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Sl e 01 ‘Vzncent

“Vincent” was wntten in tnbute to the great artist Vmcent van Gogh. The words-
of the song are smlar to the pamtmgs ol this great artist. Whnle van Gogh was
revered for his work he was plagued w;!h menta! pfoblems His sadness could ;
be seen in his pamtmgs and itis thls that lo Mc!ean wanted to capture in his

. ’!yncs The singer / songwriter was inspired to wrlte aboui van Gogh after read—‘ e

= |ng a book about his I|fe
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Vincent

4/4 Key:G

% e Gsusd G

Am
005612 Jks---Joos216 |23 - |
Starry, starry night. Picture palette blue and gray,
night. Flaming flowers that brightly blaze,
night. Portraits hung in empty halls,
Am c D7
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look out on a  summer’s day, with eyes that know the darkness in my
swirling clouds in violet haze, reflect in Vincent’s eyes of china
frameless heads on nameless walls, with eyes that watch the world and can’t
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soul. Shadows on the hills, sketch the trees and the
blue. Colors changing hue, morning fields of
forget. Like the strangers that you’ve met, the ragged men in

Am Am c
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daffodils, catch the breeze and the winter chills, in
amber grain, weathered faces lined in pain, are

ragged clothes, the silver thorn of bloody rose, lie
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colors on the snowy linen land. Now I understand
gsoothed beneath the artist’s loving hand. Now I understand
crushed and broken on the virgin snow. Now I think I know
An D7 6 p/r#
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what you tried to say to me,
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how you suffered for your sa-ni-ty, and how you tried to set them
Em A
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free. They would not listen; they did not know how.
e 1.
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Perhaps they’ll listen now. Starry, starry
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but still your love was
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hope was left in sight on that
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now. For they could not love you,
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true And when no
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starry, starry night, you took your li
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fe, as lovers often do. But I
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could have told you,
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beauti-ful as you.

Vincent, this world was never

meant for one as
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Starry, starry know .
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what you tried to say to me and how you suffered for you
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sa - ni - ty, how you tried to set them free.
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They would not listen. They’re not listening still...
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Perhaps they never will...
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Starry, starry night. Picture palette blue
and gray, look out on a summer’s day,
with eyes that know the darkness in my
soul. Shadows on the hills, sketch the
trees and the daffodils, catch the breeze
and the winter chills, in colors on the
snowy linen land.

Now | understand what you tried to say
to me, how you suffered for your sanity,
and how you tried to set them free. They
would not listen; they did not know how.
Perhaps they’ll listen now.

Starry, starry night. Flaming flowers that
brightly blaze, swirling clouds in violet
haze, reflect in Vincent’s eyes of china
blue. Colors changing hue, morning fields
of amber grain, weathered faces lined in
pain, are soothed beneath the artist’s lov-
ing hand.

Now | understand what you tried to say

/ HA 3R IA]
WREENKRZE, REBEHREK LK
EMEEARY, BEFHRIMFL
BIXER, IRIHEHFMNE H, LLE EAIEE
RS KUNERE, SENTE
RERE, fHIREZXBEAMMA,

WASHAPORBIHLEN A, RAT
RIEFEERXRNE, RENBERIK
AMIBYCR o AR EE; MR H
BIEFE, thiFMRERER 7.

BAEENRT . WABRRAMIE
&, REZENXEPEMNE L, R
R CRFFREEANE, TEHEN
¥, BRERPCNFEE, HRXE
MEEEFEE SR, XEHEEBRN
ETBTR,

WMESBEARERBIREH A, RAT



to me, how you suffered for your sanity,
and how you tried to set them free. They
would not listen; they did not know how.
Perhaps they’ll listen now.

Starry, starry now. For they could not love
you, but still your love was true. And when
no hope was left in sight on that starry,
starry night, you took your life, as lovers
often do. But | could have told you, Vincent,
this world was never meant for one as beau-
tiful as you.

Starry, starry night. Portraits hung in
empty halls, frameless heads on name-
less walls, with eyes that watch the world
and can't forget. Like the strangers that
you've met, the ragged men in ragged
clothes, the silver thorn of bloody rose,
lie crushed and broken on the virgin snow.

Now | think | know what you tried to say
to me, how you suffered for your sanity,
and how you tried to set them free. They
would not listen. They're not listening still
... Perhaps they never will ...
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Vincent
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. Picture palette blue and gray, look out on a summer’s day, with
eyes that know the darkness in my soul.

— It doesn’t matter what you paint. You know and understand the dark
feelings that | have inside.
RRIREH A, VREBFLEFF T BB O RAAIAR,
* a8 “Paint your palette blue and gray...”, #Igrt % 738k %
%, MZBEES5RIERE,
palette [ pelit] n. FEAk

2. Shadows on the hills, sketch the trees and the daffodils, catch
the breeze and the winter chills, in colors on the snowy linen
land.

— In your paintings, you are able to capture the beauty of the trees,
flowers, the winter air, and the snow on the land.

a. sketch [sketf] vt. Zi#
@ The artist sketched a picture of the woman before he painted
her picture.
(BRIEBRZFEBERERBHLE.)
b. daffodil ['daefadil] n. 7KL
c. linen [lmin] n. WH# & a. T FRALRH



3. Now | understand what you tried to say to me, how you suf-
fered for your sanity, and how you tried to set them free.

— Through your paintings you tried to help people be free. | now know
what you were trying to tell the world and how this made you crazy.
PRAEES RN EBERARA . BRIME T BIBTHFENEMAA, B7HBIR
fa=%3E,

a. sanity ['seniti] n. #HEEE/EH
b. set..free iL------Bf, B
El: The old man had been tortured by his disease until death set
him free.
(BEE—BEANEKME, BRRETBETE.)

4. blaze [bleiz] vi. Bk
E: The fire blazed in the fireplace.
(KIGTERR P R AR AR IR )

5. swirling ['sw3:liy] a. g% /9, "EN

6. Colors changing hue, morning fields of amber grain, weath-
ered faces lined in pain, are soothed beneath the artist’s lov-
ing hand.

— You made the subjects of your paintings, no matter what they were,



Vincent

soft and beautiful. .
RIFENER, NERAFY, REBIETNTBIHET,

a.
b.
c.

hue [hju] n. &%, @3

amber ['2mba(r)] n. & a. FEIHE )

weathered ['wedod] a. HZRFEH

weathered face 8% KB E

weather ['weda(r)] vt. it (f%£%)

@ Stella weathered the storms of married life for twenty years.
R GE 7 20 SERIEIHMMNE,)

line [lain] vt. {FiE 44

@: Grandmother’s face is lined with many wrinkles.
(FAEFROAS E753% 7 4R E8L,)

7. And when no hope was left in sight on that starry, starry night,
you took your life, as lovers often do.

— When you could not see a reason to live, you committed suicide.
REFEETEZNERN, BERACHE S,
a. in/within sight 5504

@: The refugees had no hope left in sight until the charity group

came to help them.
(BERIEZRAATRE BIA], XERRABEFHE,)



b. commit suicide B

8. Portraits hung in empty halls, frameless heads on nameless
walls, with eyes that watch the world and can’t forget.

— The portrait of you hangs in museums, and in the painting, and you
look out on the world that you will always remember.
£ AREBHNEERREROEER, RABREAXMREKTICHENEF.
a. portrait [pa:trit] n. B
b. frameless [freimlis] a. FAEAY; 2 EBRAAHY

9. ragged [ragid] a. #i#ER)
10. crushed [kraft] a. R
11. virgin ['va:dzin] a. K#F5H & n. &b

am when | am with you. N
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