
   The Wizard’s Workshop 
 

When the thundering silence 
Compels you to speak 
When the day to day dreary 
Has left you so weak 
When all the bad sermons 
Are leaving you bleak 
Come to the place 
That can get you quite tweaked 
 
When all the frustration 
Has come to a head 
When all the right stories 
Are going unsaid 
When you’re sick of the news 
In the papers you’ve read 
Where can you go 
To get gold out of lead 
 
Find it and drop drop 
At the wizard’s workshop 
Find it and stop stop 
At the wizard’s workshop 
 
You’re into something 
To take you away 
When you’ve run out of beads  
You no longer can pray 
When you don’t really care 
If it’s night or it’s day 
You’re just hanging on 
Cause you’re losing your way 
 
When the doubt comes to haunt you 
Can’t tell what’s true 
When you’re dumping on someone 
Cause you can’t face you 
When you’ve run out of dreams 
And you got no clue 
Come right along 
And I’ll show you what’s new 
 
Find it and drop drop ……… 
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