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JUST AS I AM

Just as I am, without one plea,

     I come to this place that welcomes me.

Without explanation or justification

    within this haven [our family] I'm free to be.

Just as I am, though tossed about

     with many a conflict, many a doubt.

Though I've conflict within me and fears without,

    within this haven [our family] I'm free to be.

Just as I am, so am I received,

     and of my troubles I'm relieved.

Accepted as is, not for what I believe,

    within this haven [our family] I'm free to be.

Just as I am, I come here today 

     to let all my struggling fade away.

There's no need to defend myself, no debt to pay,

     for within this haven [our family] I'm free to be.

WARRIOR'S CREED

I have no parents, 

     I make Heaven and Earth my parents.

I have no home,

     I make awareness my home.

I have no life and death,

     I make the tide of my breathing my life and death.

I have no means

     I make understanding my means.

I have no miracles,

     I make right action my miracles.

I have no tactics,

     I make emptiness and formless my tactics.

I have no eyes,

     I make the flash of lightning my eyes.

I have no ears,

     sensibility's my ears.

I have no armor,

     I make benevolence and righteousness my armor.

I have no castle,

     I make immovable mind my castle.

I have no sword,

     I make absence of self my sword.

I AM A SPIRITUAL BEING

       
(Walter Burns)

As I was walking down the street,

it was a dark and rainy day.

I  stared down upon my feet, 

and I had nothing good to say. 

I bumped into a passerby,

who smiled and said it was alright.

And as I thought of what he said to me,

it echoed in my head all night.

I am a spiritual being, living in a spiritual world,

I am a spiritual being, living in a spiritual world,

I am divinely guided, in all I think, say and do!

I am divinely guided, I know it is true.

On the next day, I felt a change, 

I smiled as I walked down the same street.

It rained again, but it was O.K.,

even as it splashed my feet.

I saw some fokks who wore a frown

as they began to pass my way.

Their feet were shuffling on the ground,

and I knew just what to say.

You are a spiritual being, living in a spiritual world,

You are a spiritual being, living in a spiritual world,

You are divinely guided, in all you think, say and do!

You are divinely guided, you know it is true.

Now it seems no m atter who I meet, 

whether it is at work or play,

I see them different, I see things clear,

because of what I've learned and say.

I'm happy now, I often smile,

enjoy life more and all it brings.

I've changed my thinking, I've changed my life,

and I love when everybody sings:

We all are spiritual beings, living in a spiritual world,

We all are spiritual beings, living in a spiritual world,

We are divinely guided, in all we think, say and do!

We are divinely guided, we know it is true.

TURN ON THE SUN

Turn on the sun, turn on the sun, 

light up the world, come everyone.

Turn off the wind, thunder and rain, 

turn on the sun, let's smile again.

Tinker, tailor man,

radiate all the love you can.

Lawyer, engineer,

let your heart be your pioneer.

Turn on the sun, turn on the sun,

open the door, tell everyone.

Bad times are out, good times are in,

turn on the sun, let's smile again.

Miner, steeplejack,

warm emotions are coming back.

Sailor, stevedore,

here's a message you can't ignore.

Turn on the sun, turn on the sun,

light up the world, come everyone.

Turn off the wind, thunder and rain,

turn on the sun, let's smile again.

Gather all the goodness in you,

turn on the sun, turn on the sun.

Love the world with all that's within you,

turn on the sun, turn on the sun.

Turn on the sun, turn on the sun,

open the door, tell everyone.

Bad times are out, good times are in,

Turn on the sun, let's smile again.

Turn on the sun, let's smile again.

WONDERFUL ME

If you would love somebody else,

you gotta first love yourself.

So fondly hug yourself right now,

lift yourself down off the shelf.

And then sing:

Wonderful me, wonderful me,

Wonderful, loveable me.

Wonderful me, wonderful me,

Wonderful, hugable me.

You can't go wrong singin' this song,

huggin' your very own frame.

Love what you hug, hug what you love,

love is the name of the game

And then sing:

Wonderful me, wonderful me, etc.

Now that you know, it's gonna grow,

smile in your mirror and say:

"Son of a gun, Ain't I the one?

I'm gonna have a great day!"

So then sing:

Wonderful me, wonderful me, etc.

QUESTION

(Justin Hayward)

Why do we never get an answer

when we're knocking at the door

with a thousand million questions

about death and hate and war?

'Cos when we stop and look around us,

there is nothing that we need,

in a world of persecution that is burning in its greed.

Why do we never get an answer

when we're knocking at the door

Because the truth is hard to swallow

That's what the war of love is for.

It's not the way that you say it

when you do those things to me

It's more the way that you mean it

when you tell me what will be.

And when you stop to think about it

you won't believe its true

that all the love you've been giving

has all been meant for you.

I'm looking for someone to change my life,

I'm looking for a miracle in my life,

and if you could see what it's done to me,

to lose the love I knew,

could safely lead me through.

Between the silence of the mountains,

and the crashing of the sea,

there lies a land I once lived in,

and she's waiting there for me.

But in the grey of the morning,

my mind becomes confused,

between the dead and the sleeping,

and the road that I must choose.

I'm looking for someone to change my life,

I'm looking for a miracle in my life,

and if you could see what it's done to me,

to lose the love I knew,

could safely lead me through,

the land that I once knew,

to learn as we grow old

the secrets of our soul.

It's not the way that you say it

when you do those things to me

It's more the way you really mean it

when you tell me what will be.

Ain't Doin' a Thing's Thing No More
I used to get up in the morning,

and put myself down on a job,

serving a bunch of machinery,

pushing keys, buttons, levers and knobs.

Busily making a living

so I could live when the day was done,

no time for becoming, being or meaning,

so I ain't doin' a thing's thing no more.

I got myself a job in an office

as a supervisory hound,

talking about company teamwork,

pushing papers and people around.

Busily making a living

so I could live when the day was done,

no time for becoming, being or meaning,

so I'm not doing a thing's thing no more.

I went out on the road as a salesman

to double my monthly pay,

but each night I ate the same menu

after pushing my products all day.

Busily making a living

but scarcely living when the day was done,

no time for becoming, being or meaning,

so I'm not doing a thing's thing no more.

I moved my family out to the suburbs

to have the freedom of my own back yard,

but I very rarely got there

'cause I had to keep pushing so hard.

Busily making a living

no longer living when the day was done,

no time for becoming, being or meaning,

so I'm not doing a thing's thing no more.

I couldn't find a job that fit me,

I couldn't fit any job I found,

and so I created my own space,

and stopped all my pushing around.

I found something I enjoyed doing

that I could share with others, too,

so now I'm becoming, being and meaning,

'cause I'm not doing a thing's thing no more.

© Copyright  Noel McInnis

AIN'T GONNA LET NOBODY

Ain't gonna let nobody turn me 'round,

turn me 'round, turn me 'round,

ain't gonna let nobody turn me 'round,

I'm gonna keep on a walkin',

keep on a talkin',

movin' to freedom land.

Ain't gonna let nobody put me down, etc.

Ain't gonna let no bottle get me down, etc. 

Ain't gonna let nobody step on me, etc.

ANANIAS

Ananais, Ananais,

tell me what kind of man Jesus is.

He spoke to the wind,

the wind stopped still,

tell me what kind of man Jesus is.

He spoke to the sea, the sea got calm,

He spoke to the sick, the sick got well,

He spoke to the dead, the dead did rise.

AUTOMATION BLUES

I went down, down, down to the factory, early on a Monday morn.

When I got down to the factory it was empty and forlorn.

I couldn't find Joe, Jack, John or Jim,

nobody could I see,

nothin' but buttons and bells and lights

all over that factory.

Well I walked, walked, walked into the foreman's office

to find out what was what.

I looked him in the eye, I asked him "what goes?"

and here's the answer I got:

His eyes turned red, then green, then blue,

and it finally dawned on me,

that there was a robot sittin' in the seat

where the foreman used to be.

Well I walked all around, all around, up and down

and across that factory.

I watched all the buttons, and the bells, and the lights,

it was a mystery to me.

I hollered "Hank, Frank, Jack, Mack, Don, Dan, Warren, Roy,

Ike, Mike, Ed, Fred, Pete."

And a great big mechanical voice boomed out

"All your buddies are obsolete."

I was scared, scared, scared, I was worried, I was sick,

as I left that factory.

Decided I had to see the president

of that whole darned company.

When I got up to his office he was running out the door

with a scared look on his face,

'cause there was a great big mechanical executive

a sittin' in the president's place.

Well I went home, home, home, to my ever-lovin' wife,

and I told her 'bout the factory.

She kissed me and she hugged me, she cried a little bit,

then she sat down on my knee.

Now I don't understand all the buttons and the bells

but there's one thing I will say:

I thank the Lord that love's still made in the good old-fashioned way.

BUGGER RED'S BLUES

Mickey Newberry

Lord, them got no nothin's got me down, down, down,

my two-time flushin' Mama's Memphis bound, Memphis bound,

with some good-time Charlie, Lord, my truck and my best hound.

She left me with ten acres of grow-nothin' Georgia ground.

I got them come home lately's

go to bed early's

cuss and cry and kick and moan, since you been gone.

I got them come home lately's

go to bed early's

good God I miss that dog since they've been gone.

My get up and go got up and gone, gone, gone,

Lord they took my pickup truck—they done me wrong.

If I could lay my calloused hands on them three theivin' clowns

well I'd sure plant me somethin' in this burned up Georgia ground.

I got them come home lately's

go to bed early's

cuss and cry and kick and moan, since you been gone.

I got them come home lately's

go to bed early's

good God I miss my truck...

COBWEBS AND DUST

Gordon Lightfoot

Island goodbye, island goodbye,

we've been too long together, my island and I.

Across the blue sea, across the blue sea,

we've been too long together, my island and me.

Cobwebs and dust, cobwebs and dust,

I hate to leave you, but leave you I must.

Float through the sky, float through the sky,

We've been too long together, my cobwebs and I.

Troubles goodbye, troubles goodbye,

We've been too long together, my troubles and I.

Across the blue sea, across the blue sea,

We've been too long together, my troubles and me.

Cobwebs and dust, cobwebs and dust, etc.

Unlock the gate, unlock the gate,

lower the drawbridge, the hour is late.

Whom shall it be, whom shall it be?

We've been too long together, my drawbridge and me.

Cobwebs and dust, cobwebs and dust, etc.

Tear down the walls, tear down the walls,

Gather my treasure, and scatter it  all.

Across the blue sea, across the blue sea,

We've been too long together, my treasure  and me.

Cobwebs and dust, cobwebs and dust, etc.

Come to her side, run to her side,

come to my island, and make her your bride. 

Whom shall it be, whom shall it be?

We've been too long together, my island and me.

Cobwebs and dust, cobwebs and dust, etc.

Now we are free, now we are free,

To welcome the Spirit within you and me.

Let the past be, let the past be,

And welcome the present within you and me.

Cobwebs and dust, cobwebs and dust, etc.

COLOURS

Donovan Leitch

Yellow is the color of my true love's hair,

in the mornin' when we rise,

in the mornin' when we rise,

that's the time,

that's the time,

I love the best. 

Green is the color of her sparkling eyes

in the mornin' when we rise,

in the mornin' when we rise,

that's the time,

that's the time,

I love the best. 

Blue is the color of the sky above

in the mornin' when we rise,

in the mornin' when we rise,

that's the time,

that's the time,

I love the best. 

Mellow is the feeling that I get

when I see her, uh huh,

when I see her, oh yeah,

that's the time,

that's the time,

I love the best. 

Freedom is a word I rarely use

without thinking, oh yeah,

without thinking, uh huh,

of the times,

of the times

that I've been loved.

Yellow is the color, etc.

THE DAY THE WELL WENT DRY

Oh the day the well went dry,

I was caught with soap in my eye,

soap in my eye, made me cry,

the day the well went dry.

No more water down in the well,

who do we know, who can we tell?

Whoever we tell will say "oh my,"

the day the well went dry.


'Cause there's no more water down,


no more water down,


no more water down in the well,


so honey, forget the pail.

Water witcher came today,

 said water was 300 feet away,

driller said, "A foot costs nine,"

oh what a price to pay.

Si I hooked up a hose to my neighbor's yard,

said we could have all the water we need,

'til we get the new well dug,

just bein' neighborly.


'Cause there's no more water down, etc.

Everybody's tryin' to cheer me up,

even gave me a bottle of rye,

bottle of rye, mud in my eye,

ain't got the mud 'cause my well is [ran] dry.

My poor well is dry as a bone,

its herdey has come and gone,

come and gone, me oh my,

the day the well went dry.


'Cause there's no more water down, etc.

ESCAPE IS SO SIMPLE

Cowboy Junkies

When you kissed me this morning and told me that you'd soon be going,

you didn't even look in my eyes when you said "good-bye."

And last night in your sleep you broke all the promises

I knew you'd never keep.

Now I'm reading the letter that you placed on the dresser,

and you're five hundred miles down the road.

Escape is so simple 

in a world where sunsets can be raced,

but distance only loses the knife;

the pattern of the scars can always be traced.

And I remember when we said "forever" is the craziest word that we knew

but I think that I like it much better than I do "goodbye."

And I could sit here all evening and think of you

when you're not by my side.

Instead I go to the kitchen, on a strong chair to sit in,

and drink myself far, far away. 

Escape is so simple 

in a world where sunsets can be raced,

but distance only loses the knife;

the pattern of the scars can always be traced.

FRANKIE'S MAN JOHNNY 

Johnny Cash

Well ,now, Frankei and Johnny were sweethearts,

they were true as the blue, blue sky.

He was a long-legged guitar picker with a wicked wanderin' eye,

but he was her man, nearly all of the time.

Well, Johnny he packed up to leave her,

but he promised he'd be back.

He said he had a little pickin' to do a little farther on down the track.

He said, "I'm your man, I wouldn't do you wrong."

Well, Frankie curled up on the sofa,

thinkin' about her man.

Far away the couples were dancin' to the music of his band.

He was Frankie's man, he wasn't doin' her wrong.

Then in the front door walked a redhead,

 Johnny saw her right away.

She came down by the bandstand to watch him while he played.

He was Frankie's man, but she was far away.

He sand every song to the redhead,

[and] she smiled back at him,

then he came and sat at her table where the lights were low and dim.

What Frankie didn't know wouldn't hurt her none.

Then the redhead jumped up and slapped him,

she slapped him a time or two.

She said, "I'm Frankie's sister and I was checkin' up on you.

If you're her man, you'd better treat her right."

Well, the moral of this story

is "Be good, but carry a stick."

Sometimes it looks like a guitar picker just can't tell what to pick.

He was Frankie's man, and he still ain't done her wrong.

THE GAL 

WHO INVENTED KISSIN'

Hank Snow

I love the gal who invented kissin', I don't recall her name,

but I do believe that gal should sit high up in the hall of fame.

Until she came along, just think what we were missin'.

That's why today I'm shoutin' "hooray" for the gal who invented kissin'.

She taught the fellows how to smooch instead of holding hands.

She showed them how to steal a kiss like they do in foreign lands.

Until she came along, just think what we were missin'.

Love was very nice, but as cold as ice, 'til that gal invented kissin'.

She showed the girls how to pucker up and roll their pretty eyes,

and she showed them how to kiss hello and how to kiss good-bye.

Until she came along, just think what we were missin',

They could only cook, or read a book, 'til that gal invented kissin'.

Mr. Edison, he invented the lights, Mr. Bell, the telephone,

Columbus discovered America, their names are all well known.

But 'til she came along this world had something missin',

and I'm tellin' you there was nothin' to do until that gal invented kissin'.

The patented the kiss of fire, and how to kiss goodnight,

on every kind of hug and kiss she holds the copyright.

And if I had my way, the only thing I'm wishin'

is to make a date and stay out late with the gal who invented kissin'.

GETTING OUT

Melanie Safka

Well I'm getting out and I feel a lot better

than I did when I was getting in.

When you say goodbye to one thing,

means a new thing can begin.

well sometimes I may cry

and I may wish it didn't end.

But I'm getting out and I feel a lot better

than I felt when I was getting in.

HAPPINESS RUNS

Little pebble upon the sand  (C-Em)

Now you're lying there in my hand (C-Em)

How many years have you been here? (F-G7)

Little human upon the sand

From where I'm lying here in your hand

You to me are but a passing breeze.

The sun will always shine where you stand (C-F)

Depending on which land you may find yourself. (C-F-Em)

Now you have my blessing, go your way. (F-G7)

Happiness runs, happiness runs,

etc.

Happiness runs in a circular motion,

Life is like a little boat upon the sea.

Everything is a part of everything anyway,

You can have everything if you let your life be.

Why oh, because

etc.

HELLO LOVE

Hello, love!

Hello, joyfulness!

Goodbye, loneliness!

I feel like I could fly!

Hello, love!

Hello, sweet caress!

Goodbye, emptiness!  

I feel like I could fly!

Bye, bye, my fears, goodbye!

I'm through with limitation,

I'm through with strife,  

I'm into celebration

of this thing called life!

And here's the reason, I feel so free:    

that loving Spirit's inside of me.

(Chorus)

I'm through with sacrifice,

I'm through with guilt,  

I'm into all the things

that love has built.

And here's the reason, I feel so free:    

that loving Spirit's inside of me.

(Chorus)

HELP ME MAKE IT THROUGH THE NIGHT

Take that clothespin off your nose,

You can keep your little vest.

Lay your body next to mine,

But try not to itch my chest.

Mommy never has to know,

You'll leave with the morning's light.

Teddy save me from the dark,

Help me make it through the night.


Mommy says that I'm too old,


If I am, I just don't care.


There's a thunderstorm outside,


Lord, tonight I need a bear.

All I care about is now,

And tomorrow's far from sight,

Yesterday is hard to spell,

Help me make it through the night.

HOLD MY HAND

Noel Frederick McInnis

Hold my hand, 

walk with me through this land, 

the journey's much too grand

to stand alone.

So much to see,

so much to do and be,

too much for you and me

to leave unknown,

too much for you and me

to leave unknown.

Where we tend,

our ways may always blend,

though never to depend

or bend our flow.

And when we rest,

each sleeping will be blessed

by a gentleness expressed

next to our own,

by a gentleness expressed

next to our own.

Each day we rise

with new light in our eyes,

new life, new love to prize,

new ties to bind.

And where we go,

we will travel in the glow

of the kindness that we know

and grow through time,

of the kindness that we know

and grow through time.
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I LOVE MY SHIRT

Donovan Leitch

Do you have a shirt that you really love,

One that you feel so groovy in?

You don't even mind if it starts to fade.

That only makes it nicer still.

I love my shirt, I love my shirt,

My shirt is so comfortably lovely.

I love my shirt, I love my shirt,

My shirt is so comfortably lovely.

Do you have some jeans that you really love,

Ones that you feel so groovy in?

You don't even mind if it starts to fray.

That only makes them nicer still.

I love my jeans, I love my jeans,

My jeans are so comfortably lovely.

I love my jeans, I love my jeans,

My jeans are so comfortably lovely.

***   (Bridge)
Do you have some shoes that you really love,

Ones that you feel so flashy in?

You don't even mind if they start to get some holes in.

That only makes them nicer still.

I love my shoes, I love my shoes,

My shoes are so comfortably lovely.

I love my shoes, I love my shoes,

My shoes are so comfortably lovely.

***Bridge:
When I take them to the cleaners, 

I can't wait to get them home again.

Yes, I take them to the cleaners.

I'd rather wash them in a stream.

I'd rather wash them in a stream.

Know what I mean?

I SHALL NOT BE MOVED

Glory hallelujah, I shall not be moved,

Glory hallelujah, I shall not be moved,

Just like a tree planted by the water,

I shall not be moved.


I shall not, I shall not be moved,


I shall not, I shall not be moved,


Just like a tree planted by the water,


I shall not be moved.

Though the tempest rages, I shall not be moved, etc.

On the rock of ages, I shall not be moved, etc.

In the light I'm standing, I shall not be moved, etc.

Filled with love and glory, I shall not be moved, etc.

Anchored in salvation, I shall not be moved, etc.

Sanctified and holy, I shall not be moved, etc.

On my way to heaven, I shall not be moved, etc.

Come with me beloved, I shall not be moved, etc.

Sharing life eternal, I shall not be moved, etc.

WE SHALL NOT BE MOVED

Glory hallelujah we shall not be moved,

Glory hallelujah, we shall not be moved,

Just like a tree planted by the water,

We shall not be moved.


We shall not, we shall not be moved,


We shall not,we shall not be moved,


Just like a tree planted by the water,


We shall not be moved.

Though the tempest rages,we shall not be moved, etc.

On the rock of ages, we shall not be moved, etc.

Prospering and mighty,  we shall not be moved, etc.

We're all in this together, we shall not be moved, etc.

ISN'T IT SO? 

Jesse Winchester

Didn't he know what he was doin'

puttin' eyeballs in my head?

If he didn't want me watchin' women

he'd have left my eyeballs dead,


Isn't it so?


Isn't it so?


You have to go where your heart says go,


isn't it so?

Didn't he know what he was doin'

when he made the magic vine?

His own son got a reputation

turnin' water into wine,


Isn't it so?


Isn't it so?


You have to go where your heart says go,


isn't it so?

Line of least resistance, lead me on.

Line of least resistance, lead me on.

Didn't he know what he was a doin'

when he divided the high and low?

You've got to bury the seed in the dirt my friend

if you want the thing to grow.


Isn't it so?


Isn't it so?


You have to go where your heart says go,


isn't it so?

JUST ON THE OTHER SIDE

Anne Wolf

Just on the other side of sadness,

just on the other side of tears,

just on the other side of heartbreak, happiness appears.

Just on the other side of losing,       

just on the other side of fears,

just on the other side of loneliness, a true friend appears.

Breathe in peace and hold it near,

until I find only peace to be here.

Breathe in love and hold it close,

until it's love that I see the most.

KEEP IT SIMPLE

A talking cowboy blues song by Chuck Pyle

with modifications by Noel McInnis

Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group and I knew what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence and extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her how I could overcome all my unrest and inner fears.

She said force'd only drive ‘em deeper, so I’d have to love my fears away,

And she had herself so together, that I was ashamed of being afraid.

So I called my local talk show radio therapist of the air.

She told me to write myself little sticky love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty that I was ashamed of being afraid.

She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold.

I got right off the line--I knew she was trying to trace the call.

So I said "I know I'm in there," and I walked over to the mirror to see.

"If I don't come out with my hands up," I said, "I'm coming in after me."

I know my inner child's enraged, but all my outer man can say

Is that I'm angry that I feel guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid.

     Right about then my committee called a general strike,
     And there I was meandering the streets of Northwest Portland, Oregon, 
     exactly half-way between reality and the New Renaissance Book Store,

     Smack-dab in the presumed conscious evolution center of the known universe,

     Not being totally present . . .
     Could’a been busted!

     So I ran home, turned off the phone, and changed the answering machine:  

     "Hi!  It's me!               

     If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

So I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like some psycho-desperado

Who’s waitin’ for a better train of thought that got derailed somewhere down the line.

‘Course he took me to his support group where I shared about my rage.

They said everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

I said "You mean I'm addicted 

to being angry for feeling guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid?"

They said "Yup!"  And so I said "What happened to 'Keep it Simple'?"

They said, "Easy does it."

And that’s when I said, “Lord, Dear Lord, forgive us this day our daily dread,

And God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change.

LONDON HOMESICK BLUES
Well when you're down on your luck, 

and you ain't got a buck

in London you're a goner.

Even London bridge has fallen down, 

and moved to Arizona, now I know why.

And I'll substantiate the rumor 

that the English sense of humor

is drier than the Texas sand.

You can have your dukes

and you can bet your boots

that I'm leavin' just as fast as I can.


I wanna go home with the armadillo,


hear country music from Amarillo and Abilene.


The friendliest people and the purtiest women you've ever seen.

Well it's cold over here and I swear

I wish they'd turn the heat on.

And where in the world is that English girl

I promised I would meet on the third floor.

And of the whole damn lot

the only friend I've got

is a smoke and a cheap guitar,

My mind keeps roamin'

and my heart keeps longin'

to be home in a Texas bar.


CHORUS

I decided that I'd take my cowboy hat

and go down to Marblearch Station, 

'cause when a Texan fancies he'll take his chances,

chances will be taken,  that's for sure.

And them Limey eyes,

they were eyein' a prize 

some people call manly footwear.

They say "you're from down South

and when you open your mouth,

you always seem to put your foot there."


CHORUS

LONESOME TRAVELER

I am a lonely and a lonesome traveler,

I am a lonely and a lonesome traveler,

I am a lonely and a lonesome traveler,

I've been travelin' on.

I travelled here and then I traveled yonder,

I travelled here and then I traveled yonder,

I travelled here and then I traveled yonder,

I've been travelin' on.

Traveled in the mountain, travelled down in the valley,

traveled in the mountain, travelled down in the valley,

traveled in the mountain, travelled down in the valley,

I've been travelin' on.

Well, I traveled cold and then I traveled hungry,

well, I traveled cold and then I traveled hungry,

well, I traveled cold and then I traveled hungry,

I've been travelin' on.

I traveled with the rich, and I traveled with the poor,

I traveled with the rich, and I traveled with the poor,

I traveled with the rich, and I traveled with the poor,

I've been travelin' on.

I'm going to keep right on traveling on the road to freedom,

I'm going to keep right on traveling on the road to freedom,

I'm going to keep right on traveling on the road to freedom,

going to keep right on traveling on.

MISERY

Noel Frederick McInnis

Time was when I was hooked on misery, 'cause it seemed nobody pitied poor old me.

So I set out to find that company, that misery does keep so lovingly.

To my surprise it did not set me free, when I found someone who pitied poor old me.

We didn't make for, lovin' company ,'cause we really only loved our misery.

So I got my misery together again, and  I set out with a groan,

searchin' here and there for someone or thing to lean on,

so I wouldn't have to stand up on my own.

Decided I'd forget my misery, and distract myself with activity;

a frenzied workaholic I could be, at curin' social ills that bothered me.

I sure enough forgot my misery, didn't leave time for its company,

'til one dark mornin' I woke up to see that my misery'd forgot to forget me.

So I misered my misery together again, and  I set out with a groan,

searchin' here and there for someone or thing to lean on,

so I wouldn't have to stand up on my own.

Next I tried to drown my misery in a no-holds-barred all-night drinkin' spree.

Rum, beer, vermouth, vodka and whisky, interspersed with apricot brandy. 

My misery was drowned effectively, didn't leave no trace of memory,

until my bliss turned sour at half-past three when my misery almost drowned me.  

(It came out orange!)

So I got my wretched misery together again, got up with a terrible groan, 

afraid that I might never find someone or thing to lean on,

and somehow have to stand up on my own.

It was a very sad discovery, that there weren't no place to dump my misery.

So I shrugged my shoulders, sighed, said "let it be," whereupon it did occur to me:

If anyone had watched my misery, it must have been a funny sight to see.

Just then I lost my sense of tragedy, at findin' misery loves comedy.

So if my misery ever gets together again, I'll laugh at what I've groaned,

'cause I couldn't find a crutch that I wasn't scared to lean on,

nothing left to do but stand up on my own.
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 MY HAPPINESS IS ALL 

THAT I CAN SEE

Noel Frederick McInnis

I used to do a whole lot of frettin'

about the way my life didn't work for me,

I didn't know how to be happy

'cause I paid so much attention

to the way that I rathered things would be.

Instead of seeing blessings, I kept an inventory

of everything I lacked to make me free,

yet whenever I stopped looking at what wasn't there

my happiness was all that I could see.

I was into pleasing those who wished me to be otherwise

instead of those who like me as I am,

and I got so busy fixing what others thought was broken

that what worked already wasn't worth a damn. 

I couldn't find the good in me while seeing what was missing,

and so my life became a sham,

yet whenever I stopped looking at what wasn't there

my happiness was all that I could see.

So I let go of my fretting about what isn't so,

and my rathering that life came differently,

I'm no longer pleasing others by trying to fit their pictures

or by fixing what already works for me.

I no longer give my energy to things that used to bother me,

it's so easy just to let them be,

'cause whenever I stop looking at what isn't there

my happiness is all that I can see.
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MY HAPPINESS IS ALL 

THAT I CAN SEE

Noel Frederick McInnis

I used to do a whole lot of frettin'

about the way my life didn't work for me,

I didn't know how to be happy

'cause I paid so much attention

to the way that I rathered things would be.

Instead of seeing blessings, I kept an inventory

of everything I lacked to make me free,

and as long as I kept looking at what wasn't there

my happiness was nowhere I could see.

I was into pleasing those who wished me to be otherwise

instead of those who like me as I am,

and I got so busy fixing what others thought was broken

that what worked already wasn't worth a damn. 

I couldn't find the good in me while seeing what was missing,

and so my life became a sham,

and as long as I kept looking at what wasn't there

my happiness was nowhere I could see.

So I let go of my fretting about what isn't so,

and my rathering that life came differently,

I'm no longer pleasing others by trying to fit their pictures

or by fixing what already works for me.

I no longer give my energy to things that used to bother me,

it's so easy just to let them be,

'cause as soon as I stop looking at what isn't there

my happiness is all that I can see.
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MY HEART IS A BEGGAR

Noel Frederick McInnis

You have my heart upon its knees, I'm pleading for your love,

you tossed my happiness away just like a worn-out glove.

You took the love I offered you and gave me only grief,

my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief.    

You took my fond attention, you took my presents, too,

you gave away the secrets that were meant for only you.

You cut me off to drift along just like a fallen leaf,

my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief.

You said that you'd forever be my one and only true,

you took all that I had to give, then found somebody new.

You wore away my love just like the tide upon a reef,

my heart was a beggar, but your heart was a thief.

I begged you for your love to lift my heart up off its knees,

now I'm trying to forget you turned a deaf ear to my pleas. 

I thought once that I'd change you, now I know there's no relief,

and that's the very last word I could find that rhymed with thief.
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The Multi-Dimensional Intersection

(Paradise Junction)

The Super High Ways of Light serve an amazing function,

Miraculously merging in Paradise Junction.

We're all flying in this dynamic direction,

Through a Multi-Dimensional Intersection.

Rising in a spiral of conscious evolution,

Receiving the knowing of our sacred contribution,

Channeled through the portals of our cosmic connection,

From the Multi-Dimensional Intersection.

Joyfully attuned to our Divine Vocation,

In a Circle of Love, joined in sacred celebration.

Searching our souls, we see in their reflection

The Multi-Dimensional Intersection.

We're the Children of Light, from the dawn of creation.

We're the blueprint of tomorrow, we're the grid of transformation.

Radiantly wired to the Source of all Perfection.

We're the Multi-Dimensional Intersection!!!
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New Years Resovolution

Donovan Leitch

Do what you’ve never done before,

see what you’ve never seen.

Feel what you’ve never felt before,

go where you’ve never been.

Sing what you’ve never sung before,

say what you’ve never said.

Bear what you’ve never borne before,

hear what you’ve never heard.

All is not as it would seem, nothing ever remains the same.

Change is life’s characteristic, bend and flow and play the game,

lose your chain,

and do what you like.

So many times, I was the one who stopped myself from doing things.

So many times, I was the one who grounded myself and clipped my wings.

So I say:

Do what you’ve never done before,

for fear of losing face.

You’ve got nothing to defend now,

in your state of grace.

All is not as it would seem, nothing ever remains the same.

Change is life’s characteristic, bend and flow and play the game,

lose your chain,

and do what you like.

So many times, I was the one who stopped myself from doing things.

So many times, I was the one who grounded myself and clipped my wings.

Love is the gift of man, yet he will not receive.

Within is the church of man, yet he cannot perceive.

Without is the realm of man he yet cannot conceive,

Man is the plague of man, yet he will not believe.

There go you go I,

There go you go I,

There go you go I.

ONLY THE BLUES

Donovan Leitch

When you wake up in the morning

and can't seem to raise your head,

you sit staring in the teacup

at the egg upon your bread,

and the life that you are living

doesn't seem to be quite real,

you have only what the lonely call the blues.

When you're feeling tired and weary

with your eyes cast to the floor,

for a loved one who has left you

on a bleak and distant shore,

you may think you're being picked on, 

but you are not the first

to have only what the lonely call the blues.

There are no rules to follow,

no advice to take.

You're the only one

who can give yourself a shake.

Then your thinking will shift gear, *
dispelling all your fear,

in a funny unexpected way.

Then you'll wake up in the morning

with a smile upon your face,

and you'll look out on the world

and see it is a happy place.

With no memory of misery

you will soon forget

you had only what the lonely call the blues.

*Someone will appear

  to dispel all your fear,

PEOPLE USED TO

Donovan Leitch

People used to get together 'round a fire,

fishes were cooked and songs were sung.

Moonlight used to guide our way home in the dark, 

do you find it hard remembering?


And still you people tell me


life is easy to get on with


but what I've got so far


's nuff to be going on with


people tell me that it's so,


oh, oh,


I don't know anymore,


I don't know.

People used to get together 'round a problem,

eyes were looked at and tongues were true.

People used to stop to say "how do you do."

do you find it hard remembering?


And still you people tell me


life is easy to get on with


but what I've got so far


's nuff to be going on with


people tell me that it's so,


oh, oh,


I don't know anymore,


I don't know.

People used to spend an hour making tea,

easy, easy was the rule.

People used to pause to think and contemplate,

he who hussled was the fool.


And still you people tell me


life is easy to get on with


but what I've got so far


's nuff to be going on with


people tell me that it's so,


oh, oh,


I don't know anymore,


I don't know.

A PLEA FOR DAMAGED CHILDREN

Noel Frederick McInnis

Most every newborn babe in this universe is put together mighty fine.

Though one of millions conceived in nature's bountiful purse, he's the only one of his kind.

Born for perfection, given over-protection, he's boxed in body and mind.

Born to be him, he's raised to be us, and we put him in a lifetime bind.

We've gotta let grow our little children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, children are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

The six-year-old child is brought into school where we tell her what she doesn't know.

We tell her what we're gonna tell her, then we tell her, then we tell her that we told her so. 

Born for creation, not regurgitation, she diligently wilts in her row.

Born to think her thoughts, she's stenciled with ours, and she's made to be someone she won't know.

We've gotta let know our growing children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, students are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

When graduation comes the student's on his way, he can start to be a human being.

But he'll only have a couple hours a day when he's not serving some machine.

Born for relations, it's for manipulations his life is rewarded so green.

Born to do his thing, but doing some thing's thing, he seldom gets a chance to mean.

We've gotta let go our grown-up children, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, grown-ups are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

[My use of the feminine gender in the next verse created quite a stir in the 1960’s]

Though our Creator saw that all she made was good, we haven't learned to share her trust.

We think that other people behave as they should only when they act like us.

Born for expression, not moral repression, they never become what they might.

Born to sow their seeds, they're made to reap ours, and they never grow in their own right.

We've gotta let sow our fellow sinners, cause verbs weren't meant to be nouns.

Yeah, sinners are a whole lot like people that way, and we've gotta stop putting ‘em down.

Though others get on my case, my only disgrace is to join with them in their lost cause.

No matter what they may think, it’s with me I’m in synch, for which I don’t require their applause.

Born for presentment, not others’ contentment, I’m here to be on my own way.

Born to do my dance, not listen to their can’ts, it’s time for me to write my own play.

I’ve gotta let grow my way of being, cause verbs weren’t meant to be nouns.

Yeah, my self is a whole lot like all selves that way, and I’ve gotta stop putting it down.

THE RAILROAD'S BEEN MY STREET

Noel Frederick McInnis

A million ties have seen my feet,

'cause the railroad's been my street,

ever since the day you went away.

I watched your train go down the track,

and when it failed to bring you back, 

I set out to bring you home to stay.

I recall the day we met,

I can taste your kisses yet,

you vowed you'd stay with me for life.

It was love at first sight,

I gave you my ring that very night,

if  you'd stayed you'd be my lovin' wife.

A hundred towns have come and gone, 

a thousand doorbells I have rung,

I showed your picture to everyone I found.

When they shook their heads I'd sigh,

but they told me I should try

down the tracks, ten more miles, another town.

Although you promised to return,

I know that my love you have spurned,

I know at last just where I stand.

For I met a man today,

coming from the other way,

and he held your picture in his hand. 

RAMBLIN' BOY

He was a man and a friend always,

he stayed with me in the hard old days.

He never cared if I had no dough,

we rambled 'round in the rain and snow.


And here's to you, my ramblin' boy,


may all your ramblin' bring you joy.


Here's to you, my ramblin' boy,


may all your ramblin' bring you joy.

In Tulsa town we chaned to stary.

We thought we'd try to work one day.

The boss said he had room for one.

Says my old pal, "We'd rather bum."


And here's to you, my ramblin' boy, etc.

Late one night in a jungle camp,

the weather it was cold and damp.

He got the chills and he got 'em bad,

they took the only friend I had.


And here's to you, my ramblin' boy, etc.

He left me here to ramble on.

My ramblin' pal is dead and gone.

If when we die we go somewhere,

I bet you a dollar he's a ramblin' there.


And here's to you, my ramblin' boy, etc.

REINCARNATION

Michael Martin Murphy

Where do cowboys go when they die?

Is there a place in the sweet bye and bye,

Where the water is clean and the grass grows green,

And there ain't a cloud in the sky?

"What is reincarnation?" a cowboy asked his friend.

His friend replied, "Well, son, it happens when your life has reached its end.

You see, they comb your hair, and they wash your neck, 


and they clean your fingernails,

And they lay you down in a padded box, far away from life's travails.

Now the box and you goes in a hole that's been dug into the ground,

And reincarnation starts in when you're planted beneath the mound.

You see, the box melts down just like the clods, and you who is inside,

And then you're just beginning on your transformation ride." 

Is there a place in the sweet bye and bye,

Where do cowboys go when they die?

Well, in a while some rain's gonna come, and fall upon the ground,

'Til one day on your lonely little grave a little flower will be found.

And say a hoss should wander by and graze upon this flower

That once was you but now is this tiny, vegetative bower.

Well that little flower that the hoss done ate up with all his other feed

Becomes bone and fat and muscle, essential to the steed.

'Course some is consumed that he can't use, and so it passes through,

And finally it lays there on the ground, this thing that once was you.

And then say that I should wander by and gaze upon the ground,

And wonder and ponder on this object that I've found.

Well, it sure makes me think of reincarnation, of life and death and such,

And I ride away concludin': "Friend, you ain't changed all that much."

RIPPLE

If my words did glow with the gold of sunshine,

and my tunes were played on the harp unstrung,

would you hear my voice come through the music,

would you hold it near, as it were your own?

It's a hand-me-down, the thoughts are broken,

perhaps they're better left unsung.

Well I don't know, don't really care,

let there be songs, to fill the air.

CHORUS:  

Ripple in still water,

when there is no pebble tossed,

nor wind to blow.

Reach out your hand if your cup be empty,

if your cup be full, may it be again.

Let it be known there is a fountain

that was not made by the hand of man.

There is a path, no simple highway,

between the dawn and the dark of night.

If you should go, no one may follow,

this path is for your steps alone.

CHORUS

You who choose to lead must follow,

and if you fall, you fall alone.

If you should stand, then who's to guide you?

If I knew your way, I would take you home.

La da da da da, la da da da da da,

la da, la da, la da da da.

La da da da da, la da da da da da,

la da da da da, la da da da da.

                                       --The Grateful Dead

                                         [American Beauty Rose album]

SOUR GRAPES AND SWEET LEMONS

Noel Frederick McInnis

She was might good lookin' and kept lookin' my way, 

and I'da walked over to her if I knew what to say, 

but then maybe it was just an accident

that she happened to be smilin' every time

I bent my eyes toward her end of the room

and found her eyes lookin' at my end.

I'd have felt mighty awkward if I'd said "hello"

and she accused me of bein' just another fellow

lookin' 'round for some instant intimacy.

So I stayed right where I happened to be,

and pretty soon another fellow winked at her

and she winked back and pretty soon they both were gone!

And I kept sittin' there

lookin' as if nothin' had happened

(which is exactly what had happened)

and kept tellin' myself she wasn't my type,

her hair was too long,

she was really too skinny,

but mostly she just wasn't a proper woman anyhow

and besides it was gettin' so late

that I wouldn't have enjoyed it anyhow.

SOWIN' ON THE MOUNTAIN

Sowin' on the mountain, reapin' in the valley,

sowin' on the mountain, reapin' in the valley,

sowin' on the mountain, reapin' in the valley,

You're gonna reap just what you sow.

God gave Noah the rainbow sign,

God gave Noah the rainbow sign,

God gave Noah the rainbow sign,

It won't be water, but fire next time.

Won't be water, but fire next time,

won't be water, but fire next time,

won't be water, but fire next time,

God gave Noach that rainbow sign.

Sowin' on the mountain, reapin' in the valley,

sowin' on the mountain, reapin' in the valley,

sowin' on the mountain, reapin' in the valley,

You're gonna reap just what you sow.

THAT LONG WALK HOME

Noel Frederick McInnis

I walk by your house each time I go to town,

though it hurts to see another fellow hangin' round.

The bright lights sort of help me to live it down,

but oh, how it hurts on that long walk home.

I hear your laughter in the twilight there,

and the squeaking of the porch chair that we used to share,

I try to tell myself that I don't care,

but I can't fool myself on that long walk home.

I followed your friend when he left your house last night,

and what I saw told me that he won't treat you right.

He went  to meet the one who is his promised bride,

And I cried for you on that long walk home.

So each night I'll be hiding in the shadows here,

until he turns your laughter into falling tears.

Then you can find true happiness again my dear,

if you'll come with me on that long walk home.

TO TAKE YOU IN

Noel Frederick McInnis

When you have no place to sleep that isn't empty,

and you've got no place to stay that feels like home,

when there is no one to meet your need for fillin',

or to write back to from places that you roam,

when you know with all of your being that you've not yet really been,

you start lookin' for someone to take you in.

When people see you're somewhat out of focus,

and sense you don't know who you're lookin for,

some will take unfair advantage of your confusion,

and make you feel that they're your open door.

You'll discover you've been found, only to find

so many different ways to be taken in.

When you want to find someone to fill your empty,

and share some place that feels like common ground,

you may fall for another lonely seeker

who needs to fill an empty of his/her own.

But two empties don't make a full, so when you fall,

it will only be yourself that took you in.

When you've learned just which folks' glitters are not golden,

and you're not about to fool yourself again,

'cause you've found that fillin' empty isn't easy,

in a world of beings that also haven't been,

you'll find what you're without somewhere within,

before you let someone take you in.
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WHEN WE WERE GOOD

Mickey Newberry

E

When we were good, she had a way with me,

she'd simply stay with me,

and make my whole day ring. 

When we were good,

she'd make the nights go fast,

she'd put out the lights so fast,

she made my body sing. 

Oh, she knew me inside out.

Oh, she made my senses shout.

And [as] I knew she would,

When we were good.

When we were good, I never knew my name,

and when the morning came,

I felt the sweet tears flow.

When we were good, we never went to town,

we let the clocks run down, 

we let the whole world go.

Oh, she knew me through and through.

Oh, she showed me what to do.

And [as] I knew she could,

When we were good.

