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Headed for the Stars
(Los Gatos, CA 1975)
It was in the early 70s when I learned of 
the ancient Dead Sea scrolls and heard 
an interpretation of them from Dr. 
Jim Hurtak of the Academy for Future 
Science at the Cats in Los Gatos — a 
property once owned by writer, C. E. S. 
Wood, and poet Sara Bard Field. I spent a 
magical summer there listening to Hurtak 
share his views of the universe, “a house 
of many mansions,” and met others from 
around the world who marveled at his 
musings. I came away with this song.

When the wind comes and carries 
you far away

Try and forget your name
And feel again like you are
One of everything

Your mind is reeling away the hours
Making you feel like a coward
Well, you always think you know 
you’re so great 
It’s just a crazy, a crazy way to be
To think you’ve got it made, when 
you’re lost in this world again
And you can’t remember when …

Your brothers flying in the light
Landing in your fields
Trying to make you feel
That once again you know
You’ve got to let it go — just let it go 
and just feel 
Just feel, can you feel

I know you’re starving
And your children all need to be fed
And you’re waiting for the news
That money is coming soon
And it’s dragging you down to see, a 
revolution will be
All the people you thought to trust

Falling (During 2020/21 pandemic)
“We are stardust, we are golden”... yeah, 
but it has been a sad and trying time with 
the random nature of those who have 
fallen from the virus. It’s overwhelming. 
Even as we realize how fragile and unique 
we are, we are woven together in all things.

I am falling
Can you see me?
I am falling

Will you catch me?
I will catch you
Falling …falling

I am here now
Are you here now?
Are we falling …falling

We are falling
We are falling 

Do you see me?
I am falling
You are falling
We are falling 
I am

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan 
Piano / Synthesizer: Mark Millan
Bass: Tim Prince

Maybe in Those Eyes 
(Willow Glen, CA 1973)
Written as a segue to another song, Stormy 
Weather. I wrote this in the early 70s 
and finally recorded it in the 80s with 
a few friends. Tim and Sam beautifully 
embellished this version in 2021.

Maybe in those eyes
We’ll find a way to see
Through our disguise a better way to be
And maybe then we’ll see ourselves a 
little more clearly
Or maybe we’ll try, baby we’ll try
Baby you and I, maybe we’ll try
Maybe we’ll try

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan 
Lead Vocal / Guitar: Mark Millan
Bass / Guitars: Tim Prince
Percussion: Samuel Kellerman

Tim Prince and 
Mark Millan, Producers



It’s only a subway, only a sub way

Oh the wind is a blowin’ 
And your lies are flying
I know you been crying
Inside your eyes
It’s such a weary disguise
Though you love the sunrise

And reaping your runs
Or laying in the sun
Oh my love is on the run
Yes my love is on the run
And I’m singing for fun

And my heart sings true 
Like a kite in the sky
Blew away my eyes
To see the sunrise 
Now I feel the sun rise
Stuck inside my eyes
A beautiful disguise
I finally realize
Yes, I finally realized

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan 
Lead Vocal / Guitar: Mark Millan
Bass / Guitars: Tim Prince

You Say (Monte Sereno, CA 1980)
Let me down easy. We’ve all been there, 
right? This was a take made late one night 
in the hills of Monte Sereno between Los 
Gatos and Saratoga. A place with great 
atmosphere and recording equipment — 
I was able to record this and many other 
original songs there.

You say I’ve got to be alone now
Can’t you see I’m on my way
I can’t stay here, I‘ve been changing

Don’t you remember me tonight
I was the one who felt so right
And we were happy, and we were fun, 
and you were wonderful

Are leaving you in the dust
…in the dust

But you’re still one
In the sea of the universe
And your body is just the seed
And you know you need to be
Headed for the stars, headed for the 
stars
….headed for the stars…

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan 
Lead Vocal: Mark Millan
Guitar: Mark Millan
Bass / Guitars: Tim Prince

My Love is On the Run
(Paris, France 1972)
It was while roaming museums, galleries, 
and the streets of Paris in 1972 that this 
melody became a soundtrack during 
my travels. I could not get it out of my 
head and recorded this original version 
upon return. With special tunings, Tim, 
a grammar school friend, and current 
producer, framed it for me with his 
beautiful melodic touches.

I can hear in the morning
As I rise to fresh lighting
I can feel it on the subway
As quick as I’ve been flying
Everything is moving

And the colors are in hues
The buildings are so old
The news ones so cold
And the paper has no news

What are we living for?
Oh give me a daffodil
A moment to gather my will
Your spirit is lost
Dead in itself
Have you no personal wealth
Other than riches on a shelf

Living is so heavy
And my thoughts are all so murky
Have you no time for tea?
Or pleasures you can share with me
And time is without a tale
I’m moving on though
And smile alone 

Don’t let the subway pacify your mind

John Winston and 
Mark perform at a 
wedding in 1973



Wasting my time
Someone don’t need me
Someone don’t love me
Someone just can’t take me

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan 
Lead Vocal / Guitar: Mark Millan
Guitar: Tim Prince

Over With A Lime
(Monte Sereno, CA 1978)
While living in Monte Sereno, my dear 
friend, musician, and recording engineer, 
Jeff Tracy, and I recorded this late one 
night at his studio, Astral Sounds, in San 
Jose. It speaks to love’s delusions while 
searching for a partner you could actually 
trust. “Good luck in your early twenties” 
is how I saw it at the time, though ever 
hopeful.

Some things look better distant
Less likely to do harm
It starts from being careless
All these bruises, brands & bonds
And I been the loser
In most of these deals
You fall in love with someone

Just to find out it’s not real

Sometimes we look for futures
In one another’s eyes
You sift thru the emotions
Thru love and tears and lies
And me I live for moments
Where there’s no disguise
I’m looking for devotion
Without compromise

Some get it in the mail;
Some have it over with a lime’
Some don’t get any at all
And me I’ll get mine in time
I’ll get it in time…

Well, I wonder if she’ll miss me
While she’s dealing with her blues
You search so hard to find out
There are only so few, only so few

Well I guess I could wait a while
But then I get so bored
And it’s just a condition
Of this madness we call love…

Some get it in the mail;

Maybe you have left me with a reason
To believe that love could be, so fine, 
in my life
But baby, I don’t want to be the one 
who says I have to say goodbye
I know your leaving; you know I love 
you.

If there was anything I could do 
If there was something I could say
Would you believe me
Would you not leave me in this way

Baby, baby, baby…

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan
Lead Vocal / Guitar: Mark Millan
Bass / Guitars: Tim Prince

Why Am I Waiting
(Monte Sereno, CA 1979)
Apparently stalled out in the search for 
romance, this song came to me. Tim 
updated to include the sound of the two 
of us playing late at night while sitting by 
the window. 

I’ve got that feeling sitting by my 
window
Looking for something, something 
I’m not sure of
Something I’m not sure I can have 
at all
Oh Baby, baby Oh Baby, baby

Why did you leave me?
Where did you go do?
Why did you leave me?

Sitting by my window waiting for 
something
Something I’m not sure of
Something I’m not sure I could have 
at all

Sometimes I wonder
What am I doing

Photographer Robert 
Altman and Mark,1982



I can hear him sing to me
Baby, baby won’t you hold my hand

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan 
Lead Vocal / Guitar: Mark Millan
Bass: Tim Prince
Drums / Percussion: Samuel Kellerman

Stormy Weather 
(Willow Glen, CA 1973)
After all the turmoil I witnessed growing 
up during the Vietnam war, riots in 
Watts, and the Munich massacre during 
the 1972 Olympics, it felt like things were 

finally changing in the mid-70s. This was 
a song expressing hope for a better future. 
Maybe it means just as much now. I 
recorded this in Monte Sereno in the early 
80s. Tim and Sam made it pop in 2021.

Now that we’ve been through stormy 
weather
Clouds are clearing from my head
Gonna give myself the better
After all the pain that lead
The pain we dread
The pain that lead

I’m gonna rise up into the sky
Kiss the clouds up, way up, way up 
high
Oh don’t you wonder why, oh the 
reason why
Why we even try

Feel the wind blow through the grass
Feel our life as it passes
Glad to know we can grasp it
Child you got to know 
Get it out that door
If you feel like, feel like trying
Go on out that door 

Some have it over with a lime
And some don’t get any at all
And me I’ll get mine in time
I’ll get it in time…

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan 
Lead Vocal / Guitar: Mark Millan
Keyboard: Dixie
Lead Guitar / Bass: Jeff Tracy
Drums: Barry Phillips
Recorded at Astral Sounds (1980), San Jose,

That’s My Daddy
(Monte Sereno, CA 1981)
Appalled at the random shootings of 
innocent people over forty years ago. 
And still to this day, we all abhor such 
killings — so incomprehensible, “God, I 
don’t understand.”

Men will say what they will say
Some will die and some will stay
Some like money hot or cold
Others willing to kill for gold
Some are famous and some are wise
Some are killers in disguise
One was hit as hard as you can
Does anybody know this man?

Chorus
Who’s gonna tell em that’s my Daddy
Why the hell they gotta shoot that 
man
I can hear him sing to me
God, I don’t understand
God, I don’t understand

I don’t care if they don’t like the 
country
I don’t care if they take that stand
What’s the use of trying trouble
Obviously, they didn’t know the man

(Chorus)

Mama, Mama says it’s all right
But please don’t stay up all night
Every time I hear that song
Always wanna sing along

(Chorus)

Baby, Baby hold on tight
I don’t like this dark tonight
I gotta feeling in my soul
Everything is taking its toll
Who’s gonna tell em that’s my Daddy
Why the hell they gotta shoot that 
man

San Francisco 1981 
Photo by Robert Altman 



Never knew you at all
Till I saw your face in my heart

Meadow flower
After a rainstorm
The sweetest dream 
I’ve ever known

Oh, tender loving I thought I knew 
you 
I never knew you at all
Till I saw your face
Oh when I saw your face in my heart 
…in my heart

Morning Glory
Baby tears
Voice of angels 
Singin’ in my ears

Tender loving I thought I knew you 
I never knew you at all
Till I saw your face
Oh when I saw your face 
And then I saw your face …in my 
heart 
…oh in my heart

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan
Lead Vocal: Lesa Shamp
Cello: Barry Phillips
Guitar: Tim Prince
Rhythm Guitar: Mark Millan
Background Vocals: Elaina Noell / Keith 
Greeninger

Only the Heart Knows These 
Passages (Monte Sereno, CA 1979)
I never properly learned how to read 
music nor play the piano, but I could 
sit at one for hours and play whatever 
came to me. And I did so over the years, 
wherever I was, anywhere there was a 
piano; Hawaii, LA, NY, SF, everywhere… 
In Monte Sereno I had an upright but my 
neighbor and landlord, Dick Sogg, had a 
beautiful baby grand that I loved to play. 
This arrangement was a contemplative 
theme I have played repeatedly over the 
years and in various iterations.

Piano / Music by Mark Millan 

 

Whoa you, oh you, yeah you

Gonna rise up into the sky
Kiss the clouds up, way up, way up 
high
Oh don’t you wonder why, oh the 
reason why
Why we even try

Lyrics / Music: Mark Millan
Lead Vocal / Guitar: Mark Millan
Bass / Guitar: Tim Prince
Percussion: Samuel Kellerman

Tender Loving
(Monte Sereno, CA 1988)
I wrote this song when my daughter 
Jenna was born in 1988. I had left Sue 
and Jenna at the hospital, came home and 
wrote this song while sipping a brandy 
or two. I never had the chance to record 
it until 2004, just after finishing an 
album with the Mystic Seamen, Dusk not 
Doom. I have another version that is more 
“country” in feel. I hope to record that 
version one day as well.

Moonlit shadows
Double rainbows
Wounded sparrow
I hear you cry

Tender lovin’ I thought I knew you 
Never knew you at all

Like a newborn baby
Cradled in my arms 
Feel your heartbeat
And your eyes that shine

Oh, tender loving I thought I knew 
you 

Mark and Jenna, 
1988


