
T
he L

ast E
nglish K

ing

A
t dusk, the E

nglish m
ade their last stand

I m
ade a stand w

ith the few
.

T
he long-haired star

the housecarls,
the feeling is w

e’re facing som
ething new

.
Y

ou are the daw
n of an ending

I am
 the last E

nglish king.

W
e sm

ashed the N
orse in the N

orth
w

e threw
 them

 back into the sea
but you’ll burn our books
you’ll burn our hom

es
you’ll burn our children too.
Y

ou are the daw
n of an ending

I am
 the last E

nglish king.

R
ex A

nglorum
 – nananana

A
t dusk the E

nglish
m

ade their last stand
I m

ade a stand w
ith the few

300 m
iles to S

enlac
the feeling is w

e’re facing som
ething new

you are the daw
n

of an ending
I am

 the last E
nglish king.

F
or W

inter 

If you w
ant I’ll take you

to a distant planet aw
ay to the stars.

If you w
ant I’ll take you

aw
ay to the stars.

T
here’s being free

and there’s being free
and she said to m

e:
“T

his isn’t rocket science,
this isn‘t rocket science -
w

hy can’t w
e m

ake it w
ork?

T
ry holding m

e up against the sky.”

If you can read m
e like 

I’m
 an open book.

C
om

e and read m
e and w

eep.

W
hat if you should die

a few
 pages too soon?

M
aybe change your m

ind,
w

hen you’re broken all in pieces.

D
o you ever feel lonely,

do you ever get dream
y?

D
id you ever get far enough aw

ay
did you ever go crazy?

Y
ou and m

e babe,
let’s shout about it,
dream

 about it.
Y

ou and m
e babe

unforgettable
unbelievable
you tore m

y heart out.

Inside is like m
y face in the dirt

cold and em
pty and broken.

If you can read m
e like 

an open book.
C

om
e and read m

e,
com

e and read m
e and w

eep.

W
ho is gonna put the fire out?

C
an’t get inside, can’t get inside.

T
he secret’s out, the secret’s out,

it’s never enough.
She is tearing at the 
fabric of m

e
fabric of m

y heart...

M
y em

pty heart.



B
roken E

nglish

T
he boy H

arry w
as the brightest thing

you’d ever hope to see.
M

ay looked young enough
to be his baby sister on the beach.
H

e w
as Ptolem

y’s E
arth to her.

For a w
hile they knew

 how
 it m

ight be
to conquer all the w

orld.
T

hen they grew
 old,

grow
ing tired and tongue-tied,

he stopped com
ing hom

e.
She had no-one to call her ow

n.
She w

aited for a m
om

ent.

T
heir first baby only fell asleep

under the m
oving trees.

H
e w

as Ptolem
y’s E

arth to her.

H
arry gave her too m

any faces,
too m

any dark places.
She gave him

 a boy that w
as his

and a boy that w
as not his.

W
eary now

 and w
earing out

they tore each other’s heart out,
they ripped each other apart.
Say he’d w

aited there for a m
om

ent
then pushed him

 back to the sea.

T
hey sold up and m

oved on
S

unday m
orning father m

ade of stone.
A

lexander stopped here.

T
his Is W

here W
e C

am
e In

C
om

e and see us
anytim

e you w
ant

anytim
e you need

because w
e love you so.

It doesn’t seem
 to m

atter now
because you’re upside dow

n
spinning round and round.
It doesn’t really m

atter anym
ore

because you’re upside dow
n

spinning round and round.

C
om

e and see us
anytim

e you w
ant

anytim
e you need

because w
e love you so.

H
ow

 does it feel to be m
oving out of 

the real?
H

ow
 does it feel,

is it seem
ing kinda strange?

I think that you and I should discuss 
the sky
as it’s only a heartbeat aw

ay.

I think that this is w
here 

you and I cam
e in,

w
e w

ere only a heartbeat aw
ay...

A
 Short V

isit T
o E

arth

A
 short visit to the shopping centre,

a short visit to E
arth.

So if you found m
e,

w
hen did you lose m

e,
w

hen did the colours start to fade?
T

he kids are young
and w

e are old.
I loved you.

Y
ou w

ere there or thereabouts
for a long tim

e.
I’ve been living in som

e kind
of dark place,
for a long tim

e.

Y
ou still dream

ing?
Y

our fingers burned
from

 falling stars.

D
ance w

ith m
e,

stay w
ith m

e,
stay w

ith m
e

for a little w
hile.

D
addy’s been rubbed out,

been blow
n out

for a little w
hile.

B
lack

sm
ith

in
g

W
ayland.

H
am

m
er and an anvil 

and a stone.
T

hat passed aw
ay,

S
o m

ay this.

W
e tear our children’s hearts in pieces

there never w
as so m

any.

Sorrow
.

L
onging and the em

ptiness of all.
T

he loss of everything.

Y
ou m

ay never find an answ
er.

Y
ou m

ay never feel
the sam

e w
ay as before.

L
ove Is H

er T
hing

L
ove is her thing

because it helps her to believe
there‘s som

ething to dream
 about.

G
od, w

e all need som
ething to dream

 about.

I w
ish I could be a starshine

w
ish I could be anything at all

w
ish I could be a sunburst

w
ish I could be anything at all

that w
ould help her be happy.


