Sentimental Journey (2:11)

written by Les Brown, Bud Green & Ben Homer (ASCAP)

Morley Music Co. Inc., Holliday Publications

Gonna take a sentimental journey.
Gonna set my heart at ease.
Gonna take a sentimental journey
To renew old memories.

Got my bag and got my reservation.
Spent each dime I could afford.
Like a child, in wild anticipation,
Long to hear that "All Aboard!" 

Seven! That's the time we leave at
Seven! I'll be waiting up for
Heaven; Countin' every mile of railroad track
That takes me back.

Never thought my heart could be so yearny.
Why did I decide to roam?
Gonna take a sentimental journey
Sentimental journey home.

IT'S MY LAZY DAY (3:08)
written by Smiley Burnette

Golden West Melodies Inc.

Chorus: Well, I might-a gone fishin'. ‘Got to thinkin' it over.
That road to the river, it’s a mighty long way.
No rhyme and no reason. It must be the season.
Takin' it easy. It's my lazy day.

So, never mind callin', for I ain't a-comin',
Pass along by me, stay out of my way!
Just a little deep thinkin' might drive me to drinkin'.
Takin' it easy. It's my lazy day.

I'm findin' it easy just to mind my own business,
I'm keepin' my nose out of ev'ryone's way.
Ain’t takin’ any orders, ain't mindin’ nobody.

Takin' it easy. It's my lazy day.

Ain't askin' any questions, or givin' advices,
Ain't takin’ anybody along the way.
Don't want to be cupid, I don’t want to look stupid.
Takin' it easy. It's my lazy day.

VIRGINIA'S REAL (3:45)

written by C. Guy Clark (ASCAP)

World Song Publishing Inc.

Now it's gents to the middle said a young girl's fiddle
And you ain't got nothin' to lose.
Alemande right she can play it all night,
She can fiddle off the bottom of your shoes.

Chorus: Oh, Me, Oh my,
How she makes that bow hair fly.
How she hangs that music in the air.

Now you promenade down to the lonesome sound
Of the Whip-poor-will in the night.
You gotta sashay back look at old man Jack
Huggin' everything in sight.

Oh Banjo Bill he stopped stock still
As the notes came rollin' by.
It filled his ears and it eased his fears 
And a tear came to his eye.

Now the old string bass he's lost his place 
And his arms they felt like steel.
The guitar man dropped both his hands
And he swore it was not real.


Now it's golden strings on golden wings
to the callin' of the square.
There's fiddle tunes and there's fiddle tunes,
But Virginia's splittin' hairs.

Now she’s cast a spell no tongue can tell
No prophet can reveal.
Quiet as death you hold your breath, 
She’s played Virginia's reel.

LEAVING LONDON (3:59)
written by Tom Paxton (ASCAP)

EMI U Catalog Inc.


With the dark and the lonely sea,
Between my true love and me,
I‘ve been wanderin’ through this cold, hard town.
As I wait for a better day,
I could use a place to stay,
Or a floor where I could lay my blanket down.

Chorus: If I could beg, steal or borrow

A ticket on some ship or plane,
I’d be leaving London tomorrow,
to fly to my own love again.

Up at dawn to change my shirt,
And to wash away the dirt,
Then it’s over to American Express.
Not one letter did I find -
No, she never sent one line –
Even though she has my forwarding address.

Last night the Troubador
Was so full they barred the door,
And I played a song she knows quite well,
But it wouldn’t take too long
To make up another song,
About this lonesome boy’s last farewell.

SWIMMING SONG (2:28)

written by Loudon Wainwright III (ASCAP)

Snowden Music Inc.

Last summer I went swimmin’,
Last summer I might have drowned,
But I held my breath and I kicked my feet
And I moved my arms around -
I moved my arms around.

Last summer I swam in the ocean,
And swam in a swimmin' pool.
Salt in my wounds, chlorine in my eyes,
I'm a self-destructive fool -

A self-destructive fool.

Last summer I did the backstroke
And you know that that’s not all;
I did the breast stroke and the butterfly
And the old Australian crawl -
The old Australian crawl.

Last summer I swam in a public place,

And a reservoir to boot.

At the latter I was informal,

At the former I wore my suit -

I wore my swimming suit.

Last summer I did a swan dive,
And a jack-knife for you all.
And once, when you weren’t looking,
I did a cannon ball -

I did a cannonball.


WHEN THE ICE WORMS NEST AGAIN (3:00)
written by Wilf Carter & Vaughn Horton (SOCAN)

Peermusic Canada Inc.

There's a husky, dusky maiden in the Arctic
And she waits for me but it is not in vain.
For some day I'll put my mukluks on and ask her
If she'll marry when the ice worms nest again.

Chorus: In the land of the pale blue snow,
Where it's ninety-nine below,
And the polar bears are roaming o'er the plain.
In the shadow of the Pole
I will clasp her to my soul,
We'll be married when the ice worms nest again.

For our wedding feast we'll have seal oil and blubber,
In our kayak we will sail the bounding main.
All the walruses will look at us and shudder,
We'll be married when the ice worms nest again.

When at half-past two I come home to my igloo,
After sitting with a friend who was in pain.
She'll be waiting for me there, with the hambone of a bear
And she'll beat me 'til the iceworms nest again.


Wind Willow (3:10)

written by R. Thomas Kelly (ASCAP)

Page Six Publishing Ltd., Margaree Sound

Wind shares the sky and I share your pillow,

From time to time on this long lonely road.

Where we met and we touched

Like the Wind in the Willow

And I can’t forget about you.

I walked on the hill that looks on the river,

I can’t forget about you no matter how I try.

The wind folds me to you

And I can’t forget about you.

Chorus: So send me a dream that lives on forever.

Can we remember the laughter we had

When we met and we touched,

Like the Wind in the Willow?

And I can’t forget about you.

NEVER GONNA STOP THIS TRAIN (3:55)
written by James Keelaghan (SOCAN)

Tranquilla Music, Green Linnet Records Inc.


Chorus: Never gonna stop this train.
Never gonna stop this train.
It left the station a long time ago.
Never gonna stop this train.

Left the station long ago.
On a crooked track it ran,
From a strike in Winnipeg
To a square named Tianamen.

Well a body set in motion,
Never gonna stay at rest.
Just as long as there's hope of freedom,
Deep down in the human breast.

Well the ride is never free.
Always gonna be a price to pay.
But I can tell you that it's worth the ticket,
If you want to see a brighter day.


Wood River (3:33)

Written by Connie Kaldor (SOCAN)

Coyote Entertainement Quebec, Lunes Et Tunes

Oh won't you come with me,
Where the Wood River flows?
We'll watch it meander slowly,
As the sky turns from red to dark.

And as the sun goes down,
We'll throw our arms around
Each other and tell the dreams
That are deep in our hearts.

Because the heart is bigger than trouble,
And the heart is bigger than doubt,
But the heart sometimes needs a little help
To figure that out.

So won't you come with me
To where Wood River flows,
The little Wood River knows
It goes to nowhere, but

That doesn't stop it flowing

Or them willows growing
Or all of them lovers showing
Their hearts to each other there.

NaCl (Sodium Chloride) (2:10)
written by Kate McGarrigle (ASCAP)

Garden Court Music Company

Just a little atom of chlorine, valence minus one.
Swimmin’ through the sea, diggin' the scene, just havin' fun.
She's not worried ‘bout the shape or size

Of her outside shell -- it's fun to ionize!
Just a little atom of chlorine with an unfilled shell.


Somewhere in this sea lurks handsome sodium.
With enough electrons on his outside shell, plus that extra one!
Somewhere in this deep blue sea,

There’s a negative for my extra energy.
Somewhere in this foam, my positive will find a home.

Then unsuspecting chlorine felt a magnetic pull!
She looked down, her outside shell was full!
Sodium cried "What a gas! Be my bride,
And I'll change your name from chlorine to chloride!"

Now the sea evaporates to make the clouds for the rain and snow,
Leaving the chemical compounds in the absence of H2O.
But the crystals that wash upon the shore are happy ones.
So if you never thought before …
Think of the love that you eat when you salt your meat!

BOTTLE OF WINE (2:18)

Written by Tom Paxton (ASCAP)

EMI U Catalog Inc., United Artists Music Co. Inc.

Chorus: Bottle of wine, fruit of the vine

When you gonna let me get sober?

Leave me alone, let me go home,

Let me go back and start over.

Ramblin' round this dirty old town

Singin' for nickels and dimes.

Times gettin’ rough, I ain’t got enough

To buy me a bottle of wine.

Now there’s a little hotel, older than hell,

Dark as the coal in the mine.

Blankets so thin I lay there and grin …

I’ve got a little bottle of wine.

I’ve got pains in my head, bugs in my bed.

My pants are so old that they shine.

Out on the street I tell the people I meet

Won’t you buy me a bottle of wine?

Now the preacher will preach, the teacher will teach.

The miner will dig in the mine.

I ride the rods, trustin' in God,

Huggin' my bottle of wine.

MRS. MACDONALD'S LAMENT (4:44)
written by Gordon Bok

Timberhead Music 

When the wind's away, and the wave's away,
That crazy old fool will go down on the bay,
Dodgin' the ledges and settin' his gear,
And come back when the wind drives him in.

Chorus: Yet he knows full well the fishin' is done.
His credit's all gone and the winter is come.
But sure as the tide will rise and run,
He'll go back on the bay again.

When the snow is down on the Western Bay,
That fool will go runnin' the Fiddler's ground,
Haulin' his gear in the trough o' the sea,
As if he'd no mind of his own.

Well his father's gone, and his brothers are gone,
But still he goes down on the dark o’ the moon,
Rowin' the dory an' settin' the twine,
And it don't even pay for his time.

When the wind's away, and the wave's away,
The children go down on the bright mornin' sun.
They go rowin' them little boats out on the tide,
And they'll follow their foolish old man.

Well you blind old fool, your children are gone.
And you never would tell 'em the fishin' was done.
Their days were numbered the day they were born,
The same as their foolish old man.


ROSEVILLE FAIR (4:21)
written by Bill Staines

Mineral River Music
Oh, the night was clear, and the stars were shinin’ 
And the moon came up so quiet in the sky,
And the people gathered 'round and the band was tunin’ 
I can hear them playin’ "Coming Through the Rye." 

Chorus: And we danced all night to the fiddle and the banjo. 
Their drifting tunes seemed to fill the air, 
So long ago, but I still remember,
When we fell in love at the Roseville Fair. 

You were dressed in blue. Oh, and you looked so lovely! 
Just a gentle flower of a small town girl. 
Then you took my hand, and we stepped to the music,
And with a single smile, you became my world. 

We courted well, and we courted dearly, 
And we'd rock for hours in the front porch chair.
Then a year went by from the time that I met you 
And I made you mine at the Roseville Fair.

So here's a song for all you lovers, 
And here's a tune that you may share.
May you dance all night to the fiddle and the banjo 
The way we did at the Roseville Fair. 

THE GYPSY ROVER (3:51)

written by Patrick Leo Maguire (PRS)

Box & Cox Inc.

The Gypsy rover came over the hill,

Down through the valley so shady,

He whistled and sang till the green-wood rang,

And he won the heart of a lady.

Chorus: Ah dee doo ah dee doo dah day,

Ah dee doo ah dee day,

He whistled and sang till the green-wood rang,

And he won the heart of a lady.

She left her father’s castle gate.

She left her own fine lover.

She left her servants and her estate,

To follow the Gypsy rover.

Her father saddled-up his fastest steed

And roamed the valleys all over,

Sought his daughter at great speed

And the whistling Gypsy rover.

He came at last to a mansion fine,

Down by the River Clady,

And there was music and there was wine 

For the Gypsy and his lady.

“He is no Gypsy, my father”, she said

“But lord of these lands all over,

And I shall stay ‘till my dying day 

With my whistling Gypsy rover.”

LOG DRIVERS WALTZ (2:30)
written by Albert Wade Hemsworth (SOCAN)

Blackfly Music
If you ask any girl from the parish around,
What pleases her most from her head to her toes, 
She'll say – I'm not sure that it's business of yours, 
But I sure like to waltz with a log driver.

Chorus: For he goes birling down and down white water; 
That's where the log driver learns to step lightly. 
He’s birling down and down white water; 
The log driver's waltz pleases girls completely. 

When the drive's nearly over, I like to go down 
And watch all the lads as they work on the river. 
I know that come evening they'll be in the town 
We all love to waltz with a log driver.

To please both my parents I have to give way 
And dance with the doctors and the merchants and lawyers. 
Their manners are fine but their feet are of clay!
There's none with the style of a log driver.

Now I've had my chances with all sorts of men,
None are so fine as my lad on the river,
So when the drive's over, if he asks me again, 
I think I will marry my log driver. 

BARBARA ALLEN (4:11)

Traditional (Child Ballad #84) 

In Scarlet Town where I was born
There was a fair maid dwellin'.
Made many a youth cry well-a-day.
Her name was Barbara Allen.

'Twas in the merry month of May
When green buds they were swellin',
Sweet William came from the West country

And he courted Barbara Allen.

He sent his servant unto her,
To the place where she was dwellin',
Said, "My master’s sick, bids me call for you,
If your name be Barbara Allen."

Well slowly, slowly got she up,
And slowly went she nigh him,
But all she said as she passed his bed,
"Young man, I think you're dyin’ ”.

Then lightly tripped she down the stairs,
She heard those church bells tollin’,
And each bell seemed to say as it tolled,

"Hard-hearted Barbara Allen."

"Oh, mother, mother go make my bed,
And make it long and narrow.
Sweet William died for me today.
I'll die for him tomorrow."

They buried Barbara in the old churchyard,
They buried William beside her,
Out of his grave grew a red, red rose,
And out of her’s a briar.

They grew and grew up the old church wall,
’Till they could grow no higher,
And at the top, joined in a lover's knot,
The red rose and the briar.


ALL MY LIFE’S A CIRCLE (3:52)

written by Harry Chapin (ASCAP)

American Broadcasting Music Inc.,

The Harry Chapin Foundation.

Chorus: All my life's a circle, sunrise and sundown

The moon rolls through the nighttime 

'Til the daybreak comes around.

All my life's a circle, but I can't tell you why

Seasons spinning ‘round again, 

The years keep rolling by.

It seems like I've been here before, I can't remember when,

But I've got this funny feeling that we'll all be together again.

There's no straight lines make up my life,

And all my roads have bends

There's no clear-cut beginnings and so far no dead ends.

I've met you a thousand times, I guess you've done the same,

But then we lose each other, it’s just like a children's game.

And now I find you here again,

The thought runs through my mind,

Our love is like a circle, let's go round one more time.

