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 I tell a story, what a story I tell.

From where it came I do not know

A certain surprise in the weather.

The fairy she got it wrong,

She's running choked and in a tether.

I always wondered why the gnome was forever grinning

I always wondered why he kept his silence

and through these years of wisdom I was to discover 

what lay written in his palm.

And now that summer sheds her secrets, I'll be there,

By the rainbow's end, I'll be waiting

This little bug may catch you out 

he may slay you with his rhythm

and with this cocktail your last bout

for in his clause and in small letters

and if you wondered why the gnome was ever grinning

and if you wondered why he kept his silence,

through these eyes of wisdom you may discover

well, welcome in and take your turn.

And now that summer sheds her secrets, I'll be there,

By the rainbow's end, I'll be waiting

