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3 STORY SONGS FROM WILD IMAGININGS

There are several songs on the CD that tell stories – technically they could be called narrative songs.  Here are 3 of them. 

If you are interested in writing story songs yourself, you might like to know that writing an effective narrative (story) in a few short verses takes some time and a fair amount of skill. You can’t afford to waste too many lines for the sake of a rhyme, so you need to patiently try different ways of writing the ideas. Story songs usually work by leaving out a lot of detail and allowing you to imagine it for yourself.  If the detail in these songs were to be ‘filled in’ and explained, they would turn into whole books.
Track 2. Winston & the Wolves

Winston heard the Wolves in the kitchen one night

When his mum & dad were fast asleep

Their barks and their howls woke him up in a fright

And made his flesh start to creep

But he plucked up his courage and he walked downstairs -

It made him angry to think of them there.

And there they were with red eyes all big -

Six wild wolves stealing goodies from the fridge.

Wolves can be wicked, wolves can be wild

But wild wicked Winston had the wolf taming style.

If Winston was frightened, well it just didn't show,

Maybe he'd a natural knack.

He raised his hand and he just shouted: 'NO!'

And those wolves just froze in their tracks.

They stood stone still with pink tongues lolling out,

With crumbs in their fur and cream on their snouts

Six wild wolves all ready to obey

Six magic wolves all ready to play.

Wolves can be wicked, wolves can be wild

But wild wicked Winston had the wolf-taming style.

"Come on!" said Winston, and they went outside

And Winston fetched out his sledge

He yoked them up like huskies and then "Mush!" he cried.

And those wolves just flew over the shed.

They went high over the houses with the town far below

And Winston clinging on wondering where they'd go

That night they took him to the moon and back

And to wild strange place on the wolf wild track.

Wolves can be wicked, wolves can be wild

But wild wicked Winston had the wolf-taming style.

Now every night, Winston rides through the sky,

Those wolves they go fast enough!

Winston has trained them so they really fly high

And find him treasure and stuff.

His mum sometimes complains about the state of the fridge

And Winston takes the blame and says his appetite's too big

Of course he never says exactly where he's been

It's too hard to explain and she might just scream!  

Wolves can be wicked, wolves can be wild

But wild wicked Winston had the wolf-taming style.
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Track 10. Vincent the Voice

There was nothing wrong with Vince

Except his voice - it made you wince.

It was so loud, it made you want to run for cover.

Vincent’s very slightest whisper

Deafened unsuspecting listeners

And made tough guys run for comfort to their mothers.

If he began to sing then all the birds took to the wing

And the dogs would put their snouts up and just howl.

And if he were to shout, 

He’d blow your eardrums inside out

And frighten bogeymen right off the prowl.

Vincent! VINCENT!

Vincent the incredible voice 

Once when Vince was sleeping,

A burglar came a creeping

Wearing a striped jersey and a mask.

Vincent in his dreaming 

Saw a monster, started screaming

Just as that thief began his thieving task.

Well the burglar was so scared

That he soon had pure white hair

And when Vincent gave an ear splitting snore

He was so frightened by the din 

That he jumped out of his skin

And his skeleton went sprinting out the door!

Vincent! VINCENT!

Vincent the incredible voice 

When the giant came to town

He was knocking houses down,

He was big and bold and ugly as a toad.

He’d a club with spikes of iron

And he roared just like a lion

As he squashed the knights who met him on the road.

But when our Vincent sneezed, 

The giant was trembling at the knees.

You could see him start to shiver and to shake.

Then Vince with a megaphone 

Rattled all his giant bones

And made him go and jump into the lake.

Vincent! VINCENT!

Vincent the incredible voice 

Well, the mayor made a speech.

He said that Vincent was a peach,

The very greatest hero in the land.

And for his vocal rescue

Pinned a medal to his chest too

And everybody cheered and Vince felt grand.

But when he tried to speak,

Vincent blushed from toe to cheek -

He was shy, to talk in public gave him trouble.

When he finally thanked the crowd

Well his voice came out so loud

That soon the town was just a pile of rubble.

Vincent! VINCENT!

Vincent the incredible voice 
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Track 14. Pandora's Potion

Now Pandora was a wizard with the chemicals and such

She'd made hair-restorer, wart remover, cures for failing sight

And some stuff for killing fleas with

But the thing she was most pleased with

Was the potion that she made one Friday night.

She got it all worked out and she planned each last detail;

She knew what she expected it to do

So she fixed it and she mixed it

Then she sniffed it - when she whiffed it...

Poo! Just like old socks, a foul, unpleasant brew.

Chorus:  Pandora’s potion, it’s a dangerous notion,

              Shape shifter’s lotion, that’s Pandora’s potion

Still she knew she'd have to taste it and she didn't want to waste it,

So she took a spoon and had a little sip.

Phew! Forget your pepper pot

This stuff was really hot.

The tears streamed from her eyes; it burned her lip.

But a moment after that, well the potion took effect

And purple hair just bushed out of her ears.

There were horns upon her head

And her skin turned green and red;

She had claws and big long fangs and a beard.

Chorus:  Pandora’s potion, it’s a dangerous notion,

              Shape shifter’s lotion, that’s Pandora’s potion

Now Pandora was the monster that she'd sometimes been inside

And she knew exactly what she wanted next.

That chocolate cake her mum had kept

Locked away from her - she leapt

Straight through the larder door and scoffed it all.

Next she chased her brother Dave till he raved to be saved

Then she fixed her little sister who was a shifty little twister

Then she scared her cousin Rob who was a rotten sort of snob

Then she frightened Aunty Mabel till she hid under the table

Then she tickled Uncle Dick till he kicked his friend called Nick

She even spooked the bogeyman who had spooked her dear old gran

She scared the teacher and the preacher who denounced this evil creature

And the riders from police forces who chased her on their horses

And a general from the army who was posh and rather smarmy

And the soldiers with the tank who had come to stop this prank

And the aeroplanes with rockets that she caught in her side pockets

It was impossible to stop this beast PANDORA!

Chorus:  Pandora’s potion, it’s a dangerous notion,

              Shape shifter’s lotion, that’s Pandora’s potion

Well it was in the news, they said it must have been an alien

Or a fierce creature not yet known to man

No one guessed it was this daughter

So they never ever caught her.

She's normal now - with slightly hairy hands.

But Pandora now and then disappears for a while

And I don't know what she's mixing in the shed.

She looks as innocent as cream

But knowing where this girl has been

Maybe you'll keep away from Pandora.

Pandora’s potion, it’s a dangerous notion,

Shape shifter’s lotion, that’s Pandora’s potion         © Rob Parkinson 2003
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