“Puppa”



Janet Gillies, ‘80
1. Sometimes things surprise ‘ya, you never thought would

And people get attached to the strangest things

Well, into my life came a funny little ‘critter

believe it or not, it’s a lizard that sings!

Chorus:
And he goes “puppa”, early in the morning

“Puppa”, Will you never end?

Singin’ “puppa”, I hear you callin’

Little “puppa”, you’re a good little friend.

2. Now I never expected to find a singin’ lizard

But that little fella can sure belt out a song.

So I wrote him this one, just to get even

But you know with a singin’ lizard, you can’t go wrong.

(Chorus, +.. )

And he goes “puppa”, early in the morning

“puppa”, Will you never end?

Singin’ “puppa”, he’s a darned good roacher,

Little “puppa”, and a good little friend.

This was written about a Tokay Gecko, which I kept loose in my apartment in Miami, Florida, to keep the giant Miami cockroaches under control.  I didn’t realize, when I got him, that geckos are among the few reptiles which vocalize - the males singing quite loudly in the middle of the night during the spring mating season.  My first introduction to this was quite a surprise!!

Time-Traveler Boogie




J. Gillies, 7/08

1. If I could have a time-machine to visit days gone by

I’d zip right past the dawn of man, when lizards ruled the sky.

Get a peek at old Australia, with it’s killer kangaroos

Hiding in the outback from those demon ducks of doom

2. Hear reptilian roars on ancient shores, see monsters in the air

And in those deep primordial seas, who knows what lurked down there?

Jellyfish the size of whales, & sharks as big as barns?

Plenty to write home about, down there on the farm!

3. The souvenirs that I’d bring back would make the neighbors stare

Hens with teeth, small dinosaurs, perhaps lizards with hair!

I’d want a tiny pterodactyl soaring ‘round my head

Maybe a small T-Rex to train, & Glyptodon-shell bed.

Dino-Song


Jan Gillies & Mary Shapiro, 9/09

1. Dinosaurs seem fierce & tough, bloodthirsty beasts of prey

They frighten us in theaters, cause mayhem and dismay

But did real real dinos have a side we never see on screen,

In gentle moods, tending their broods, as tiny hatchlings dreamed?

I wonder, I wonder, did dinos ever sing? (2X)

2. We think that dinos chirped a bit, grunted, even roared,

Did honking, quacking pterosaur chevron formations soar?

Did small ones cheep & twitter, cluck or even crow?

Fill the skies with ancient cries? Perhaps we’ll never know,

But I wonder, I wonder, did dinos ever sing? (2x)

Bridge:


Even scary predators can have a softer side


Just picture them at twilight, with a melody in mind!

3. If birds did come from dinosaurs, who knows what came before?

The chick, or egg?  The song, or bird? Did reptiles know the score?

We’ve found group nests, infer the rest, large nurseries galore.

Did they have circle sing-alongs to pass on dino-lore?

I wonder, I wonder, did dinos ever sing? (4X)

Llama Llove





Jan Gillies, 2008

Chorus:

How can you not love a llama? With llashes so llong & those eyes!

Gazes softer than starlight, & souls Like cloudless skies

1) As a child, I remember a llama we met on an outing from school

On a morning so bright & lovely, to a park where the critters were cool

But one boy, ignoring the warnings, decided to spoil the day

Pitching stones at the cages, annoying the creatures at play

(chorus)

2) Surprisingly, one little llama, solidly stood her ground

Regarding the villain with quiet distain, as the rest of us all stood around

Then she hocked a huge “lugey,”  dead shot, hit him square in the face

Sticky green mucus slowly slid down, in a moment of stupefied grace

3) Although we were stunned into silence, it quickly gave way to a cheer

And our love for that sweet little llama, rang out for the whole world to hear

For with that simple act of spitting, she humbled that mean little kid

How can you not love a llama, who can do what this llama did!!?

(chorus)

Six-Legged Rhapsody

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...

A Chicken’s Joy




Jan & Neil Gillies, 2008
(tune:  trad.  – “Soldier’s Joy”)

1) Born to a short existence, in a poultry-house, eating all day

With thousands of fellow orphans, the weeks of his time ticked away

Life was a constant banquet, never having to beg for more

In a world of eat & be eaten, not knowing what lay in store

Chorus:

‘Cause the life of a poultry-house chicken is easy but brief at best

In a world so small, no cares at all; no beak sticks out from the rest

2) A truck came to collect them, the final ride for most

But this chicken’s fate was different, not his time to give up the ghost

Somehow in the transition, Oliver hit the road

Bounced once or twice, which wasn’t nice; he found himself all alone

(chorus)

3) Days of quiet confusion, just sitting by the highway

A traveler took pity, caught Ollie and took him away

Put him in a barnyard, with birds that crow and run free

But life was strange out on the range, he just didn’t know what to be

(chorus)

4) The roosters chased and abused him, while the hens treated him like dirt

Though growing too large for the henhouse door, his size didn’t help hide the hurt

But one day he discovered “Big Mama”, and old sheep in a mothering mood

Safe from attack, like a feathered back-pack, with her life felt pretty good!

(new chorus):

And the life of a barnyard chicken seems better than his past

With his woolly mom, his life goes on – Oliver’s home at last!

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.

Tiggins






Jan Gillies/J. Kilroy, ‘06

1) Abandoned, forsaken, his whole world was shaken; Hunkered down on a dirt road

     Smelly & smeared, black gunk in his ears; Puffed up like a big toad

I tried to drive by, I really did try; but there’s only so much you can take

Ignoring a hopeless, helpless kitten’s a soul-wounding mistake

2) I stepped out of the car, down the road, not too far; the little guy lept to his feet

He ran to me crying piteously, as I rolled my eyes in defeat

Despite the stench, suppressed gag reflex; it was too late to retreat

Climb back in the car, thank God it’s not too far; ‘cause there he is, parked on the seat.

Chorus:  


Bouncing & bursting like bubbles, somersaulting with joy


But red-headed felines are trouble, especially little boys!!

3) Some food for the ravenous creature, looks like it’s been quite awhile

Smeared all over his face, the bathtub’s the place where suddenly he makes me smile

Water & soap don’t faze him, drenched & purring, he likes to be wet.

What kind of cat likes water? (Tigers?), How un-feline can you get!

(chorus – alt. “the whole world is his toy” for somersaulting line)

4) What name for the new arrival, now superglued to my heart

Something that fits him, not just a whim, get him off to a better start

As I watch him knock everything onto the floor, gravity is his thing

With his head stuck under the faucet, “Tig Newton” has a nice ring.

(chorus)

5) Now plowing chest-deep ‘cross a river, or high & dry, hid in a box

His energy doubles, & so does the trouble, he always runs, never walks

Testing the powers of things that go crash, in the school of really hard knocks

This tiny tornado is here to stay; The little guy really rocks!!

(chorus, 2X)

Grandmother, Granddaughter & Lions




Jan Gillies, 7/07

(tune: trad. – Star of the County Down, in waltz time)

1. A century between them: 18, 82; A lifetime behind & much living to do
Braving airports & airplanes, bombers & thieves, predators, death & disease

Chorus:



In the wilds of Kenya, what will they find?  More than a mirror, both cruel & kind


Will the lions awake them with roars in the night?  Grandmother, granddaughter & lions

2. In spite of long battles of will & of pride, keeping the pain & frustration inside

Will watching the lions fight to survive, help them learn more about life?

(chorus)

3. And when they return to the life that they knew, when they look back at all they’ve been through

Gazing in the mirror, whose eyes will they see? A touch of fierce green where just blue used to be?

(chorus, & repeat last line)

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)

Echidna Song







Jan Gillies, 2007

(Tune: trad. – “Black Nag”)

1) There is a small wonder down in the “Down-Under”

So strange that it’s beyond compare

With an ant-snuffing snout good for rooting about

It has prickles where others have hair

2) This odd little creature has several strange features

They’re built for discomfort, not speed

Magnificent diggers, when fear is the trigger

They dive into dirt like a weed

Chorus:

Echidna, echidna, don’t know where you’ve hid, you’ve got claws that could dig through a tree

Spiny & toothless, dug into the roots, won’t you please come out so we can see?

3) Now, echidnas are strange, as if some deranged

Architect designed them on a whim

They make milk from a patch, for their babies, when hatched

From an egg whose shell is very thin

4) But unlike a cow, who just wouldn’t know how

Mama carries young pug in a pouch

From the moment it’s born, ‘til it starts to grow thorns

And each snuggle turns into an “Ouch!”

Chorus:

So Puggle, Oh Puggle, you may want to snuggle, but you’re homely as you can be

Even your mother put you undercover until you start looking like she

(repeat 1st verse, & 1st chorus)

Chordate Hello 



J. Gillies, Jan., 2010

(tune of ‘Jamaican Farewell’)


1. Fishes win, with scales & fins; & fancy tails that help them swim

Some had no jaws, or teeth or claws

But sharks & boney fishes had few flaws

Chorus:


Hollow nerve chord down the back, Pharyngeal pouches, that’s a fact


A tail, sublime, may disappear with time

Chordates have some features that are hard to rhyme!

2. Amphibians invented legs, but still need water to lay their eggs

Lungs are in, but prefer moist skin

So scales are out, & stubby toes win

(chorus)

3. Reptiles came, and changed the game; amniotic eggs were to blame

Leaving sea & pond, the land lured them on

Sporting scales & claws, singing “Dino-songs”

(chorus)

4. Taking to the sky, some learned to fly; as lovely feathers kept them warm & dry

With hard-shelled eggs, and scaly legs

Birds filled the air with song, & more annoying cries

(chorus)

5. Borders blur , feather switch to fur, & mammal-milk kept away the “Brrrrr”

Snug & warm, winter doesn’t harm

Endotherms with fatty skin to help keep warm


(chorus)

Four Little Pigs (Change is Coming)

Jan Gillies, 11/08

Chorus:

Change is comin’, hear the sound, in the air, underground

From within & all around, change is comin’

1) One little pig built a house of fame, trophy room, the perfect game

Adoring fans & girls galore, never thought what lay in store

Rising sea took his house, they say; all his pride was swept away

Lost beneath the ocean waves - change is comin’

(chorus)

2) A second pig was so divine, her house was built by Calvin Klein

So glamorous, with mirrored walls, her clothes could fill the Taj Majal

But howling winds and flying glass, left shredded clothes & beauty past

Face the future, looks don’t last – change is comin’

(chorus)

3) Another pig, so tough and strong; had guns galore, might knows no wrong

Took what he wanted, hated all; no tears were shed at his downfall

A simple virus in the air, he never even saw it there

Never knew and didn’t care – change was comin’

(chorus)

4) Deep in the forest, owl calls: “Who’s immune? Who cares at all?

Who makes a difference? Who’s to blame? Who knows the answers? Who can change?”

A fourth pig answers, “We’re the ones! We have the wind, the earth, the sun!

We’ll find the answers, we can change” – and change is comin’

(chorus; …+ change is comin’)

