A Report on My Interviews with Fairies

In Ireland, in Sligo where William Butler Yeates
Was wont to see the fairy folk as history relates
I once did meet a fairy most unorthodox to view
He wasn’t wearing fairy green, his hair was pink and blue

He had no fairy wand, he wore a ring in his eyebrow
I asked is this the sort of thing the fairies are wearing now?
Are things so changed? Are all traditional fairy values dead?
Does your own kind not find you strange? And this is what he said:

The differences are slight to any but a clod
And not a cause for any fear
It doesn’t bother me to be a trifle odd
No, I’m glad to be a little queer.
I’m glad to be a little queer
I’m glad to be a little queer
It doesn’t bother me to be a trifle odd, in fact,
I’m proud to be a little queer.

Now fairies live exclusively authorities pronounce
In woods and trees and country of fictional accounts
But I have spotted many right in the midst of town
In suits or jeans and sweaters, in leather or in gowns

I wondered if non-fairies are scared out of their wits
When they recognize a supernatural being in their midst
And so I ask the fairies I have met along the way
Don’t those non-fairies find you strange? And this is what they say:

The differences are slight to any but a clod
And not a cause for any fear
It doesn’t bother me to be a trifle odd
No, I’m glad to be a little queer.
I’m glad to be a little queer
I’m glad to be a little queer
It doesn’t bother me to be a trifle odd, in fact,
I’m proud to be a little queer.




Are We Not Your Family

Oh, Oh …
Are we not your family?
Are we not the ones who love you?
Are we not your family?
Are we not the ones who love you?

And when they said we did not matter
We were just strangers
And when they said 
These tears weren’t proof enough…
I asked…
Oh, Oh …

Repeat Chorus

Our love is deeper than any law
Any standard operating procedure
We will move mountains
Heaven and earth to bring you back home.
Oh, Oh …

Repeat Chorus

I see your face
I hear your voice
I feel your touch
I taste your skin
Though you are gone
You’re never gone
You’re always here… [9]
You’re always here…[9]
Oh…[6]



Colors of the Wind

You think you own whatever land you land on
The earth is just a dead thing you can claim
But I know every rock and tree and creature
Has a life, has a spirit, has a name

You think the only people who are people
Are the people who look and think like you
But if you walk the footsteps of a stranger
You’ll learn things you never knew you never knew

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or asked the grinning bobcat why he grinned
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind?
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind?

Come run the hidden pine trails of the forest
Come taste the sunsweet berries of the earth
Come roll in all the riches all around you
And for once, never wonder what they’re worth

The rainstorm and the river are my brothers
The heron and the otter are my friends
And we are all connected to each other
In a circle, in a hoop that never ends

Have you ever heard the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
Or let the eagle tell you where he’s been
Can you sing with all the voices of the mountain
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind?
Can you paint with all the colors of the wind?

How high does the sycamore grow
If you cut it down, then you’ll never know

And you’ll never hear the wolf cry to the blue corn moon
For whether we are white or copper skinned
We need to sing with all the voices of the mountain
We need to paint with all the colors of the wind 

You can own the earth and still
All you’ll own is earth until
You can paint with all the colors of the wind


I Am What I Am

[I am …. hide in (duet)]

I…..am….
[Rest 2 m]

I am what I am, I don’t want praise
I don’t want pity.
I bang my own drum, some think it’s noise
I think it’s pretty!
And so what if I love each feather and each spangle?
Why not try and see things from a diff’rent angle?

Your life is a sham

I am what I am
I’m what I am 
I’m what I am 

There’s one life, and there’s no return dnd no deposit
 One life so it’s time to open up your closet
Life’s not worth a damn ‘til you can say
Hey world I am what I am [16]

Look to the Rainbow/Rainbow Connection

Why are there so many songs about rainbows
And what’s on the other side?
Rainbows are visions but only illusions and rainbows have nothing to hide
Someday we’ll find it, the rainbow connection
The lovers, 
The dreamers,
And me

On the day I was born said my father, said he
I’ve an elegant legacy waitin’ for ye
‘Tis a rhyme for your lips
And a song for your heart
To sing it whenever the world falls apart

Look, look, look to the rainbow
Follow it over the hill and stream
Look, look, look to the rainbow
Follow the fellow who follows a dream [9]

Twas a sumptuous gift to bequeath to a child
Oh the lure of that song kept her feet running wild
For you never grow old and you never stand still
With whippoorwills singin’ beyong the next hill

Repeat Chorus

All of us under its spell
We know that it’s probably magic 
[KEY]

Repeat Chorus

Follow the fellow, follow the fellow
[1st ending]
Follow the fellow who follows a dream

Follow the fellow, follow the fellow
[2nd ending]
Follow the fellow [4]
Who follows… A dream [4]
Look [1]… Look[3] …Look[6]



Michigan Morn

[Rest 3 m, 2 beats]
There is gold in the eye of the morning
In Michigan, where I was born
There is gold in the sky and the lakes and the trees
For a man with a will to believe what he sees
There is gold in the eye of the morn [hold 9]

There is gold in the sound of the morning
In Michigan, where I was born.  
There is gold in the song and wherever it rings
The land where I stand shines with fine golden things
There is gold in the sound of the morn [hold 9]

[Solo]
Humming [18 measures]
Michigan, in Michigan, where I was born

There is gold in the heart of the morning
In Michigan, where I was born
There is gold in the smile of wild roses that grow
At the roadside where I and my true lover go
There is gold in the heart of the morn

There is gold in the eye and the sound and the touch
And the heart of a Michigan morn [15]



Scarborough Fair/Sound of Silence

Are you going to Scarborough Fair?
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme
Remember me to one who lives there
She once was a true love of mine

[Tell her …]
On the side of a hill a sprinkling of leaves
[Parsley …]
Washes the grave with silvery tears
[Between …]
A soldier cleans a gun
[Then …]
Sleeps unaware of the clarion call
[Tell …]
Warbellows blazing in scarlet battalions
[Parsley …]
Gen’rals order their soldiers to kill
[And gather …]
And to fight for a cause they’ve long ago forgotten
[Then …]

Because a vision softly creeping
Left its seed while I was sleeping
And the vision that was planted in my brain
Still remains
Within the sound of silence

In restless dreams I walked alone
Narrow streets of cobblestone
‘Neath the halo of a street lamp
I turned my collar to the cold and damp
When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of a neon light
That split the night
[And touched the sound of silence.]

Are you going to Scarborough Fair?
[Fools …]
You do not know 
The sound of silence.
[Hear …]
Teach you.
[Take…]
Reach you.
But my words like silent raindrops fell.
[And echoed …]

Are you going to Scarborough Fair?
[And the people …]
And the people bowed and prayed
To the sound of silence.
[And the sign …]
Warning.
[In the words…]
Forming.
And the sign said “the words of the prophets 
are written on the subway walls and tenement halls”
And whispered in the sound of silence
[Are you …]
And whispered in the sound of silence






Sing

Whistle [8 bars]
Sing, sing a song
Sing out loud
Sing out strong.
Sing of good things, not bad
Sing of happy, not sad

Sing, sing a song
Make it simple
To last your whole life long 
Don’t worry that it’s not good enough
For anyone else to hear 
Just sing, sing a song.

Whistle [4 bars]
La la la la la [4 bars]

Sing, sing a song
Let the world sing a long
Sing of love and good being
Sing for you and for me

La la la la la [4 bars]
La la la la la to last your whole life long

Don’t worry that it’s not good enough
For anyone else to hear
Just sing, sing a song

La la la la la [4 bars] 
La la la la la [8 bars, first ending]
La la la la la [8 bars, second ending]
Ooooooo…

Stand By Me

[rest 15 bars]
When the night has come
And the land is dark 
And the moon is the only 
Light we’ll see
No, I won’t be afraid
No, I won’t be afraid
Just as long as you stand
Stand by me

So darling, darling stand by me
Oh, stand by me
Oh, stand
Stand by me, stand by me

If they sky that we look upon
Should tumble and fall
Or the mountain should crumble in the sea
No, I won’t cry, I won’t cry
No, I won’t shed a tear
Just as long as you stand
Stand by me

So darling, darling stand by me
Oh, stand by me
Oh, stand
Stand by me, stand by me

So darling, darling 
Darling, darling stand by me
Oh, stand by me
Oh, stand
Stand by me, stand by me
Stand by me, stand by me

[rest 5 bars]
Stand by me


True Colors

I see your true colors
Shining through
I see your true colors
And that's why I love you
So don't be afraid to let them show
Your true colors
True colors are beautiful,
Like a Rainbow

You with the sad eyes
Don't be discouraged
Oh I realize
It's hard to take courage
In a world full of people
You can lose sight of it all
And the darkness, oh inside you
Make you feel so small

But I your true colors
Shining through
I see your true colors
And that's why I love you
So don't be afraid to let them show me
Your true colors
Your true colors are beautiful,
Like a Rainbow

Show me a smile then,
Don't be unhappy, can't remember
When I last saw you laughing
If this world makes you crazy
And you've taken all you can bear
You call me up
Because you know I'll be there

And I'll see your true colors
Shining through
I see your true colors
And that's why I love you
So don't be afraid to let it show
Your true colors, your true colors,
Your true colors shining through
I see your true colors
And that's why I love you
So don't be afraid to let it show
Your true colors, your true colors
Your true colors, your true colors 
Your true colors, your true colors

Don’t be afraid to let it show.
Your true colors, your true colors
Are beautiful,
Like a Rainbow




Turn the Beat Around

Turn it up, turn it up, turn it upside down!
Turn it up, turn it up, turn it upside down!
Turn it up, turn it up, turn it upside down!
Turn it up, turn it up, turn it upside down!

Turn the beat around
Love to hear percussion.
Turn it upside down
Love to hear percussion.
Love to hear it.

Blow horn you sure sound pretty
Your violins keep movin’ to the nitty gritty
When you hear the scratch of the guitar scratchin’ 
Then you know that rhythm corners all the action, whoa yeah

Turn the beat around
Love to hear percussion.
Turn it upside down (turn it up, turn it up)
Love to hear percussion.
Love to hear it. Love to hear it.

Well the guitar player starts playin’ with the syncopated rhythm, scratch, scratch, scratch
Makes me wanna move my body, yeah, yeah, yeah,
And when the drummer starts beatin’ that beat he nails that beat with the syncopated rhythm and the rat tat tat tat tat tat on the drums
Hey yeah!

Turn the beat around
Love to hear percussion.
Turn it upside down (turn it up, turn it up)
Love to hear percussion.
Love to hear it. Love to hear it.
Love to hear it. Love to hear it.

[KEY]
Turn the beat around
Love to hear percussion.
Turn it upside down (turn it up, turn it up)
Love to hear percussion.

Turn it up, turn it up, turn it upside down.
Turn it up (Turn it up)
Turn it up (Turn it up)
Love to hear it
Turn it up, turn it up, turn it upside down.
Love to hear it

Turn the beat around
Love to hear percussion.
Turn it upside down (turn it up, turn it up)
Love to hear percussion.

Turn the beat around
Love to hear percussion!
Turn it upside down (turn it up, turn it up)
Love to hear percussion.

Love to hear it. Love to hear it.
Turn it up!


Viva la Vida

I used to rule the world
Seas would rise when I gave the word
Now in the morning I sleep alone
[Sweep the streets I used to own]  
Oo, hoo

I used to roll the dice
Feel the fear in my enemy's eyes
Listen as the crowd would sing
"Now the old king is dead! Long live the king."

One minute I held the key
Next the walls were closed on me
And I discovered that my castles stand
Upon pillars of salt and pillars of sand

I hear Jerusalem bells a ringing
Roman Cavalry choirs are singing
Be my mirror, my sword and shield
My missionaries in a foreign field

For some reason I can't explain
Once you’d gone there was never
Never an honest word
And that was when I ruled the world

Revolutionaries wait
For my head on a silver plate
Just a puppet on a lonely string
Oh who would ever want to be king?

I hear Jerusalem bells a ringing
Roman Cavalry choirs are singing
Be my mirror, my sword and shield
My missionaries in a foreign field

For some reason I can't explain
I know Saint Peter won't call my name
Never an honest word
But that was when I ruled the world
wooh wooh wooh wooh 

[First sopranos]
Wooh wooh wooh ….
[Second sopranos]
I hear Jerusalem bells a ringing
Roman Cavalry choirs are singing
Be my mirror, my sword and shield
My missionaries in a foreign field

For some reason I can't explain
I know Saint Peter won't call my name
Ever honest word
But that was when I ruled the world

Oh Oh





Color Out of Colorado

Ooooh; Ohhh …

[In state after state the legislature
Wants to regulate human nature
In short, from sea to shining sea
They’d like to tell you what to be.]

[They can pass all the statutes that they please
Acorns won’t grow into apple trees
Besides those differences they hate
Are the strength that made this country great.]

Only fools would write those laws.
They simply can’t succeed because
You can’t take the color out of Colorado.
[You can’t take the merry out of Maryland.]
As John Philip Souza said,
“I can’t march if I can’t hear the boys in the band.”
[You can’t take the sissy out of Mississippi.]
He’s there and he’s going to stay.
And so Q.E.D., it’s as plain as A.B.C.
You need us to make the U.S. great!

[You can’t kick our asses out of Massachusetts,
Or subtract the 10 percent from Tennessee]
Utah could never be the beehive state
If the hairdressers went absentee.
Oooooo … Oklahoma, yeow!
It’s their home and they won’t go away.
In the land of the free, diversity’s the key
You need us to make the U.S.A.  Ssh!

Who will never be passe’ on old El Paso?
Who’ll always know what’s new in New Orleans?
[Chicago with no ‘chic’ would be boring in a week]
And you can’t have New York City without queens … right!
You can not replace those Staten Island fairies,
And who’ll always keep Santa Fe?
Yes, we’re proud to state we help make the country great.
You need us to make the U.S.A.

Go on take the virgin out of West Virginia.
[Take the orgy out of Georgia if you must]
You can take the evil out of Wisconsin
And leave Illinois’ ills in the dust.
[You could try to take the K.Y. from Kentucky,
Though I doubt that you’ll get very far.]
But you’ll never take the color out of Colorado,
Don’t you realize who we are?

We’re the friendly teller at the bank.
[We’re the teacher at your Sunday school.]
[We’re the guy who fixed your water tank.]
We’re the cute new lifeguard at the pool.
[We’re the nice young man who bought your car.]
We’re the lady singing on the radio. 
[We’re your fav’rite daytime T.V. star]

All kinds of people you already know.
We’re doctors, lawyers, movers, shakers,
Friends of neighbors, policy makers.
And remember this about us,
America couldn’t do without us.

Think of Provincetown, Key West, and San Francisco,
Without us, they’d be a lot more like Fort Wayne. 
We’re part of America the beautiful.
Remember the fruited plain.
We’re all marching to a master orchestration,
So please let all the instruments play.
Just to leave no doubt, one more time we’ll spell it out.
You need us to make the U.S.A.
You need us to make the U.S.A!


I’m Into Something Good

Woke up this mornin’ feelin’ fine
I had somethin’ special on my mind
Last night I met a new girl in the neighborhood
Oh yeah
Something tells me I’m into something good
Something tells me I’m into something good

She’s the kind of girl that joins a softball team
The kind of girl you call to fix your washing machine
She looks good in flannel shirts like I hoped she would
Oh yeah
Something tells me I’m into something good
Something tells me I’m into something good

[We only talked for a minute or two]
And then she stuck close to me 
The whole night through, wee ooo
[And then we thought we were falling in love
Cause she’s the only thing I’ve been dreaming of]
The only thing I’ve been dreaming of

I walked her home and she held my hand
I knew it couldn’t be just a one night stand
I asked her to move in next week and she told me she would
Oh yeah
Something tells me we’re going to have a ball
Something tells me we’re going to have a ball

[We only talked for a minute or two]
And then she stuck close to me 
The whole night through, wee ooo
[And then we thought we were falling in love
Cause she’s the only thing I’ve been dreaming of]
The only thing I’ve been dreaming of

I walked her home and she held my hand
I knew it couldn’t be just a one night stand
I asked her to move in next week and she told me she would
Oh yeah
Something tells me we’re going to have a ball
Something tells me we’re going to have a ball

Have a ball
Have a ball
Something good
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