Ode to the Road




Larry Gatlin
I’m afraid I’m just a figment of my own imagination

‘Cause only someone just like me could ever dream me up

I’m a 14-carat cuckoo living color animation

A cross between a silver chalice, and a Dixie cup

Wherever you are, Mr. Serling, I’m afraid that I’m a sterling

Example of that twilight zone you used to rave about

I’ve been pickin’ and a-grinnin’ thirty days without a day off

I’ve given and I’ve given ‘til I’m afraid I done give out

Chorus:

I’m getting’ weirder by the minute from the things I ain’t been smokin’

And reality is blowin’ me away

I’ve been lookin’ for me everywhere from Vegas to Hoboken

So if you see me, kindly tell me I went that-away

You see, all my bread ain’t hardly done, and if it were I’d still be one

Brick shy of the number it takes to make up a load

Mu head just died of jet lag, and I’m zipped inside my hangin’ bag

So check this bag for Nashville, porter, - Lord, I love the road!

I got ptomaine in a tavern down in Touton Carey Tuesday

And Wednesday I got welded to a socket on the wall

Pluggin’ in my amplifier, the whole durn thing caught on fire

Livin’ better electrically ain’t where it’s at after all

(chorus)

So check this bag for Nashville, Porter Wagoner quite the road!

Wolf, Badger & Bear


J.Gillies, 1978

1. I’ll tell you of people, as animal, though

For it’s part of our nature, the natural flow

The character fits, for I know them all well

And loving goes with it, as if you can’t tell
Chorus:


They say life ain’t easy; it sure isn’t fair


And it makes strange companions, but few can compare


With a blue-eyed badger, a water wolf, and a brown-eyed grizzly bear

2. An unlikely trio at best, to be sure

But are friends of the sort that most never were

Though the fur sometimes flies, and tempers will flare

What can you expect from wolf, badger & bear?

(chorus)

3. Now, the wolf is my brother, hand-picked from the best

And the bear is another, though grouchy at best

And those who’ve dug deepest would surely agree

That the arrogant, stubborn, old badger is me.

(chorus – last line 2X)

Housewife’s Lament




S. Prince
One day I was walkin’, I heard a complainin’, 

I spied an old woman, the picture of gloom

She gazed at the mud on her doorstep, t’was rainin’

And this was her song as she welded her broom

Chorus:

“Oh, life is a toil, and love is a trouble. Beauty will fade and riches will flee

Pleasures, they dwindle; and prices, they double, and nothing is as I would wish it to be”
“There’s too much of worriment goes to a bonnet

There’s too much of ironing goes to a shirt

There’s nothing that pays for the time you waste on it

There’s nothing that lasts us but trouble and dirt

In March, it is mud, and it’s slush in December

The midsummer breezes are loaded with dust

In fall, the leaves litter, in rainy September

The wallpaper rots and the candlesticks rust

(chorus)

There’s worms on the cherries and slugs on the roses

And ants in the sugar and mice in the pies

The rubbish of spiders no mortal supposes

And ravaging roaches and damaging flies
It’s dusting at six, and it’s sweeping at seven

It’s vittles at eight and it’s dishes at nine

It’s potting an panning from ten to eleven

We scarce break our fast ‘til we plan how to dine

(chorus)

Last night in my dreams I was stationed forever

On a far distant rock in the midst of the sea

My one chance in life was a ceaseless endeavor

To sweep off the waves as they swept over me

Alas, ‘twas no dream, at last I behold it

I see I am helpless my fate to avert”

She laid down her broom, her apron, she folded

She laid down and died, and was buried in …dirt. 

Six-Legged Rhapsody
By Janet Gillies, ‘89

Springtime, when the tigers fly

And masquerade as butterflies

Caterpillars weave a shroud before they kill the tree.

But with each death, new life begins

Drawing energy within

Here in nature, nothing comes for free.

Chorus:
But Aaah, hear the melody, Of their six-legged rhapsody

With magic flights on summer nights

The trees and grass are full of lights

As tiny beetles try to flash a message to their mates.

Crickets and cicadas sing

Their songs of love with leg and wing

The whole world feels the urge to procreate.

(Chorus)

And we hear...

Flowers bloom to lure them near

With scent and color, “food is here”

The quiet life which has no legs must use the insects’ wings

So they can pollinate the seed

Of fruit and flower, crop and weed.

Our tiny friends do many helpful things.

(Chorus)

And Oh, hear...

Winter brings a time for sleep

In egg, cocoon or buried deep

In the earth or snuggled down beneath the forest floor.

And thoughts of them may disappear

But they’ll return again next year

And begin their songs of love once more.

(Chorus)

And we’ll hear...

The Irish Ballad



Tom Lehrer

About a maid I’ll sing a song, sing rickety tickety tin

About a maid I’ll sing a song, she did not have her family long

Not only did she do them wrong, she did every one of them in, them in

She did every one of them in..

One mornin’ in a fit of pique, sing rickety tickety tin 
One mornin’ in a fit of pique, she drowned her father in the creek

The water tasted bad for a week, and we had to make do with gin, with gin

We had to make do with gin.

Her mother she could never stand, sing rickety tickety tin 
Her mother she could never stand, and so a cyanide soup she planned

Her mother died with a spoon in her hand, and her face in a hideous grin, a grin

Her face in a hideous grin.

She weighted her brother down with stones, sing rickety tickety tin 
She weighted her brother down with stones, and sent him off to Davy Jones

All they ever found were some bones, and occasional pieces of skin, of skin

Occasional pieces of skin

She set her sister’s hair on fire, sing rickety tickety tin 
She set her sister’s hair on fire, and as the smoke and flames grew higher

Danced around the funeral pyre playin’ a violin, -olin

Playin’ a violin.
One mornin’ she had nothin’ to do, sing rickety tickety tin 
One mornin’ she had nothing to do, she cut her baby brother in two

Served him up as an Irish stew, and invited the neighbors in, for ‘din’

Invited the neighbors in.

And when at last the police came by, sing rickety tickety tin 
And when at last the police came by, her little pranks she did not deny

To do so, she would have had to lie, and lying she knew was a sin, a sin

Lying she knew was a sin!

My tragic tale I’ll not prolong, sing rickety tickety tin 
My tragic tale I’ll no prolong, and if you did not enjoy my song

You’ve yourselves to blame if it’s too long

You should never have let me begin.

(additional verse – collected in Australia):

Her grandfather was in his chair, sing rickety tickety tin 
Her grandfather was in his chair, she used an ax to cut his hair

The aim was bad, but the thought was there, and she cut off his head at the chin, the chin

She cut off his head at the chin.

Jabberwocky



J. Gillies, 1978

(words by Lewis Carroll)

1. ‘Twas brillig, and the slithey toves did gyre & gimble in the wabe

All mimsey was the borogrove, and the momraths outgrabe

“Beware the Jabberwock,my son, the jaws that bite, the claws that catch.

Beware the jubejube bird, & shun the frumious bandersnatch!”

2. He took his vorpal sword in hand, long time the manxsome soe he sought

‘Til rested he by a Tumtum tree, and stood awhile in thought.

But as in uffish thought he stood, the Jabberwock, with eyes of flame

Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, and burbled as it came.

(bridge)

One, two, one, two, and through and though, the vorpal sword went snicker-snack

He left it dead, and with its head, he went galumphing back.

3. “Oh, hast thou slain the Jabberwock? Come to my arms, my beamish boy!

Oh, frabjous day, calloo, callay,” he chortled in his joy.

‘Twas brillig…..outgrabe.

Nobody Home







Jan Gillies, 1982 

Chorus: 

There’s nobody home, just an echo upstairs; & the look in your eye is a blank, empty stare

I know you’re alive, but the spark isn’t there, ’cause there’s nobody home.

1) Now, the slick politicians, they found long ago; That the keystone to power lies in what you know

They treat you like children, pretend that it’s kind; Usurping all judgment, destroying your mind

With image consultants to show them the way; And ghostly speech-writers who write all they say

Our leaders somehow just don’t seem very real; We’re not even surprised when they lie, cheat & steal

(chorus)

2) And the media masters, with plans of their own; With each new disaster, their fortunes have grown

They prey on our fears of what we can’t see, As they edit the world they show you & me

They’ve crippled you will & chained you with fear, As they control most of what you see & hear

They say when to love, hate, eat, drink & sleep, Assassins of reason, they think that we’re sheep

(chorus)

3) But I’ve seen a power that shines in each eye, The power of judgment, the power to try

In most it’s still sleeping or balanced by fear, but children grow older, & their time is near

And I look for a day when the masters are gone, each man must decide what’s right & what’s wrong

There’s a fate worse than dyin’ or living alone, It’s to live in a body, with nobody home.

(chorus)

This Song Is For You



R. Chellburg/Robert Trites
I’ll soon be on my journey, tomorrow morning at 8:30
Got a ride in mind that’ll start me on my way

All this time and all this distance, justifying my existence

Without him I’m sure of all the things I say

But as I go, I want you to know…

Chorus:

This song is for you. It’s there to see you through

May your dreams come true. It seldom seems that my dreams ever do.

Is it love that I’m after, or something more behind the laughter

And the feelings that I’m dealing with today

No, it’s just an understanding of the life ahead we’re planning

And all the things that bring us close to stay

But as I leave, I still believe…

(chorus, but w/…I’ve had my share as dreamers often do

Well I’ve been right behind me, but looking back you won’t find me

Look ahead instead and watch the way I go

Holding hands with another, and as we dance we’ll discover

To combine the sides of love that we both know

I’ll soon be on my journey, tomorrow morning at 8:30

Got a ride in mind that’ll drop me off in town

All this time and all this distance, justifying my existence
Without him I’m sure of all the things I’ve found

But don’t you know, wherever I go…

(1st chorus, & repeat ‘but this song is for you’)
Don’t Beat Me Down


Gordon Lightfoot
When he was a man, my father would stand, and I never saw him run

There wasn’t anyone could make the man bend

And the strength of his will was a tool of his trade

And he did his work well, ‘til the powers that be took a liking to him

And they traded his body for a cold, empty shell

Chorus:

Don’t beat me down, Don’t beat me down

I got something to say, don’t you stand in my way, and don’t beat me down.

When I was a youth, I found the truth in the eyes of a friend,

There wasn’t anyone could make the light dim

And we talked, and we rambled, and we gambled to win

And the learnin’ was good, ‘til the powers that be took a liking to him

And they traded their fortunes for the sight of his blood

When I was a child, my mother smiled at the cradle she bought

For the little tot she held to her breast

And the song that she sang was an anthem to love

It was all that I heard, ‘til the powers that be took a liking to me

And they told me that love was a four-letter word

Chorus:

Don’t beat me down, Don’t beat me down

I got one life to live, and that’s all I can give, so don’t beat me down

Now I got a place, I got a worried face and a question in mind

Please let me find the reason somehow

Why some reap the harvest while other men die

And the joker runs wild, and the powers that be take a liking to us

And we all must return to the ways of a child, we all must return to the ways of a child….so

Chorus:

Don’t beat me down, Don’t beat me down

I got something to say, don’t you stand in my way, and don’t beat me down.

I got one life to live, and that’s all I can give, so don’t beat me down

Don’t beat me down, don’t beat me down.

Draft Dodger Rag




Phil Ochs (w/modification)
Well, I’m just a typical American boy, from a typical American town

I believe in God, and senator Dodd, and in keepin’ old Castro down

And when it came my time to serve, I knew better dead than red

But when I got to my old draft board, Buddy, this is what I said:

(chorus)

Sarge,  I’m only 18, I got a ruptured spleen, and I always carry a purse

I got eyes like a bat, and my feet are flat, my asthma’s getting worse

Consider my career, my sweetheart dear, my poor old invalid aunt

Besides, I ain't no fool, I'm a goin' to school, and I'm working in a defense plant


I've got a dislocated disc and a racked up back, I'm allergic to flowers and bugs
And when bombshells hit, I get epileptic fits, and I'm addicted to a thousand drugs
I got the weakness woes, I can't touch my toes,   I can hardly touch my knees
And if the enemy ever came close to me, well I'd probably start to sneeze 
(chorus)

I hate the Ayatolla, that crazy holy-roller, but one thing you gotta see
That if someone's gotta go over there, that someone isn't me
So I wish you well, Sarge, give 'em Hell, and kill me a thousand or so

And if you ever get a war without blood and gore, well I'll be the first to go

(chorus, w/ ‘I gotta water my rubber tree plant’ subst. for ‘poor old invalid aunt’)

The Hunting Song



Tom Lehrer
I always will remember

'Twas a year ago November,
I went out to hunt some deer
On a mornin' bright and clear.
I went and shot the maximum the game laws would allow,
Two game wardens, seven hunters, and a cow.

I was in no mood to trifle,
I took down my trusty rifle
And went out to stalk my prey.
What a haul I made that day.
I tied them to my fender, and I drove them home somehow,
Two game wardens, seven hunters, and a cow.

The law was very firm, it
Took away my permit,
The worst punishment I ever endured.
It turned out there was a reason,
Cows were out of season,
And one of the hunters wasn't insured.

People ask me how I do it,
And I say, "There's nothin' to it,
You just stand there lookin' cute,
And when something moves, you shoot!"
And there's ten stuffed heads in my trophy room right now,
Two game wardens, seven hunters, and a pure-bred Guernsey cow.
Two Kinds

 

by Tom Chapin
There’s two kinds of seagulls: he-gulls and she-gulls.
He-gulls like she-gulls and that’s why there’s seagulls.
There’s two kinds of pythons: girl-thons and guy-thons.
Girl-thons like guy-thons and that’s why there’s pythons.
There’s two kinds of wombats: Dad-bats and Mom-bats.
Dad-bats dig Mom-bats and that’s why there’s wombats.
And there’s two kinds of squirrels: him-mels and her-rels.
Him-mels are nuts about her-rels and that’s why there’s squirrels.
Most creatures come in pairs. That’s the way they mingle.
One kind only would be lonely. It takes two to tingle.
There’s two kinds of penguins: lady-guins and men-guins.
Lady-guins flip for men-guins and that’s why there’s penguins.
There’s two kinds of blackbirds: jill-birds and jack-birds.
Jill-birds thrill jack-birds and that’s why there’s blackbirds.
There’s two kinds of lizards: her-zards and hiz-ards.
Her-zards think hiz-ards are wizards and that’s why there’s lizards.
There’s two kinds of llamas: papas and mamas.
They wear different pajamas and that’s why there’s llamas.
Most creatures come in pairs. That’s the way they mingle.
One kind only would be lonely. It takes two to tingle.
There’s two kinds of peoples: he-puls and she-puls.
He-puls like she-puls. She-puls like he-puls.
And that’s why there’s me-puls, and you-puls,
And peoples.

The Universe Song


Monty Python

Just remember that you're standing on a planet that's evolving
And revolving at nine hundred miles an hour,
That's orbiting at nineteen miles a second, so it's reckoned,
A sun that is the source of all our power.
The sun and you and me and all the stars that we can see
Are moving at a million miles a day
In an outer spiral arm, at forty thousand miles an hour,
Of the galaxy we call the 'Milky Way'.


Our galaxy itself contains a hundred billion stars.
It's a hundred thousand light years side to side.
It bulges in the middle, sixteen thousand light years thick,
But out by us, it's just three thousand light years wide.
We're thirty thousand light years from galactic central point.
We go 'round every two hundred million years,
And our galaxy is only one of millions of billions
In this amazing and expanding universe.

The universe itself keeps on expanding and expanding
In all of the directions it can whizz
As fast as it can go, at the speed of light, you know,
Twelve million miles a minute, and that's the fastest speed there is.
So remember, when you're feeling very small and insecure,
How amazingly unlikely is your birth,
And pray that there's intelligent life somewhere up in space,
'Cause (heaven knows we need some here on Earth! – line modified from original (‘Cause there's bugger all down here on Earth.)

A Canary's Song 

Buddy Mondlock / Garth Brooks 
Chorus
While the Mockingbird warbles by a mountain stream
Down in the mine, a canary sings
In a deep dark hole, where men don't belong
They listened to their lives In the canary's song

I remember mountain mornings so quiet I could almost hear
The wind in the red-tails feathers, and the breathin of the deer
Those old tracks seemed to go forever, as a child I'd walk all day
Finding diamonds in the cinders, and takin chunks of coal away

As morning fades to evening, then so, too came my time
To follow down in my Daddy's footsteps and leave the mountain for the mine
We’d always bring a bright canary, our link to the world of air
For we knew while she kept singin we wouldn't suffocate down there

Chorus
While the Mockingbird warbles by a mountain stream
Down in a mine, a canary sings
In a deep dark hole, where men don't belong
They listened to their lives in the canary's song

Bridge
They'd listen for sunlight, For wings against the sky
They'd listen for  dreams to make men try

Once again I left the mountain, to find work when the mine shut down
Those old tracks don't go forever, & in this hole they call a town
All I brought was this canary, as I wake from dreams of home
I pray I'll hear her singin, and fear a silence cold as stone

Chorus
While the Mockingbird warbles by a mountain stream
In a cold water room a canary sings
Livin in this hole where I don't belong
I listen to my life in the canary's song
