve crushed you and of all your delusions 
 
You thought you won it all. But when you lead by fear no one stays down very long 
and. . . 

In the end nobody’s following you. 

Some live in war and bombed out illusions. 
Kidnap a planet, melt it down and use it. 
Turn your eyes from all that’s dying 
Serve your self til its your own children crying. 

You thought you won it all.  
But your smile didn’t last long, just be careful when you fall, cause 

In the end nobody’s following you. 

Wave your flag for your religion 
Carve your maps up into your divisions 
Watch the soldiers multiplying 
Incite the angry  
till they don’t care you’re lying. 

Throw us out into the fog beyond truth  
In the end nobody’s following you.  
I’m leavin’ I’ll find my way alone. 
In the end nobody’s following. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

For Molly's Sky 
written by Gary Marks © 1985 Marksland ASCAP 

Red skies, purple mountains don't care if we try  
their majesty never dies. 
Blue sea, rolling over helplessness and greed 
you say there's no time to cry 
  
Where will the children go 
after the light is gone? 
Born with love, but love is not enough 
to let them grow, to let them carry on. 
  
One child, child of the sky she is to me 
a twenty-first century girl 
I'd give so much more to her than love, you see 
I'd leave her a living world. 

Where will the children go  
after the light is gone? 
Born with love, but love is not enough 
to let them grow, to let them carry on. 
  
Wide eyes, lying in your bed so still tonight 
how can I heal you now? 
  
I'll tell the world you cannot breathe in fallen skies, 
and for every river used to bury the poison and the lies 
links in the chain must die.  
 
Where will the children go  
after the light is gone? 
Born with love, but love is not enough 
to let them grow, to let them carry on.  
  
Red skies, purple mountains don't care if we try 
their majesty never dies. 
Blue sea, rolling over helplessness and greed 
you say there's no time to cry 

 
 
 
 



 

 

Every Man 
written by Gary Marks © 1995 Marksland ASCAP 

For every man who still can smile  
there are ten whose hearts are miles away,  
many miles away  
   
For every man that remembers why  
to stay awake, ten barely stay alive; 
just stay alive  
   
Follow plans, meet demands, die and go to heaven. 
Follow plans, meet demands, die and go to heaven.  
   
For every man who drinks the air  
there are ten who drink to disappear  
til they disappear. 
   
For each man who works his dream  
there are ten thousand man machines  
told not to scream.  
   
Follow plans, meet demands, die and go to heaven.  
Follow plans, meet demands, die and go to heaven.  
 
Oh, out of the child we grow  
oh, losing the way we know ‘bout how to grow.  
   
For every man who still can feel  
a million more think thoughts are what is real,  
and they follow them.  
 
Follow plans, meet demands, die and go to heaven.  
Follow plans, meet demands, die and go to heaven. 
 
Oh, out of the child we grow  
oh, losing the way we know ‘bout how to grow 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

TURN! 
music by Gary Marks, lyrics by Gary Marks  

© 2009 Marksland ASCAP 

Walk away from memories  
if they don’t build bridges  
to where you want to be.  
If you keep thinking about him 
You’ll never know me. 

Eyes can turn to prisons if you never question  
what you see.  
You’ll keep on believing that real love 
Is something that’s not meant to be, so 

TURN  
Look beyond the mirror 
That points in directions 
You don’t want to go.  
Hey, turn away from nights  
Lonely with reflections  
Or it’ll turn love on you ‘til it dies inside. 

Life is not a riddle. No more hesitating. No more words to say.  
Don’t get stuck in the middle, tell me that you’re . . .  
just tell me that you’re gonna stay, and 

TURN  
Look beyond the mirror 
Demanding perfection. 
Nah, just let it go.  
Hey, turn away from nights 
Lonely with obsessions  
That’ll turn love on you ‘til it dies instead of tries. 

If you, look around, turn,  
guess who, guess who,  
guess who’s there. 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

The Real World 
written by Gary Marks © 1988 Marksland ASCAP 

Listen, something's been missing for a very long time.  
I keep trying to find myself through a stranger's mind. 
I keep hearing stories I don't quite believe in. 
I keep living out these dreams that pin my life in, 
and I want to tell you I long to be where I can feel 
the sun and rain over me -- 
  
The real world 
the merging rivers singing songs I want to know. 
Golden and dark as the river flows 
  
Abstract, too hard to fight back for a very long time. 
It just gets so hard to know how to follow the right signs. 
I keep thinking words that tell half the story; 
the other half is lost but here before me. 
Over and over, each road I see no matter which way I turn 
turns back to me. 

The real world  
the merging rivers singing songs I want to know. 
Golden and dark as the river flows. 
  
One day we're born and given much too soon 
to the dream we must adhere to. 
Scattered and torn and some die 
with no truth to come to. 

I keep falling into your eyes,  
and I feel like another man sometimes, 'cause I want to 
rediscover the age-old ties that burn love slowly. 

The real world  
the merging rivers singing songs I want to know. 
Golden and dark as the river flows 
  
The real world solution. . . . 

 

 



 

 

The Love We Take 
written by Gary Marks © 1988 Marksland ASCAP 

Your eyes or mine  
it doesn't really matter now.  
One heart aligned  
feeling strong and reaching out.  
   
I used to try to steal love  
I used to try to win a dream.  
   
All the love we take and hide away  
we swear does not get lost  
it's just all being saved  
but love has to be remade  
every day or it's over.  
   
City evening turns  
city eyes turn home again.  
Colors brown on gray  
coats and life pulled tightly in.  
   
Easy to retreat from love  
with no one else compelled to give. 

All the love we take and hide away  
we swear does not get lost  
it's just all being saved  
but love has to be remade  
every day or it's over. 

Why wait for the perfect time  
for the perfect within ourselves  
why wait so long to give and take love? 

All the love we take and hide away  
we swear does not get lost  
it's just all being saved  
but love has to be remade  
every day or it's over. 

. . . . Just got to give love away 

 



 

 

19 
music by Gary Marks, lyrics by Gary Marks  

© 2009 Marksland ASCAP 

Late 19 was an endless stream of memories  
I wish you could have known with me 

June saw a man on the moon  
August music stunned the world 

Oh October we marched against  
a very ugly war 

November I met her  
and we fell into the sky 
and didn’t come down till the New Year -  
goodbye ’69 

For some it was an ending -  
19, I arrived 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Looking Glass 
written by Gary Marks © 1988 Marksland ASCAP 

Their sun was wildflower yellow by day  
their moon would whisper and change its shape.  
Their planet was jewel-bright blue and green  
where wind would sculpt circles from everything. 

Many people soon were born. Like the clouds their souls  
were torn. In their minds a mysterious message was heard: 

All that is left for us in the end is a looking glass.  
All that we can ever know of freedom and the loneliness.  
The story unfolds by holding up the looking glass.  
What can we see? 

Sixty centuries came and went,  
the mirror was polished but looked at less.  
Some dared to sense beyond their skies,  
some believed fables that died with time. 

Changes came both fast and slow like a second hand  
while the hours go, like the ocean and bubbles of foam  
on the shore. They said: 

All that is left for us in the end is a looking glass.  
All that we can ever know of love and of the loneliness.  
The story unfolds by holding up the looking glass.  
What can we see? 

And now as I journey back to our land  
I can't help thinking we're much like them:  
space and time dotted with minds and hearts  
no one can ever see all the parts. 

All that is left for us in the end is a looking glass.  
All that we can ever know of freedom and the loneliness.  
The story unfolds by holding up the looking glass.  
That's what I see. 

 

 



 

 

The Grace to Be 
written by Gary Marks © 1978 Marksland ASCAP 

In my own way  
I have seen to the colors 
of the wind 
though it spins me 
when I look beyond to understand. 
 
Human minds do search 
for reasons to define in words 
and ease our scattered souls -- 
some hold on tightly with faith or from fear 
and some let go. 
 
By the windows 
where we swing like crystals on a string 
and we reach out for 
what the colors through our prisms bring, 
warm light strikes a chord 
from a dream not quite recalled 
lit in afterglow –  
some measure learning in years and in symbols and some just grow.  
 
In the sun that shines 
I feel just energy, the grace to be 
simply a joyous feeling without which the search 
doesn't mean a thing. 
 
On the outside where reason dissolves with space and time 
there are no answers there that  
need questions to analyze the sky. 
 
There shines throughout 
the love that reason only talks about as some vague destiny. 
Some eyes perceive it as truth 
some as God 
and some feel free. 

 

 


