Swamp Song



Jan Gillies

G



 D


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

   G

Two sisters, both older, didn’t care what I did

G




    C

TV, black & white, just half-hour a day



         D




               G

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

Chorus:  G

    D

           G


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


           G

     C
  Am
      D

  G

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)

It’s About Time



Bob Zentz

1. That old clock on the wall just keeps on tickin’
Me, I just keep pickin’ while the clock keeps movin’ on
And the hours of my life are like some treasure

But I never count the measure while I’m counting on this song

Chorus:

And it’s about time, I wrote another song


So I wrote another song, and it’s about time

There’s time enough for livin’, time enough for love

There’s time to be forgivin’ when the lovin’ time is gone

2. On the calendar, I’m pullin’ off the pages

But I never feel the agin’ when another page is gone

I’ll just smile while the world keeps rearrangin’

And the seasons keep on changin’ like the chords to some old song

(chorus)

3. Now the turn of the century has come

And I think I hear the drummin’ of a new day comin’ on

But I’ll face it like I face the comin’ seasons

When I’m lookin’ for the reasons in the darkness before dawn.

(chorus)


Repeat last line 2X

Chocolate







Jan Gillies
Chorus:

Melts on the tongue, taste buds go “Yum!”  You feel like you’re falling in love, in love

Can’t get enough, what is this stuff? Delicious, nutritious chocolate!
1. Once only kings had it, in tropical lands

A drink for the chosen few
Now it’s spread far & wide, helping lovers who sighed 
For chocolate, and ones became two

(chorus)

2. It’s good for the heart, and the head does its part

Though the mid-section does tend to grow

But when rationed with care & happily shared

Spirits lift & smiling eyes glow

(chorus)

3. In pies & in cakes, fondu fruit dips make

Strawberries taste even more divine

A food for the gods from these sweet coco-pods

A joy beyond reason or rhyme!

(chorus)

The Cat Came Back





Harry S. Miller/trad?
Well, old Mr. Johnson had troubles of his own. Had an old yellow cat that wouldn’t leave home

Tried everything he knew to get the cat to stay away, even took him up to Canada, and told him for to stay

Chorus:


But the cat came back, the very next day


Thought he was a goner, but the kitty came back


‘Cause he wouldn’t stay away

So he gave a boy a dollar, the kitty for to tote, And he sent him upriver, in a sack in a boat

The fishin’ was fine, ‘til the word got around, that the boat was missin’ and the boy was drowned, but…

(chorus)

So he gave him to a man goin’ up in a balloon, and he told him for to leave him with the man in the moon

The balloon, it burst; back to Earth it sped. Seven miles away they picked the man up, dead

(chorus)

So the farmer ‘round the corner said he’d shoot him on sight, so he loaded up his gun with rocks and dynamite

The gun went off, was heard all over town, Little pieces of the man was all that they found

(chorus)

So he finally thought a way the kitty for to fix, and he put him in an orange crate on route 66

Come a 10-ton truck, with a 20 ton load, Scattered pieces of that orange crate all down the road

(chorus)

So they took him to the place where the meat was ground, and he slipped him in the hopper when the butcher wasn’t ‘round

The cat disappeared with a blood-curdling shriek, and the townspeople’s meat tasted furry for a week

(chorus)

So they took him to Cape Canaveral, and they put him in a place. Shot him in a rocket goin’ way out in space

They finally thought the cat was out of human reach, Next day they got a call from Miami Beach

(chorus)

 Now, the cat was a possessor of a family all its own, with seven little kittens ‘til there came a cyclone

Tore the houses all apart, and tossed the cat around. The air was full of kittens, but not a one was found
(chorus)

Now, the atom bomb fell just the other day, and the H-bomb fell in the very same way

Russia went, England went, then the USA, and the human race was finished without a chance to pray
(chorus)

Annie’s Violin




Jan Gillies, 2008
Chorus:

Annie loves her violin, in her arms it sings

The music flies like memories, on swift & fading wings

1) All her life they sang as one, for eager ears to hear

Solos, trios, orchestras; over 30 years

In humble homes & velvet halls, they laughed & loved & cried

But memories are fragile things, those years have nearly died

(Chorus)

2) Her music spoke to young & old, its magic soothed the soul

Helped the mind to unwind, and kept the body whole

But no medicine or money can protect the mind

Her memories are tangled, now, and often hard to find

Bridge:

But varnished wood and shining strings can kindle coals gone gray

The fire remains in soaring strains of melodies she plays

(chorus)

3) Annie can’t remember that she has a violin

At 88, her slender hands seem frail and paper-thin

But pull out her forgotten friend, and rosin up the bow

Her music soars just like before, her eyes begin to glow…

‘Cause Annie loves her violin, in her arms it sings.

Colorado 
by Christopher Guest, Sean Kelly and Tony Hendra, 1973 

I'm stuck in this old city now where living ain't no fun 
Where steel and glass and concrete cancel out the wind and sun 
And I'm thinking of last winter now 
when we walked hand in hand 
In the trails of the Colorado Rockies 

The wind sang us a lullaby, the snow was thick as cream, 
And icicles were chandeliers like crystal in a dream 
And the streams were strips of diamond 
And the hills were white as snow, 
And a bear ate all our soybeans in the night 

Oh, Colorado's calling me 
From her hillsides and her rivers and her mesas and her trees, 
When blizzards snap the power lines 
And all the toilets freeze 
In December in the Colorado Rockies 

We had time and space and freedom, 
We had love and peace to spare 
Though we ran out of things to smoke and say and eat and wear 
And the morning of the avalanche 
The Yeti kidnapped Blanche 
And took her to his cave up in the Rockies. 

Oh, Colorado's calling me 
From her glaciers and her canyons and her badlands and ravines, 
And infectious hepatitis 
Was all that came to stay 
In January in the Colorado Rockies 

The baby didn't die until we'd burned up all our wood 
Considering we ate her raw, she tasted pretty good 
Then the fascist health inspectors 
Dug us out and mailed us home -- 
Except for Blanche who wouldn't leave her mate. 

Oh, Colorado's calling me 
From her mountains and her rivers and her meadows and her trees 
They tell me I'll be cured soon 
Thawed and ready to return 
When it's April in the Colorado Rockies 

Wind in the Wires





Jan Gillies

         Am (run)



        Am (run)

1) Bright as the day, free as the sky; So young & strong, & born to fly

G




Am

A pilot sees the world through different eyes (2X)

Chorus:  C (run…)
G

           Am


Sun on the mountain, wind in the wires (2X)

2) The day we met, you were so kind; you flew ahead, we flew behind

We were above, you were down low; a perfect day, we couldn’t know

(chorus)

Bridge:   Dm

        Am
C (run) E
Dm
Am
         C

E


We watched you climb, then spin & fall; splintering trees and a fierce fireball


   Dm

Am      C

E       F

   G

    F - E


Black smoke above, gray smoke behind; back with a severed power line

3) We circled above ‘til the wreckage was found; 

They said you were dead before you hit ground

Drew, I barely knew your name

(Instrumental Chorus)

No Ribbons




Jan Gillies
1. So young, so very young, to fly so far away

Without a backward glance, at those who have to stay

A solitary child; eyes of blue, hair of red

With oceans of adventure, waiting for her just ahead

Chorus:


No ribbons, no awards, for this moment in the sun


But the pride I feel inside outshines them, every one

2. No hint of apprehension, in that freckled sunny face

As we make our fond farewells, and she drifts off into space

I watch her disappear, in the distant sky so blue

But the lonely ache I feel, is replaced by something new

(chorus)

Bridge:


Her path is all her own, but it shares so much with mine

And the places where they meet, will bind us for all time

(chorus)

Safe Place to Land


Jan Gillies/Jessica Kilroy, 2006


Am

1) 
What can I give you? 


       G


       Dm
    Am


No gilded cage or painted feathers will help you learn to fly


Am


What can I give you?



G

         Dm

      Am


The strength you have, and courage found must help you as you try

Chorus:       C



G


The best that I can give, the most that I can give,


Dm


  C
E        Am


All that I can offer is a safe place to land.

2)
What can I say to you?


Be careful of sudden downdrafts and storms that you will find.


What can I say to you?


Beware of hawks that prey above, and other things unkind.

Chorus:


The best that I can say, the wisest thing I know


All that I can offer is a safe place to land.

(Inst. Break, then…Bridge)


C




  G


Your wings are spread and they seem strong


Dm

         E


Despite our deepest fears


Dm

       C (run to) Am
G


Am


We’ll try to keep a sheltered home throughout the coming years.

3)
What can I do for you? 


Nothing now, but stand and watch the storms and winds that blow.


What can I do for you?


Love you always, and show the pride that only parents know.

Chorus:


The best that I can do, the most that I can do,


All that I can offer is a safe place to land.


Keep a safe place to land; try to keep a safe place to land.

Tiggins






Jan Gillies/Jessica Kilroy

G





      D

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

     D




   G


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

     G




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

     C

        G


D

   G

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:  C



    G

       D

Bouncing & bursting like bubbles, somersaulting with joy


       Em


     C
        D

    G
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)

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!

You Don't Even Care

by Tim Wallace

I shot myself through the head, and you don't even care.
I held my breath 'til I was dead, and you don't even care.
I nailed a note to my forehead saying you don't even care.
And I hate it when you treat me this a way.

I gassed myself the other night, but you don't even care.
I burnt my lips on your tailpipe, but you don't even care.
You told me that I never did a single thing for you,
Not even when I choked and turned your favorite shade of blue.

I hung myself , but I suppose that you don't even care.
Right next to your favorite clothes and you don't even care.
Strung out by your pantyhose and you don't even care.
And I hate it when you treat me this a way.

I flung myself off of your roof, and you don't even care.
My dead corpse is living proof that you don't even care.
I landed flat with a big fat splat, but on the way down,
I called your name so folks would blame you all over town.

I stuffed grenades into my jeans, and you don't even care.
I blew my butt to smitherreens, and you don't even care.
And you weren't even listening 'cause you don't even care.
And I hate it when you treat me this a way.

I climbed into the lions den, and you don't even care.
I never climbed back out again, but you don't even care.
They pawed me and they clawed me the way you used to do.
And when they ripped my heart out I could only think of you.

I slashed and bashed and gashed myself, but you don't even care.
Crashed and mashed and trashed myself, but you don't even care.
I even made a flaming ash of myself, but you don't even care.
And I hate it when you treat me like I'm maladjusted,
And I hate it when you treat me like I'm codependent,
And I hate it when you treat me like I'm self-destructive,
And I hate it when you treat me this a way.

Fantasy Ship




by John Sughrue
(Lyrics modified by Jan Gillies)

1. Just a couple of days ago, I caught your smile, caught you lookin’

You looked so fine to me, did I look fine to you, now?

There’s somethin’ rising before me, something that I can’t see

I want you to lead me through it, can you show me my destiny?

Your stare has a power, something that I can’t explain

It’s a power that energizes me, sort of creeps up, and surprises me

It sets me free, and lets me be where I want to be.

Chorus:


Climb aboard my fantasy ship, watch the time doors close behind


Climb aboard my fantasy ship, who can say what we will find


All the worlds yet to explore, all the words yet to be rhymed


Climb aboard my fantasy ship, watch those time doors closing.

2. Pull the lever and open the door, step into my life

Are you willing to give everything, can you make the sacrifice?

You can’t put me off anymore, ‘cause I’m knocking at your door

I’ll take a maybe as a ‘No’, so is it yes or no this time?

I want you to ride my shooting star, won’t you help me explore my galaxy

Baby, won’t you set me free?

(chorus)

Take my hand and follow me into my mist of insanity (2X)

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)

Legacy



Pierce Pettis

It is a legacy, It was handed down to me
Poor dirt farmer, a skinny mule
He parts the red clay like it was the red sea
It is a legacy for both you and me

You are a black man, I am a white man
Both come from southland, both doing the best we can
The grim reaper was my brother's keeper
The way my brother was kept, small wonder Jesus wept
Chorus:
Is it a legacy, passed down to you and me
What we're taught to believe, we do not question these things
It is a legacy, a wild and bitter seed
Blown across those fertile fields where the roots run deep

Both got calloused hands, blue collared working men
Down here in Bubba land, What's in a name?
Both living rent to rent, some on the government
We are quite different. We are the same

It is a legacy, passed down to you and me
What we learn to believe, we never question these things
It is a legacy, a wild and bitter seed
Blown across those fertile fields where the roots run deep

Sundays we congregate, praise Jesus, pass the plate
Sitting in our Sunday best, singing hymns and moppin’ sweat
We learn the golden rule in separate Sunday schools
In a house long divided against itself

It is a legacy, passed down to you and me
What we choose to believe, we dare not question these things
It is a legacy, a wild and bitter seed
Scattered on those fertile fields where the roots run deep…
Where the roots run deep…where the roots run deep.
