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CAT STEVENS / YUSUF ISLAM 

“THE WIND” 

 

Songwriter: Cat Stevens / Yusuf Islam 

Album: Teaser and the Firecat (1971) 

Track: “The Wind” lyrics BMG Rights Management1 
 

 

 
1 See: https://www.bmg.com/us/.  
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Howard Fishman, “The Unlikely Return of Cat Stevens” (15 September 2017) in the New 

Yorker: 

Cat Stevens, a figure who, for all intents and purposes, had ceased to exist more 

than three decades ago, had come back. 

For a long time, it has been hard to love the man once known (and now known 
again) as Cat Stevens. In the years since he formally retired from the popular 
music world, in 1978, his name has popped up in the media from time to time. 
He would be quoted, or seen in a video-clip interview, and it was difficult to 

accept the visage of the person whom he now presented himself as—to reconcile 
this cold, humorless, unhappy, and severe-looking man with the joyful, 
understanding, goofy, wise songwriter whose music we’d known and loved. For 

a long time, the man who’d changed his name to Yusuf Islam had completely 
disowned his artistic output as Cat Stevens—a confusing, dispiriting slap in the 
face to those it once meant a great deal to. 

Yusuf was steadfast about not playing any old Cat Stevens material, save for a 
select few songs that he could justify in the context of his religious path, such as 

“The Wind” and “Peace Train.”  

[T]he earlier, classic albums that he’s still known for (Mona Bone Jakon through 
Foreigner [1970-1973 – five albums]2) were full of treasures that could be mined 
again and again. Indelible melodies, beautiful production, emotionally 

committed performances, and, most of all, a gentle wisdom, a repudiation of the 
status quo, a sense that we were not alone. Here was someone who was trying to 
make sense of life, too; he may not have had the answers, but he was looking for 
them, and we were encouraged to join him. Here was a friend. 

Here he was again. Cat Stevens. Questioning, seeking, proudly admitting that he 

did not have the answers, but that he was on his way to find them. Our 
companion, our friend, had returned. 

At the end of each of these old songs, there was that same sustained applause 
that followed his aside, early in the show, about how happy he was to be there. 
It’s a sound I keep coming back to in my mind when I think about the experience 

of being at that concert, a sound distinct from any that I think I have ever heard. 
It was an entity, a palpable force, as though the emotion behind every voice and 

 
2 This extraordinary stretch of creativity included these albums: Mona Bone Jakon (April 1970), Tea 

for the Tillerman (November 1970), Teaser and the Firecat (October 1971), Catch Bull at Four (September 

1972), and Foreigner (July 1973). 
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every pair of hands could be heard. There was a sort of desperate celebration to 
it. It was the sound of reconciliation, of gratitude, of redemption. 

 

“THE WIND” 

 

I listen to the wind 
To the wind of my soul 

Where I'll end up, well, I think, 
Only God really knows 
I've sat upon the setting sun 
But never, never never never 

I never wanted water once 
No, never, never, never 

I listen to my words but 
They fall far below 

I let my music take me where 
My heart wants to go 
I swam upon the devil's lake 
But never, never never never 

I'll never make the same mistake 
No, never, never, never 

 

 


