[bookmark: _GoBack]Cat’s Cradle  by Harry Chapin and Sandy Chapin; recorded by Ugly Kid Joe
My child arrived just the other day                                                                                                                               Came to the world in the usual way                                                                                                                                    But there were planes to catch and bills to pay                                                                                                                            He learned to walk while I was away                                                                                                                                                He was talkin’ ‘fore I knew it                                                                                                                                                   And as he grew he said,                                                                                                                                                             I'm gonna be like you, dad,                                                                                                                                                             You know I'm gonna be like you.
Chorus:                                                                                                                                                                                          And the cats in the cradle and the silver spoon,                                                                                                                          Little boy blue and the man in the moon.                                                                                                          When you comin home?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 Son, I don't know when. well get together then, son.                                                                                                            You know we’ll have a good time then.
Well, my son turned ten just the other day.                                                                                                                                 He said, thanks for the ball, dad.                                                                                                                                           Come on, lets play.                                                                                                                                                                 Could you teach me to throw?                                                                                                                                                                    I said, not today. I got a lot to do.                                                                                                                                                  He said, that's okay.                                                                                                                                                                      And he walked away, but his smile never dimmed                                                                                                              And he said, I'm gonna be like him, yeah.                                                                                                                                    You know I'm gonna be like him.
Repeat Chorus
Well, he came from college just the other day,                                                                                                                                                    So much like a man I just had to say,                                                                                                                                         I'm proud of you.                                                                                                                                                                                                         could you sit for a while?                                                                                                                                                            He shook his head and he said with a smile,                                                                                                                         What I'd really like, dad, is to borrow the car keys.                                                                                                             See you later.                                                                                                                                                                                    can I have them please?
Repeat Chorus

Well, I've long since retired,                                                                                                                                                        My son’s moved away.                                                                                                                                                                                             I called him up just the other day.                                                                                                                                                                 I said,I'd like to see you, if you don't mind.                                                                                                                                  He said, I'd love to, dad, if I could find the time.                                                                                                                                 You see my new jobs a hassle and the kids have the flu,                                                                                                   But it's sure nice talkin to you, dad.                                                                                                                                                                                                It's been sure nice talkin to you.                                                                                                                                                  And as he hung up the phone it occurred to me,                                                                                                          He'd grown up just like me.                                                                                                                                                          My boy was just like me.
Repeat Chorus
Watch this song on youtube at  http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=B32yjbCSVpU 
















The Highwayman – by Alfred Noyes; recorded by Loreena McKennit
The wind was a torrent of darkness                                                                                                        among the ghastly trees                                                                                                                                   the moon was a ghostly galleon                                                                                                                          tossed upon the cloudy seas                                                                                                                            The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor                                                                                                                               when the highwayman came riding, riding, riding,                                                                               the highwayman came riding, up to the old inn door.
He'd a french cocked hat at his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin                                                                A coat of claret velvet. and breeches of brown doe-skin                                                                          They fitted with nary a wrinkle; his boots were up to the thigh                                                                                                           And he rode with a jeweled twinkle                                                                                                                      His pistol butts a-twinkle                                                                                                                                         His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jeweled sky.
And over cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard                                                                 And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred:                                           He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there                                                But the landlord's black-eyed daughter                                                                                                            Bess, the landlord's daughter                                                                                                                          Plaiting a dark red love knot into her long black hair.
"One kiss my bonny sweetheart,  I'm after a prize tonight,                                                                                    But I should be back with the yellow gold before the morning light.                                                                       Yet if they press me sharply and harry me through the day,                                                                        Then look for me by the moonlight,                                                                                                               watch for me by the moonlight:                                                                                                                                      I'll come to thee by the moonlight, though hell should bar the way."
He rose up right in the stirrups he scarce could reach her hand                                                                        But she loosened her hair in the casement! His face burned like a brand                                                                As a black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;                                                                 And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,                                                                                         oh, sweet black waves in the moonlight                                                                                                         He tugged at his rein in the moonlight and galloped away to the west.

He did not come at the dawning; he did not come at noon;                                                                                   and out of the tawny sunset, before the rise of the moon,                                                                           When the road was a gypsy's ribbon, looping the purple moor                                                                             A redcoat troop came marching,                                                                                                               marching, marching,                                                                                                                         King George's men came marching up to the old inn door.
They said no word to the landlord, they drank his ale instead                                                                             But they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot of her narrow bed                                                     Two of them knelt at the casement with muskets at their side                                                                  There was death at every window                                                                                                                      Hell at one dark window                                                                                                                                 For Bess could see through the casement the road that he would ride.
They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest                                                                        They had bound a musket beside her with the barrel beneath her breast                                                           "Now keep good watch" and they kissed her                                                                                                            she heard the dead man say "Look for me by the moonlight,                                                                          watch for me by the moonlight.                                                                                                                    I'll come to thee by the moonlight, though hell should bar the way."
She twisted her hands behind her;but all the knots held good!                                                                      But she writhed her hands 'til her fingers were wet with sweat or blood!                                                            They stretched and strained in the darkness; and the hours crawled by like years                                         Till now on the stroke of midnight,                                                                                                                 Cold, on the stroke of midnight,                                                                                                                      The tip of her finger touched it! the trigger at least was hers.
Tot-a-lot, tot-a-lot had they heard it? The horse's hooves rang clear!                                                                Tot-a-lot, tot-a-lot in the distance? were they deaf they did not hear?                                                      Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill                                                                                   The highwayman came riding, riding, riding,                                                                                                  The redcoats looked to their priming! She stood up straight and still.
Tot-a-lot in the frosty silence!  Tot-a-lot in the echoing night!                                                                 Nearer he came and nearer! Her face was like a light!                                                                                       Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew a last deep breath,                                                                 Then her finger moved in the moonlight                                                                                                            Her musket shattered the moonlight                                                                                                        Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him with her death.

He turned, he spurred to the west:he did not know she stood                                                                   Bowed with her head o'er musket,drenched with her own red blood                                                                   Not till the dawn he heard it; his face grew grey to hear                                                                               How Bess the landlord's daughter,                                                                                                               The landlord's black-eyed daughter,                                                                                                                 Had watched for her love in the moonlight,and died in the darkness there.

And back he spurred like a madman shrieking a curse to the sky!                                                                         With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished high!                                              Blood-red were the spurs in the golden noon, wine-red was his velvet coat                                           When they shot him down in the highway                                                                                                Down like a dog on the highway                                                                                                                And he lay in his blood in the highway, with a bunch of lace at his throat.

Still on a winter's night they say, when the wind is in the trees,                                                              When the moon is a ghostly galleon, tossed upon the cloudy seas,                                                               When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor                                                                              A highwayman comes riding,riding, riding,                                                                                             A highwayman comes riding up to the old inn door.

Listen to this song on YouTube at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=e7Y-VBD0kRI 











The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald – written and recorded by Gordon Lightfoot.
The legend lives on from the Chippewa on down
Of the big lake they called 'Gitche Gumee'
The lake, it is said, never gives up her dead
When the skies of November turn gloomy
With a load of iron ore twenty-six thousand tons more
Than the Edmund Fitzgerald weighed empty.
That good ship and crew was a bone to be chewed
When the gales of November came early.

The ship was the pride of the American side
Coming back from some mill in Wisconsin
As the big freighters go, it was bigger than most
With a crew and good captain well seasoned
Concluding some terms with a couple of steel firms
When they left fully loaded for Cleveland
And later that night when the ship's bell rang
Could it be the north wind they'd been feelin'?

The wind in the wires made a tattle-tale sound
And a wave broke over the railing
And every man knew, as the captain did too,
T'was the witch of November come stealin'.
The dawn came late and the breakfast had to wait
When the Gales of November came slashin'.
When afternoon came it was freezin' rain
In the face of a hurricane west wind.

When suppertime came, the old cook came on deck sayin'.
Fellas, it's too rough to feed ya.
At Seven P.M. a main hatchway caved in, he said
Fellas, it's been good t'know ya
The captain wired in he had water comin' in
And the good ship and crew was in peril.
And later that night when his lights went outta sight
Came the wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald.



Does any one know where the love of God goes
When the waves turn the minutes to hours?
The searchers all say they'd have made Whitefish Bay
If they'd put fifteen more miles behind her.
They might have split up or they might have capsized;
May have broke deep and took water.
And all that remains is the faces and the names
Of the wives and the sons and the daughters.

Lake Huron rolls, Superior sings
In the rooms of her ice-water mansion.
Old Michigan steams like a young man's dreams;
The islands and bays are for sportsmen.
And farther below Lake Ontario
Takes in what Lake Erie can send her,
And the iron boats go as the mariners all know
With the Gales of November remembered.

In a musty old hall in Detroit they prayed,
In the Maritime Sailors' Cathedral.
The church bell chimed till it rang twenty-nine times
For each man on the Edmund Fitzgerald.
The legend lives on from the Chippewa on down
Of the big lake they call 'Gitche Gumee'.
Superior, they said, never gives up her dead
When the gales of November come early!

Listen to/watch this song at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hgI8bta-7aw 







Coward of the County by Roger Dale Bowling and Billy Ed Wheeler (recorded by Kenny Rogers)
Ev'ryone considered him the coward of the county.                                                                                                    He'd never stood one single time to prove the county wrong.                                                                         His mama named him Tommy, the folks just called him yellow,                                                                          But something always told me they were reading Tommy wrong.
He was only ten years old when his daddy died in prison.                                                                                                      I looked after Tommy 'cause he was my brother's son.                                                                                            I still recall the final words my brother said to Tommy:                                                                                     "Son, my life is over, but yours is just begun.
“Promise me, son, not to do the things I've done.                                                                                                  Walk away from trouble if you can.                                                                                                                         Now it won't mean you're weak if you turn the other cheek.                                                                                           I hope you're old enough to understand:                                                                                                              Son, you don't have to fight to be a man."
There's someone for ev'ryone and Tommy's love was Becky.                                                                                       In her arms he didn't have to prove he was a man.                                                                                                One day while he was workin' the Gatlin boys came callin'.                                                                                 They took turns at Becky.... n' there was three of them!
Tommy opened up the door and saw his Becky cryin'.                                                                                                      The torn dress, the shattered look was more than he could stand.                                                                             He reached above the fireplace and took down his daddy's picture.                                                                      As his tears fell on his daddy's face, he heard these words again:
"Promise me, son, not to do the things I've done.                                                                                                   Walk away from trouble if you can.                                                                                                                         Now it won't mean you're weak if you turn the other cheek.                                                                       I hope you're old enough to understand:                                                                                                                 Son, you don't have to fight to be a man."
The Gatlin boys just laughed at him when he walked into the barroom.                                                             One of them got up and met him halfway 'cross the floor.                                                                           When Tommy turned around they said, "Hey look! ol' yellow's leavin'."                                                 But you coulda heard a pin drop when Tommy stopped and locked the door.
Twenty years of crawlin' was bottled up inside him.                                                                                           He wasn't holdin' nothin' back; he let 'em have it all.                                                                                           When Tommy left the barroom not a Gatlin boy was standin'.                                                                               He said, "This one's for Becky," as he watched the last one fall.                                                                      And I heard him say,
"I promised you, Dad, not to do the things you done.                                                                                         I've walked away from trouble when I can.                                                                                                    Now please don't think I'm weak, I didn't turn the other cheek,                                                                        And Papa, I sure hope you understand:                                                                                                        Sometimes you gotta fight when you're a man."
Ev'ryone considered him the coward of the county.

Listen to/watch this song at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yK543f0_UKc 
