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HAD ENOUGH (American Faith) : questionswe havein our thoughts? Morevalued than

I'vehad enough of feelingthisrust. I'vehad enough anything you have bought. Whereisyour treasure?
of being caught in arut. |'vehad enough of being It ismore than mere pleasure. And more than empty
kicked tothedust. It'snow timeto doaswemust. paper that does not make the world safer. A good
Yesitsistrue, | need you. And you know | believein measure overflows, pressed down and now exposed.
you. Yesit istruewhat we knew. And still thistime | Tell me, whereis your trove that stands when the
believein you. I vehad enough of feehngthlspam strong windsblow?
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HOTOGRAPHS (Animati

cersin old photograph ewaNthe past,
® of where you are, Of where we are going.

Where|s¥our trea T the
writes the music we h& s> . ) mave forward, we must remember the past.

will change, only thejust will last. A nation

forgetsits sacred trust, will fade to dust.

“~Asthe ocean bed washed away the sand and the
underplay. Scripturewarnsit athousand times,
nothing will last that isout of line. Songislikeatime
capsule, it captures the moment full, For a child's

ust? Do asthey prosper? Or ilo e
must. Whereisyour heart, thereis your treasure

trove. A good measure pressed down and overflows. eyes, there can beno lies. We are dancersin old
Just asthebeginning, that ishow you will know. Love ~ Photographs, review the past, be aware of where you
isthe answer to make that garden grow. are, Of where we are going. Fra}me aftgr frame,
Where isyour treasure, who is your hope, where is designed then drayvn, From morning tonight, from
the place you call your home? Who writesthe dusk todawn. Knit together by amighty hand,

Restore this land of sand castles, capsules, we are



unraveling. Theocean bed will wash it all away, the living tree. May we be oneliving seed. Brothersand

underplay, Far away cities will feel your reign. sisters all are we. Together we can make it there,
you'll see. Brothersand sisters all are we. Together
SALT SHAKERS(Animation Nation) : wecan build that dream. When | closemy eyes| think
Bethe earth's salt shakers, sprinkle otherswith your about you. When | close my eyes, | dream of an earth
light. Bethe earth's salt shakers, tenderize the world that istrue. When | closemy eyes, | long to bethere
right. Bethe salt of the earth, help every child be with you. When | closemy eyes, | dream of an earth

given birth. Sprinkletheearth with your light. Time that isnew.
to season this| ness, light shines
thebrightest. a makesit UNIVERSE

finest. In the M agazines, atural woman on the
When the ear emost treasured. cover hidesbeh ys, " Be
ht/her to sell,

Betheearth's etheworld with rself.” The fabl

your light. B sold herself to.s Now sheislost
right. Bethe n shaee r d bad advice,
you heard. B h ) Ul eVerydisguise, "Bereal," she

and costumesinstead of
besdo not add up. Now
MAYBE TO N ( oneelse. Contra-
Maybe tomot Fown @ut perfection. Shethinks
tomorrow, it' : iglife’ 'Standard of living,'
lies. Why thi 0 tries to correct her 'will
Maybe tomor e color of one'sskin, but by
tide. Maybet " She pretends someone else
endlesslies. €alls thather *quality of life."
comes. Ever : e Universe. She'sbeen acurse,
night, did you things|-say?; inking shewritesthewords. Shethinkssheisthe

be oneof the

waiting to see ful : iverse, have you heard? She'sgot her own spin,
will cease and

see eye to eye retending she defines the words.
never die. W eistheUniverse. She'sgot her own spin,

comes. MayH ing in reverse. She'sbeen a curse,

Maybetomorrow, u C Why think .

of today when the morning comes.

POTTER WHEEL (Potter'sWhedl) :

THINK ABOUT YOU (Potter's Wheel) : Brick by brick, stone by stone, together we lay the
May we be one people. May we be one family. foundation. At the Potter'swheel, hands watered in
Brothersand sisters all are we. Together let us make mud, isthe Author of our needs, our sacred Trust.
this history. Brothersand sistersall are we. Brick by brick, in the furnace of love, the clay

Together we can build that story. May we be one hardensin your handsfor all you need done.



At the Potter'swheel, all your hands have made. RACHEL WEEPS (Potter's Whesel) :

Piece by piece, your foundation islaid. Which way We can turn and walk away and close our eyesto all
will they turn? Tell mewhich way will they turn? we see, But we will never change the way things are
Sometimes | hear your voice whisper to me. from the distancewe now keep. 'Run, run away,' turn
Sometimes | hear your voice call mein from the cold. to where you think you're safe, and never learn to
Sometimes | hear your voice, and then you're gone. listen to the Truth. From where| stand | just can't
Brick by brick, stone by stone, at the Potter's wheel see how we can 'choose' to let them bleed, When the

refine earth, makeit your home. Each turn of that Soneswnl cary out for their blood. Have you ever
d t er gfieldsachild should

d par and knit mein my
th r my sole (soul) you knew
|II be ritten all my days,
ade, and for
life!
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en ahd men who tried

trialsand tribulations, -~ y
the spiral casethat
onesty's sake they h

ot scared of the darkness

[ “With heartsthat abandoned
the wor ld“as and fought for the freedom that
othersmight live. Shape thewood of our prayers,
mighty God. Shapethewood of our prayersinto one.
Shapethewood of our prayers, mighty God. Shape
thewood of our prayers, mold our livesinto one.
Spin usround toround, round and round, intothat
spiral staircaseto the sun.



