Musicians & Sailors



Jan Gillies, 2005



  Am


        G

E


Am
As a young girl, drawn by the ocean; inspired by songs of the sea
Am



G
        E


   Am
Longing to find what love promised, I ached to be wild & free

 C


        G

       F



     E

But climbing the dunes on the shoreline, the Great Lakes were all I could see

Am


    G
           E


Am
My Midwestern mother was worried, & this is what she said to me:

Chorus:
Am



   G

E

Am
Beware of musicians & sailors, they sail & wander away
Am



   G
 E


     Am
Leaving echoes of inspiration fading like dreams in the day


 C


      G

  F


         E 
1)  One leads a life of adventure, the other holds hearts in their hands
       C


        G

       Dm


E
As they lure us away from our troubles, transported to faraway lands
C



G
     F


       E
But, when the dance, it is over; you find yourself stranded ashore
Am


       G

      E


         Am
Without a home, they wander alone, & leave you longing for more

Chorus:

So beware of musicians & sailors, they’ll haunt you wherever you go

The wind sings their song long after they’ve gone, leaving memories melting like snow

2) But the lure of musicians and sailors, is they fan the heart to a flame

In a world full of hopeful romantics, they keep us from going insane

But the music & man are divided, and the sailor is wed to the sea

So love from afar, but bloom where you are, love must balance reality

Chorus:

So beware of musicians & sailors, they may seem too good to be true

But the bonds they can’t break can be painful mistakes, & can tear both hearts in two

3) Now I’ve been a musician & sailor, experienced life on the sea

Made music that spoke to the longing, to be more than I thought I could be

& now as I gaze at my daughter, the wisdom I want to pass on

Has shifted away from my mothers, and taken shape in this song:

Chorus:

Take care with musicians and sailors; share their love of song & sea

They bring us so much to cherish, without them what would this world be?

…But, beware of musicians and sailors, they sail & wander away

Swamp Song



Jan Gillies, 7/05

1. Indiana, the sixties, a 10 year-old kid

Two sisters, both older, didn’t care what I did
TV, black & white, just half-hour a day


I’d complain, Mom stood pat, & then she would say:

Chorus:  
Go play in the swamp, it’s a lovely day

Just grab some grub & grubby duds, & then just go away.

2. Now, she meant it, we had one, down below our back yard

Spring-fed giant pools, snapping turtles bite hard!

Grapevines you could swing on, & land with a splash

But the leeches made sure that the dip didn’t last!

(chorus)

3. Teenager, uncertain, in turbulent times

A guitar, war protests, and making up rhymes

My audience of fishes, turtles and frogs

Life seemed so simple, down in the bogs

(chorus)

4. A Vietnam veteran, sick from the war

The body was fine, but the spirit was sore

We connect chasing butterflies, out in the green

A smile touches eyes where just teardrops had been

(chorus)

5. Several years later, a wedding to plan

South Florida, now, and the perfect man

The preacher is puzzled, but soon understands

He can stand on a boardwalk, while we hold hands

New chorus:

A different swamp, but how serene, Divine!

Just watch the alligators and the guests will be just fine!! (repeat 1st chorus)

Chesterton Turtle Race





Jan Gillies, 2008
1. When you live near a swamp, turtles aren’t rare

In springtime they travel, seem to be everywhere

So most kids had pet turtles, but they don’t do tricks

Being inventive, we still got our ‘kicks’

2. You lay out a bulls-eye, 30 feet wide

Circle in the middle, & one on the outside

A basket of turtles is dumped in a pile

Some people start screaming, others just smile

Chorus:

Sounds kind of moronic, but really quite fun; to watch turtles racing… a…slow….motion…..run

(slowly)…Some drag their bellies, while others tip-toe; (normal tempo) in the great Chesterton Turtle Race!

3. Speed doesn’t matter, ‘cause everyone’s slow

No rabbits are present, this isn’t their show

And size doesn’t count much, ‘cause bruises are few

What wins is direction, a course straight and true.

(chorus:  It may seem ironic, but….)

4. One giant snapper, a regular run

Was painted black & white, with a star, but no gun

A battery-powered bubble-light glued to his shell

To keep things in order when they weren’t going well

(chorus:  Seems oxymoronic, but…In the great Chesterton Turtle Race (3X, w/final guitar part – The race is on!)

Chasing Butterflies



J. Gillies, 2010

1. A hunting party, armed with nets, on safari we would go

Through open fields and wooded glens; my folks, with kids in tow

Our quarry was elusive, but pursuit was the game

You can almost fly with laughter - chasing butterflies.

Chorus:


What do you do if you catch one?

The answer has changed over time

As a child I used to collect them,

But now, I like watching them fly.

2. Years later, a good friend came home; War-weary, Vietnam

Could barely speak to anyone, But soon I had a plan

A country road, one on the hood; and one behind the wheel

You can almost fly with laughter chasing butterflies.

(chorus)

3. Seasons change, in Panama; A jungle port, a net

Puzzled shipmates file behind, but soon they quickly get

The idea of the game in mind, are little kids again

You can almost fly with laughter chasing butterflies.

(chorus)

4. Spelunking trip, exploring caves with magic sights below

But by the entrance, butterflies were clustered heel-to-toe

Just a patch, so thickly packed we couldn’t see the cause

But companions and deep wonders called

There was no time to pause

(no chorus)

5. Hours later, we emerge as daylight fled the sky

We look around, and on the ground, just a few butterflies

Stagger ‘round a broken bottle, unable to fly

We almost cry with laughter, drunken butterflies!

(chorus…last line “watching them try…to fly!”)

Jack’s Song







Jan Gillies, 2007

1)
You called from the shore, & I came from the sea, We played in the swamps and the sand


Chasing bugs with a car as we roamed near & far,  Butterfly nets in our hands

       
It seems like so long since we argued (you’re wrong!), With the passion that intellect fires


With smiles in our eyes at the sparks we let fly,  As we lit theoretical pyres.

Chorus:   

How are the spiders, still hanging up there? 
I remember your eyes and your big, bushy hair.


Now a college professor, a father, a friend.  
When’s the last time you chased butterflies?

2)
You spoke of the pain, the war and the shame, In the land of the gun and the knife


How words couldn’t say what was taken away, They condemned you for saving a life.


Jack, how I wish you’d been able to see the beauty a jungle could hold


In that far away land with a gun in your hand the world might not have seemed quite so cold.

(Chorus)

3)
I last saw those eyes under tropical skies, A lifetime had passed in between


Your darling daughter was playing with mine out in your garden of green.

You showed me the spiders that dangled above like jewels on silver threads

The darkness was gone, and our memories lived on like blue butterflies in our heads.

(chorus) - repeat last line 3X

Butterflies & Fishes




Jan Gillies
1. Some people love their culture and sophisticated ways

Always playin’ at not caring if it’s night or if it’s day

Their beauty’s for impressin’, it’s not the joyful kind

But that’s their way of livin’, I’m happier with mine

Chorus:

Give me butterflies & fishes, lizards in the trees

Runnin’ through the underbrush and scratchin’ at the fleas

If you show me part of your world, I’ll show you part of mine

It’s full of life & joy & sun, and twice as old as time

2. A lizard licked my finger, once, got bitten by a frog

Caught myself a copperhead, was outsmarted by a dog

But all of them were gentle, and never meant me hurt

Or maybe I just tasted bad, all covered up with dirt

(chorus)

3. You can climb around my mountains, go walking through my woods

Go swimmin’ in my ocean, though you always knew you could

But you’ll never see through my eyes, and I’ll never see through yours

But if we share what we have seen, we’ll open lots of doors

(chorus)

Close Encounters 

(of the Cephalopod Sort, a.k.a. ‘Squid Song’)
Jan & Jen Gillies, 2000

1) 
A quiet afternoon off Key Largo, a typical day in the sea


On a reef I had been to so often, it seemed quite familiar to me


But this time I glanced over my shoulder at a trio of squid floating there


And saw, in those curious creatures, something new in their cephalopod stares

2)
I settle down slow on the sea floor as they gently hover nearby


Watching in quiet amazement, don’t feel the time slipping by


& Realize the shifting of patterns is not just from shadows above


But part of a wordless wonder, as they speak in a language I love!

Chorus:


Ripples of color, a silent song, watching in mute surprise


I ache to be able to answer in kind, as I gaze in those alien eyes.

3)
They call me to dance in the depths, floating steps I never could know


Painting poems of light on their skin, as the patterns they make shift & glow


I want so much to reach out, to connect & understand


But notice the fear in their eyes, and quickly pull back my hand.

(chorus)

4)
But in spite of my clumsy attempt to convey what I never can say


They don’t disappear, but pursue their hypnotic display


And when we eventually part, as all ‘close encounters’ must end

I feel a sad sort of peace, as with the parting of friends

Turn Another Page




Jan Gillies

1. When I was little, and knew what life was for
I anticipated what lay behind every door

Chorus:

But yesterday’s gone, and it’s time for moving on, now


Life is for changin’, so turn another page

2. As I grew older, and learned a thing or two
Hard times were plenty, and good times were few

(chorus)

3. Took me a lover, I thought he was a friend

Well, I soon learned different, but all things must end

(chorus: Yesterday’s gone, it’s no good in hangin’ on, now; Life is….) 

4. Now I’ve climbed some mountains, and lived upon the sea

If you need savin’, then stay away from me

(no chorus)

5. Tell you a secret I learned on the way

If you buy something, better be prepared to pay, ‘cause…

(chorus)

Eagle-Ray Waltz


Jan Gillies, 4/2010

1. The ocean holds wonders beyond understanding

The sea conceals secrets no human can share

Though dolphins delight us, and sharks tend to fright us

None can compare to the eagle-ray waltz

2. With a cycle of seasons no human can fathom

The waves beat the time, and the tide calls the tune

Eagle-rays gather together by hundreds

Spots glowing like stars beneath a full moon

Chorus:


And wing-tip to wing-tip, they fly in slow motion


Then spin in a cluster, like leaves on a wind


Selecting their partners, pale ghosts in the moonlight


They separate slowly, not touching a fin

3. Whirling and swirling, pairs pirhouette slowly

As they dance in the darkness, no ceiling or floor

Breathlessly watching their beautiful partners

Their graceful ballet seems to say it’s l’amour

4. What goes through their minds, we can only imagine

What they are feeling, no human can say

But the gentle grace of these glorious creatures

Says love’s universal, even for a ray!

(chorus - & repeat last line)

Adrift








J. Gillies – 7/07

Chorus:

Blue water, Bahamas: sea and white sand

But blue fades to black, far from the land

Where deep hunters have lights of their own

1) Clear crystal water, 100 feet down; sediment samples far from land & town

Time’s precious, no anchor, just a quick dive; strong swimmers, good weather, good to be alive

But currents and winds don’t go the same way; 
When we finally surface, the boat’s gone astray

Beyond reach, no one answers the call

(chorus)

2) Boat getting smaller, drifting away; look at each other, nothing to say

Remembering stories, deep water’s near; try not to think, or give into fear

Knowing the further & deeper we go, larger & hungrier creature below

& We’re silhouettes in the sun

(chorus)

3) Minutes take hours, hours take days; adrift in an ocean, so far away

No land in sight, just horizon of blue; faint hope of rescue nothing you can do

But realize the ocean that you love so dear; would leave not a ripple, a trace or a tear

But then, our last hope reappears

(Bridge)

Speck on the horizon, growing engine’s roar; grasping at a lifeline, where none was before

4) Safe back on deck where accusing words fly, fear turns to anger in sorting out why

Crew were all making a chess set below; no one on duty, no one to know

Watching them bicker, attaching the blame; choices we all made make us ashamed

But mostly, glad to be alive! …. (chorus)
The Indianapolis         (T. Gallery, S.Gillette & J. Gillies - drop-D tuning)  Revised 7/2010

      Dm




   Gm



There are horrors in war beyond our dreams, and those who wake to the sound of screams

        Dm


         A


(run)         
Not knowing if it was their own cry, or just the ghosts of those who died
Dm



  Gm




          Dm     A
          Dm….A..Dm

Tell you a true and haunting tale, concerning those who lived and sailed on the ship….the Indianapolis.

Here, with my dog, in the Autumn light, facing one more sleepless night

Toy sailor in hand, small and alone; been 24 years, no way to atone

My thoughts return to men in the sea, a time & place that won't let me be

When I was the captain - of the Indianapolis

 

Another war, to end all wars; a bomb delivered to foreign shores

Over Japan in the dark and cold, sailors keep secrets - no one was told

Where we would be, or if we arrived; no friendly faces saw desperate men dive

Off the ship, - the Indianapolis

 

Torpedoes struck, blasts of fire in the hold; 12 minutes of hell, then we were alone

Choking on oil, in pounding seas; the dead & the dying, human debris

15 foot waves, no moon in the sky; death would be easy, had to fight to survive

Going down, with the Indianapolis

 

300 dead, 900 alive; burned, bloodied, helpless; trying to survive

As morning broke on calmer sea, the rising sun brought no reprieve

Glare on the surface seared our eyes, scattered for miles, hearing the cries

But no help for the crew, of the Indianapolis


  C


Dm

     F


E
Bridge:  None can imagine the hardships endured, beyond description, too real for words

   Am


 G
         E



A

(run to Dm)

           Survival is more than just staying alive: conquering demons that dwell in the mind

Four days of torture, men floating free, blood in the water drew wolves of the sea

Some disappeared without a sound, others died shrieking before they could drown

Circling fins, no land in sight, gathered by hundreds, attacked day & night

They’d always followed - the Indianapolis

Pure chance, a sharp eye in a passing plane, saw men in the water, seemed very strange

Rallied a rescue, most barely alive; 317 were all that survived

The dead & the living pulled from that dark sea, clung to each other, but never broke free

From the ghosts - of the Indianapolis

 

I gaze at my dog, who softly whines; decades of torture & guilt left behind

Lay down beside him, toy sailor in hand; a gun in the other; adrift on the land

Steel cold on my temple, the toy slides down; in a pool of blood, another man drowns

From the ship - the Indianapolis

 

There are horrors in war beyond our dreams, and those who wake to the sound of screams

Good soldiers don’t question, never ask “Why?” But fear makes us deaf, revenge makes us blind

To costs of war we seldom see, in jungle, desert, or deep blue sea - Like the ship - the Indianapolis

Once Was a Time




Jan Gillies, 1980

1. Once was a time, I saw people laughin’
Once was a time, but not today

2. Once was a time, I saw people lovin’

Knew how to care, but not today

3. Once was a time, I saw people livin’

They weren’t afraid, but not today

Bridge:    

Seems like so long since I heard birds a-singin’

Or watched a blazing sunset sink into the sea

Is it the world that’s lost that side of living

Or could it be just you & me?

4. Once was a time, I saw people trying

To overcome, could be today

5. Once was a time, I heard people singing

Hope in their hearts, could be today

(repeat bridge)

6. Once was a time, I saw people laughing

Tears in their eyes; could be today…

Could be today, could be today.

Shifting Sand


Jan Gillies, 1982

Chorus:  


If I had lots of time, I’d buy a boat & sail away


& If I had brains, I’d know what to do


& If I had money, I’d buy things I didn’t need


But I’d never need anything, if I had you.

1) We’re spreading our wings & 

Flying through the atmosphere

Sprouting our fins & swimming in the sea

Cutting our roots & running through the shifting sand

Starting to grow again, just you & me

(chorus)


2) But life seems to change each time 

I figured that I’d learned the rules

Things that I melted seem to just melt away

Dreams metamorphose and sail away like butterflies

But watching them go there are no tears in my eyes.

(chorus)

Petrol-Mania





Jan Gillies

1. “Drill Baby, Drill”, they chant the cry, Hoorah, Hoorah

“Drill Baby, Drill”, they chant the cry, Hoorah, Hoorah

We must hav oil to make us strong, but wait a minute, something’s wrong

As the oil keeps flowing out of the earth, money makes men insane

(blub, blub, blub, blub…blub, blub, blub, blub)

2. Some get rich, while others pay; Hooray, Hooray
Some get rich, while others pay; Hooray, Hooray

Some get rich, while others pay; the price gets higher every day

As the oil keeps flowing out of the earth, money makes men insane

(blub, blub, blub, blub…blub, blub, blub, blub)

3. Storms get stronger, seas will rise, who pays?, who pays? (2X)

As glaciers melt, temperatures climb and ecosystems all unwind

As the oil keeps flowing out of the earth, power makes men insane

(blub, blub, blub, blub…blub, blub, blub, blub)

4. Polluting Oceans and the skies, We pay!, We pay! (2X)

Polluting oceans and the skies, as sludge and scum smother the cries

As the oil keeps flowing out of the earth, fossil fuels are to blame!

(blub, blub, blub, blub…blub, blub, blub, blub)

But…(repeat 1st verse)
JellySong




J. Gillies, 3/14/10

A tangled web of tentacles is growing in the sea

One-third of all its living mass, just drifting carelessly

So strange, and yet so beautiful; pulsed rhythms in the night

So fragile, but so deadly; just a touch, no need to bite

Chorus:

The story of the jellies is a twisted tale of woe

The less we think about it, the more we need to know

600 million years or more, the jellies have survived

While other creatures came and went; evolved, collapsed and died

From climate changes, meteors, catastrophes galore

The humble jellies drifted on, adapting by the score

1000 kinds, they modified to fit the niche they found

When food gets scarce, they simply shrink; when abundant, they rebound

With rapid growth, they multiply – the numbers can astound!

Consuming all; large things start small, life cycles spin around

So now the oceans feel the sting as populations rise

And fisheries all foul their nets with gelatinous guys

Few turtles left to trim the swarms, or fish who used to prey

On happy jellies, who, it seems, are having a great day!

So build a campfire on the beach, let’s sing a jelly song

To absent friends, let’s make amends & help them sing along

And pass the peanut butter ‘round, and toast some by the fire

If you can’t beat them, eat them! Then we can all retire.
Blue Salt Water




Jan Gillies, 1979

Chorus:

Blue salt water, keeps turning my mind

Over and over, to things I thought I’d left behind

1. Sea birds are flying, the waves are whipping in the wind
The ship goes sailing on forever; the fog will soon be rolling in

(chorus)

2. Time doesn’t matter, distance matters less than time

Ghosts keep drifting in the darkness, as painful memories unwind

(chorus)

