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When she was young
She got lots o‘ tickets as a learnin‘ tool
Her hungry heart went mostly wild and blue
And all of them who tried to satisfy her soul,
Burned down to ashes
They got these tickets as a learnin‘ tool

The times she could call herself a lucky one
Became rarer and in the end it all was gone
This wild and blue
With this evil wild and blue
She made herself a lonely one

When he was young
He got lots o‘ tickets as a learnin‘ tool
His hungry heart went mostly wild and blue
And all of them who tried to satisfy his soul
Burned down to ashes
They got these tickets as a learnin‘ tool

Somehow they met in a shabby bar
Or was it in a hotel lounge
Mellowed by time
Like pebbles on the shore
Now they got the chance to make a delicious drink
Out of the lemons they both got from life

They got this ticket as a learnin‘ tool
To stop this evil wild and blue //::
This wild and blue
This evil wild and blue //::

Evil ,  Wild & Blue

Walking the streets at night

Haunted by thoughts walking the streets at night
With a restless desire for peace of mind
Restless, restless with a restless driven mind

You try to hold what‘s bound to flow
But you can‘t keep memories alive

Scars of holding on day and night
Drive you crazy while you spray ‘em on walls in gold
Walking the streets at night

Your burnin‘ desire for peace of mind
Can‘t be eased by seeking the conclusion
In the eyes of another restless, restless driven mind

Wheels can mean freedom
Wheels can also mean runnin‘ on empty
It depends on you which side of the coin is up

And I hope for you you‘re filled with peace of mind
When you‘re walkin‘ the streets at night

Walking the streets at night

Bernhard Schönke: bass | Christoph John: electric guitar 
Jens Biehl: drums & percussion | Matthais Köckeis: 
f lugelhorn |  Matthias Nolting: soprano saxophone
Jens Kempgens: violin & cello | Bernd Rinser: vocals, 
acoustic guitar

It  ain‘t  me

Jens Biehl: percussion | Matthias Nolting: soprano 
saxophone | Jens Kempgens: cello | Bernd Rinser: 
acoustic guitar, harp

Silver spoon song

Sun‘s peepin‘ through the shades
He keeps‘em shut, doesn‘t wanna see the things
Left to him too clearly
Shadows are enough

On his hard and bumpy way
He learns day by day what he wants and what he needs
Does the best he can
Tries to make his way

You may forget the ones
You were laughin‘ with
But you‘ll never forget the ones
Who shared the time of cryin‘ bitter tears

He was born with a silver spoon
Standing between the lines in a family war
Mistreated by one, misused by the other
He mixed up what‘s right or wrong for so long

Now he knows
If freedom means to be apart from her
He never wants to go this way
He‘ll never want to be free

Bernhard Schönke: bass | Christoph John: electric guitar 
Jens Biehl: drums | Jens Kempgens: accordion, 
mandoline | Bernd Rinser: vocals, acoustic guitar, harp

Evil ,  wild & blue

Jens Biehl: drums | Bernd Rinser: vocals, 
acoustic guitar, harp

To the peregrines

Bernd Rinser: acoustic guitar

No more

He‘d needed some time to reconsider the things
Happened to him on his way
Often he slept in his shoes
And most of the time he had that special feel

So in the morning his cup was filled with coffee
And in the evening it was filled with wine
He was a midnight rider most of his time

His soul was caged with bars of never-breaking steel
And he gave almost anything a try to ease his pain
On his run he was searching for this cup of kindness
That could wash his soul clean

You see the sun sinking down
But somehow you‘re still afraid
When it‘s getting dark
Too dark to see

Now tears are running down your cheeks
But where were you when
He needed a place to fall
He needed a place to lay his worried head

So in the morning his cup was filled with coffee
And in the evening it was filled with wine
He was a midnight rider most of his time

His soul was caged with bars of never-breaking steel
But now it´s free
No more too little
No more too late
No more too little
No more too late

Bernd Rinser: vocals, acoustic guitars, harp

Famous assholes

You blame the poorest of the poor
For havin‘ less of your “well earned” wealth

You point your fingers at refugees
But you better point‘em at yourself

You claim to be truly German
But you can hardly write flawlessly

You believe you‘re smart and strong
When you‘re shoutin‘ fascist slogans in the streets

You better think about the line
Peace to the shacks, war on the palaces
May now drop the dime who‘s in the best case to blame?
By the way, it was a German who wrote this line

Your own stupidity keeps you unable
To know your right arm from your ass
You‘re the famous assholes for Germany
You‘re the German assholes for the world

Jens Biehl: bassdrum | Matthias Nolting: tenor 
saxophone | Bernd Rinser: vocals, acoustic guitar

Let ‘s do the best

On my rocky bumpy way
I‘ve seen lots o‘ things going down the drain
But I keep on gettin‘ through
In this nervously spinnin‘ world
Do the best I can
Try to make my way

On how many nights
I‘ve been playin‘ for a nickel and a dime
On how many nights
I‘ve been ridin‘ mile by mile
But I keep on gettin‘ through
In this nervously spinnin‘ world
Do the best I can
Try to make my way

On how much sweat and blood
Is the wealth of few build up
You and me
We‘re free to fall
In this nervously spinnin‘ world
So let‘s do the best we can
Let‘s try to make our ways

Jens Kempgens: violas
Bernd Rinser: vocals, acoustic guitar, percussion

The chapel

He‘s been a traveller for many years
Roaming the bars from town to town
Singin‘ songs about his dream
He never thought it would come true

Now he‘s standing in this chapel
Cryin‘ bitter tears
‘Cause now he sees the damage
He‘s done to himself

On many nights he drank too much
And no other lonely heart could take his pain away
His mind stayed blind and blurred
‘Cause his soul was hurt so badly in the past

Now he‘s standin‘ in this chapel
Cryin‘ bitter tears
‘Cause now he sees the damage
He‘s done to himself

He‘s on his knees now in this chapel
Built for Mother Mary and all good spirits too
Hopin‘ that they‘ll hear his plea
That they will pray for him

Now he‘s standin‘ in this chapel
Cryin‘ bitter tears
‘Cause now he sees the damage
He‘s done to himself

Jens Kempgens: accordion
Bernd Rinser: vocals, acoustic guitar
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I give my deepest thank to all who helped me 
realize these albums.

Special thanks goes to all the musicians, who made this album 
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trolling, to fenn music for distribution and to My 45 for pressing the 
albums.


