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When | Way in my Prime
Tradditional

Whew | was v my prime,

P flovrishv ke a vine

Then along there came some false young man
Who- stole away my thyme

My Hwyme, Ut s all gone,

| cannot plant anew-

And. un the place wirere my thyme stoodl
Iy all grown wp witiv rue

The gardener standing there,
Thaee choices e gove me

The Pink, Hhe Violet, and the Rose
But | refused all tHhuree

For e Puk U o pretty flower,
But o, U by too- soonw

The Violets too-deep a blune,

| think 'L wait L June

I June, the red rose bloomy,
But o, s not for me

[ will prl wp my red,, red rose
And plant oo willow-tree

And the willows, i will twist
The willows iof will twine

And howr | wish | way in his arms
That broke this heart of mine

But of God Lety me Live

Another year of grace

| will weep a barrel of crystal tears
And wash that young man's face
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Bad Boys and Privateers
Chriy Roe 2003

Ow tire great hWighway by the Light of day, in the pale of a sapphire sky
Theres many o musky minnow meets the angler's eagle eye

And Here Wl bide by the hngry e, just taking his own sweet tume
Ay he plies iy trove for the one to- love, and he tightens up his line

O, s becawnse we pine away for the life we'll never know-

Are we moved by all the paing he takes to- set that snave just so?
Are we queens of thelr ownw desting, can we tell yow e reason wivy
Before we get muci older, we'll be hanging owt to-dry

Bad boys and privateery out trolling for a bite

In the cool of a misty morning, in the dark of the velvet night
And here we come by tens and. tons just Looking for owr fun
Bad boys have got us on the ruwm

Now- some of wy smile Like fortune’s child, and most of us live Life well
We do- all right by owwr own true Lights, but he’s got goods to- sell

And like a sotkeye to- the spinner, Uke a Monarche to- the flame
From gl or lows, we'll fumble, and we'll tumble muciv Hhe same

And off e sail on a sporting gale withv a rum and a ready crew
Looking for a piece of He Golden Fleece, and only Hre gold will do-
And trere she bears, UL wnowores as e leadys lher v Hhe dance
This golden galleon never had a clhrance

Bad boysy and privateery out crwising for a prize

For the tell—tale gleam, for the head of steam, for a key to-the friendly thighs
And bless tielr soud, they give U all ‘L there’s notiving Left to- give

Bad boys and privateers have gotthem wirere they live

What makes ws stray from tire great high way n tie face of owr common sense
For a taste of Hhe raggy clover on the far side of the fence

What makes us pine for the heady wine that flows from the foreign cask

Well if yow kinew- our hearts, yold never have to- ask

Now- some of us Wt for the shing swag and some of wg fall from pride
And some have o toste for the salt that conts this bucko’s bring hide
And all | know- by tire winds that blow- wivile the soft sea breezes croon
By the time he works iy magle well be howling at the moon

Bad boys and privateery out to-take a ride

Ow the wones of frisky fortunme Hiat tumble witihv the tHole

And Like the dawn thisy dance goes on Hurw the minutes montig and yeary
We play the role and we sell owr soul for boyy and privateers

For wily boys and wicked privateersy
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Tom Bowline
Charlesy Dibdin

Here a shheer hdk lies poor Tom Bowline, the darling of owr crew-

No- more hWe'll hear the tempest howling, for deativ has broackhed him to-
Hu form was of tive manliest beaunty, Ihis heourt was kind and soft
Faitiful belows e did hiy duty, and now- he’s gone aloft

And now- e’y gone aloft

Tom never from his word departed, his virtues were so- rare

Hi friends were many and true-hearted, iy Poll was kind and fair
And then e sing so- blitive and. jolly, alv many’s the time and. oft
But mirtr B turned to- melancioly, for Tom has gone aloft

For Tom has gone aloft

Yet shall poor Tow find pleasant weather, wien He wio all commands
Shall give to- bring Uifes crewtogetier, the call to- pipe all hands

Thuws Deativ, wio- kings and tary digpoteies, in vain Towm's Life has doffeod
For thoughh his body’s under hatehes, iy soul has gone aloft

His soul hag gone aloft
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Wind Rurer Waltz
Maricde Widmann 198 7

[ty o soft western morning, the color of growing
Rotk~rugged hWilly, the mowntaing arovnd
Sound of the creek asy U runs thuw tive grassland
ln e Wind River valley, Iy Life not a song?

Flelds of sweet clover, Endlessy blue sky overhead

The summery of childirood FUL warm un my mind now- and. Hren
Tume coudol stond stll, Days Hhat seemeod neser to- end

What wouldwit | give to- rooum fielol and forest again?

Up on a fencepost; the magpie iy king

Moty hels squawk, nows he don/t really sing

And he don't really fly, just goes hoppind arovno

Witiv s bright beady eyes, hels a black and wirite clown

Dusty long lhowry i the heart of tihe suumumer
Slow- sundial full of Hhe buzznt of bees

Sage, post Uty bloom, wihispery of Avntuumin

But the rest of the flowers just dance Ln the breeze
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AW Among the Barley
Tradifional

Now- s come September, the hunter’s moon begun

And Hurouglv the wiheaten stnbhle s heard Hhe freguent gun
The leares are pale and yellows, and kindling into- recd

And the ripe and bearded barley s hanging doww iy head

AW among the barley, wio- would not be blitive
When Hre ripe and bearded barley Ly smiling on Hhe seytire

The spring, he i o young man, wiro- does not kinow- Ihis mind
The summer & o tyrant of most ungrociows kind

But auvtmin Uy o olds friend wio Loves one all e con

And wio- brings tive bearded barley to- gladden the heart of man

The wieat, e s oo rich man, e’y sleek and well to- do-
The ooty are Like a pack of gurls, langhing and dancing too-
The rye, he b a miser, he's sulky, lean and small

And the ripe and bearded barley s monarciv of them all

Now- s come September, the hunter’'s moow begun

And thwouglh tive wireaten stbble o heard tive frequent gun
The leaves are pale and yellows and kindling unto- red

And the ripe and bearded borley s hanging down his head
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Tradifional

A Saint Malos, beawn port de mer,
A Saint Malo, beaw port de mer
Troly groy navires sont arrivés

Chorus.

Nows irons sur Leawn

Nows y prow promener
Nows Urons jower dans Ulle
Doy Ulle

Troly grosy navires sont arrivés
Troly grosy navinves sont arrivis
Chawges Xavoine, chargts de ble

Chhawrges dlavoine, chargés de ble
Chhawrges dlavoine, chargés de ble
Troly dames Levrwiennet ey marcihander

Trolsy dames Lenwienmnet Les marchander
Troly dames Levrniennet ey marcihander
Marchand, marchond., compien fon ble?

Marchand, marchand, combpien fon ble?
Marchand, marchond, combpien fon ble?
Trow francs Cavoine, sin francsy le blé

Trowy fromes Lavoine, sin francsy le blé
Troly fromncs Lavoine, sin francsy le blé
Cest blen trop cher dluwn bovune moitie

Cest blen trop cher duw bonune moitie
Cest blen trop cher duw bonne moitie
St j'le vendy pas, j'le dovunerai

St j'le vendy pas, j'le dovunerai
St j'le vendy pas, j'le dovunerai
A ce priy la, on va Savranger!
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NaCl (Sodivnm Cihloride)
Kate McGarrigle

Jwst a Uttle atom of chlovrine, valence minug one
Swinmuming U the sea, diggunw the scene, just haing fuun
She’y not worried ‘bout the shape or size of her outside shell
Iy fuun to- Londze

Jwst o Littte atom of CL, withv avv unfilled shell

Somewhere n that sea lurks handsome sodlimm

Withv enouglv electrons un iy outside shell, plus that extra one
Somewirere un Huiy deep blune sea, there’s o negative

For my extra energy

Somewirere un Huy fooum, my positve will find a home

Then wsmspecting Chlorine felt o magnetfic pudl

She looked down, and her outsioe shell was full
Sodimm cried “what a gas, be my bride

And 'W change your name from Clhlorine to- Cihloride

Now~the sea evaporates to- make tHie clowdy for rain and snow-
Learving her chemical compounds un Hre absence of H20

But the crystols that wosiv upon tihe shore are lhhappy ones

So- Uf yowve never thought before

Think of the love that yow eat wiren yow salt yowr meat
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Haxd Tiumes Come Agoin No- More
Stephen Foster

Let wy panse un Uife’s pleasimres and cownt e many tears
While we all sup sorrow withv the poor

There's a song that will linger forever un owr eary

Ol hawrd times come again no- more

Tu tihe song, the sigh of He weary

Howd ttmes, hawd Himes come again no- more

Many daysy yow hare lingered arownd my cabin door
Ol hawd tumes come again no- more

Whhile we seek minrtiv and beaunty in music Ught and gay
There are frail formy fainting ot tire door

Thowglv their voices are silent; thewr pleading looks wll say
Ol hawd tumes come again no- more

There’s a pale drooping malden, wiro-tols her Life away
Withe & worn heart wivose better days are oer

Thouglv her voice would be merry, ‘Hy sighing all the day
Ol hard tumes come agaimn no- more

T a sigh that i wafted across the trouble woave
Ty a wal that 8 heard upow the shore

Ty a dirge that by murmered arouwnd the lowly grave
Ol hawrd. times come again no- more
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Smoke On the Wind
Chris Roe 2001

Tharee thouwsand human hearts; such a store of Life and power
Out upon Hre business of a warm September day

Struck doww by o flery blast; swept awny so- flerce and fost
Wihile all avound the planet we cowld ondy stane and stoure

God. bless America, Godl bless America

Supplicationsy rising up Like smoke upon Hie winod

Holdl fast to- what yow knows see this bitter nightmare Huough
And live to- greet the sober Light of morning once again

Nineteen young and angry blades, soldiery of some fearsome Godl
Covnting their redemption long before Hhe final die was cast
Sacrificed, sedmced, and lost, counting stationy of tire cross
Before the blue horizon swallowed wp thelr tume again

God take Hhose sorry Lives, hell-bent for poradise

Let them see Hie awesome eyes of justice un tie end

And could Hhey kinow-the aftermativ that would follow- uv their pativ
The day they flung Hiat gavntlet ot He eye of America

For now-tie age-old game beging, of calling owt the beast within
And nowthe age-old beast withvin comes running like a Pawlov-dog
And dowt yow think tire times coudd grows n the face of suel a blow-
This age-old beast withvin coudd learn to- speak a hman tongue?

But we all know how- wordy can bend, in the mouths of lofty men
And somehow lose Heir meaning in the crhaoy of the fray

And after all iy law- and Hunder, will owr heartland come to- wonder
Wherels the savior who will save s from America?

Stand wp, yow brove and free! Speak to- principality

Even yow have eary to- hear, and even yow have eyes to-see

And if yowlre only born to- serve, then choose the heroes yow deserve
And raise them from Hae ranks of comumon decency again

For wio- bt common decency can take us wirere we need to- be

And steer Hilsy mighty planet free from all Hhese bloody wars?

Wheo will take e sober helm, when reason, faltiv and power are gone
To- hold her true and steady as she flies among the starsy

God sone thiy humain race, born to- Live un love and grace

Let us see Yourself n one anotirer’s eyey again

And stand by tiis preciows sphere, call her stewoards to- ovder here
And take ws to- the cradle of Your loving arms again
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Row- On
Tune by Tim Laycock

Clowds are upon the swmmer sky
There's thunder un the wind

Pull on, pull o and lomewaird ie
Neer gwe one Look beind

Row- on, row- on, anotirer day
Moy shvine withv brighter Ught
Ply ply the oory and pull away
There's dawn beyond the night

Bear wiere thow goest tive words of Love
Say all that wovds can say

Cihangeless affection’s strengtiv to- prove,
But speed along tie way

Like yonder river would | glide

To- wirere my heart would be

My bark showld soon outsail Hre tide
That hwwries to-the sea

But yet a stowr shvines covstant stll
Tharouwglh yonder clondy sky
And hope ay bright my bosow stiry
From foaitiv tiat connot die

Row- ow, row- ow godspeed the way
Thow wmust not linger here
Stormy hang above the closing day
Tomorrow may be clear
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A PUgrim’s Way
Wordls: Rudyard Kipling
Tune: Pefer Bellamy

| do- not Look for holy saints to- guide me o my way

Or male and female devidking to- lead my feet astroy

If Hhese are added, | rejoice — Uf not; | shall not mind,
So-long ay | have leave and choice to- meet my fellow—-kinod

For as we come and as we go- (and deadly -soon go- wel)
The people, Lovd, Thy people, are good enougl for mel

Thws | wll honor plows men wihose virtue sivines so- bright
(Thouglh none are more amazed than | wiren | by chance do- right),
And | will pity foolisiv men for woe Hhelr sing have bred

(Thouglhv ninety -nine percent of mine | brought on my own head).

And Amorite or Eremite, or General Averagee
The people, Lovd, Thy people, are good enougih for mel

And wiren they bore me overmuci, | will not shake mine ears,
Recalling many thowsand such wirom | have bored to-tears.
And wiren tirey labor to- umpress, | will not doubt nor scoff;
Sunce | myself have done no- less, and sometumes pulled Ut off!

Yea, as we are and, we are not; and we prefend to- be
The people, Lovd, Thy people, are good enougih for mel

And when they work me random wrong, as oftentimes hatn been,
I will not cherisiv hate too- long, (my hands are none too- clean).
And wihen they do- me random good. | will not feign surprise

No- more Hran those wirom | have cheered witiv wayside cowrtesies

But, as we gve and ay we take — whateer owr takings be
The people, Lovd, Thy people, are good enoughhv for mel



A Round for the Company
& Chriy Roe 2004
But wiren | meet witiv fromtie folk wio- sunfully declare
There s no- pardon for thewr sin, the same | wll not spore
TW | have proved that Heaven and Hell wirich bn our heairtsy we have
Show- nothing wrredeemable on eitiver side e grave

For as we live and as we die — Uf uter Deativ there be —
The people, Lovd, Thy people, are good enougl for mel

Deliver me from every pride, the middle, high, and low —
That bary me from a brotiver's sioe, wiatever pride he shows
And purge me from all heresies of thought and speeci and pen
That bid me judge hin otherwise than | am judged. Ament
That | may sing of Crowd or Kung or rovd-borne company,
That | may labowr v my day, votation and degree,

To prove the same by deed and name, and holod wnshakenly
(Wherder | go, whatter | kinows wireer my neighbour be)

This single faitiv in Life and Deativ and. to- Eternity:

“The people, Lovd, Thy people, are good enougiv for me!”



