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LOVE ANYMORE

Time anymore is a clock on the wall
the hands spin and spin

and the weights rise and fall

Songs anymore are a kick of the drum
butit's'not a song

If. there’'s no tune there to hum

Love anymore Is a sweet sidewalkismile, &
a rose out of bloom

or awink once in a while

No more Magic Moment

no more hold your hand, | want to | want'te’l'want'to
noe more Be Ny Baby, be my be my baby

putiit's nice in Nowhere Land

where endless'waves come to rest

on an endless shore

and lidon't fall in love

Love Anymore

Life anymore iIs a cloud'in the sky
It's what it is and what it's not
and then' it passes by

Love anymore Is a gas station rose
| buy for myself
or a memory ll'suppose



STREET LIGHT RAG

There’s a funny story | remember from a play

about a man and woman and a love that wouldn’ tm
or maybe it was a movie show ; '
When it was over he wanted to hold her
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so stop your sighing, baby my heart: sxsrylngnow

(Intermission music)*

| wake up in the morning get up and shake my head

I'd kiss you In the evening but there’s just an empty bed
or maybe It's still that movie show

Who am | fooling, it’s all my doing
| should have known it would turn out this way
| fell for another, | wish you were my lover now

* from "Entrance of the Gladiators" 1897 by Czech composer Julius Fucik



LITTLE BIRD

Little bird, broken wing
you can’t fly away but you can sing

| hear your song In the street
In the night the wind brings it to me

. When you sing you
take my heart to the stars

There | see you in a world of blooms
" { where you sing your songs
' In many splendored rooms

Till that day just a few will hear
/ / every time | close my eyes
- | see you there

Little bird, broken wing
you can’t fly away but you can sing

| don’t know where you are
maybe on a cloud or in the stars

(Saxophone - Jake Whitesell)



WHO WROTE THE WORDS TO “STARDUST” :

Who wrote the words to “Stardust”
by the rose does he still wait?
Sometimeés | think that he must have
surely known my only fate ;
“Deep Purpfe,” “Secret Love,” -

. “Stairway to the Stars”
~_how did he know the story
someday to be'ours?

If | wrote you a letter

would it sail through the years

and if it found your mailbox

would it find one who cares?

| was a kid in math class

you sat in front of me

you used to pass me answers

that’s how l gota C

So I’m thinking if you had answers still
send them please if you will

We went to the movies

late nights in the park

All of our friends said

we had a spark .

| said that | -would paint

the sunset on your wall .

You said that | reminded you -
of Annie Hall

all the colors, la ti da ti da
you were all | saw

Every time | think it over
years go by like files and folders
Turn around and we get older

that’s the way It works somehow

" but | bet you don’t remember.now.™ -, .

We had a summer _
like' a thousand Junes._ -

Last time | saw you

you said “I'll see you soon” .

~ then you went off to college

looking for easy street

‘| stayed in this old town

and more than made ends meet "

* So I’m thinking if we meet again -
' would you remember when .

“the summer rain storm left us soakln

the old blcycle chain was broken,
you whispered to me you were hoping

.we not ride back home anyhow
. but | bet.you don’t remembeér now

. Who wrote the words to “Stard ust”"
- | bet he’d remember

or does it all turn to rust

and not leave an ember

“Deep Purple,” “Secret Love,”
“Moonlight Serenade”

Who knows what could have been
but for the plans we made

. All the colors, la ti da ti da
you were all | saw

" Who wrote the words to "Sia_rd ust”?

ystied |[dYOUN



SOMEDAY NEVER COMES

You-don't love me anymore,
| feel it in the wind
blowin’ beneath our door.

You don't feel me anymore
| hear it in the words
you never spoke before.

You don't hear me anymore.
All the songs | play

fall onto the floor.

Monday‘s always raining,
Tuesday’s never clear,
Wednesday’s always hoping,
Thursday disappears.
Someday never comes.

| feel the darkness on my sKin,
the morning sun is late
winter comes again.

The morning sun won’t see me wakae.
Passing through the clouds
it falls into the lake

Passing time, passing friends
leaving some behind
making circles out of ends.

Friday’s always running

Saturday never stays

Sunday has the sunshine sometimes
Monday’s back to gray.

Someday never comes



GOODBYE CHARLIE

Jane’'s not all she wants to be
in‘the ground a fertile seed
often sleeps for years

before it wakes.

Come one day will be her time
and a bell inside will chime

and through the warming soill
she will break.

Twist and turn as the wind comes
she will' learn toitell her story

and'believe just half
of what'she’s told.

Feel the loss, touch the bruise
as soft as moss
will she find the words

to shape a dream that she can hold.

Maybe this or maybe that
sweep the floor, feed the cat
everything's becoming

her next page.

I"love to read all that she writes
the sad release the hold me tight
the solitude beneath

the silent rage

And'l’d really like to see her

but she’s not got time for me
she'has a deadline' sunday morning
and'she’s writing constantly

l.last saw Jane six sohgs ago
how iIs she, |l do not know
| know she will be

writing for a while

| keep a picture of her eyes
in a frame twice the size

the empty space there
lets me see her smile

Charlie was my back yard friend
we d walk to school
and back again

Kicking cans and rocks along the way

Summer was a baseball game
remembering the new kids name
and working on the

perfect double play

Driving ‘round

looking for what can’t be found
maybe take the river road

and then we'd change our minds

I'remember when he said
Norma Jean was Marilyn
the sky was blue and all we knew
today could soon unwind

That was many years ago

last we talked to'say hello

he said he found the spare key
to his cage

Looking back'| should have seen
like pictures in Life Magazine

the money shot
is left on the back page

and I'd really like to see him
but it's too late to make that call

he tied a knot last Sunday morning
and found a quiet place to fall

Goodbye Charlie, goodbye Jane
it’s sad you'chose to not remain
the sun Is out

the rain’s not here to stay

God and bars and shooting stars,
all the things we hold as ours

soon we learn
to give them all'away




I'D RATHER DREAM

Pick a flower take a rosé
write a lovely line of prose
put it in your pocket

You feel the sun will alw S o
you found a love you thihk is mine SRR R 8 s
now you're looking to u ;Iock It *" A Sy,
I’'d meet you half way Iif 'ou would call Sy B el e
I’d pick you right up if yoau might fall Pttt or e SR A
but | don’t need your fu y valentine atall - :

I’d rather dream . S ‘

Looking hard, Iookmgf t

you don’'t see the Iookln glass
time's already changed Y

It has a way it won’t slow down
you can drive and drive and not leave town

it’s going to be the same view

You climb a mountain and you feel tall
| see a mountain | just feel small

| don’t want to climb so high only to falli
I’d rather dream

An open door so you walk in

maybe now it will begin
Do you see the door that closes?

Your words are soft your words are sweet
IS there another place to meet
one with wildflowers not roses?

| watch the sunrise the colors grow

| | | watch the sunset and let them go
ey | never did get Juliet and Romeo
{ | I’d rather dream

SRNEEEESSS

So pick a flower take a rose
write a clever bit of prose
A e N keep it in your pocket

I’d rather dream




MOON IN A JAR

| stare down the hall

}thej moon’s on the wall -
|

‘touch it and hear music play
A"k of a dirge

| that I’ve never heard

‘a sweetitune from some old-time play

take it in hand

and place it in sand
[l@%]] |t and lock it away

.....

Eﬁﬁ?@@.ﬂf{t@ oon
save me

I}I[ﬁﬁj' you could would ou trade me
-~ your love for the moon in a jar?
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WHEN APRlLCOMES-x

When April comes she brings a smile
¢ shesmakes the water run, the flowers hum
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anholds the sun a while VR
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When summer’s here the sun is high
she stills the time and makes the colors rhyme
and smgs a IuIIabye

." "v.r‘ ;

and we go ‘round

thef ‘Ias«twgl op: thel %@eede&alh {
2 ;e un*williblink and pass its ca'dle'toﬁthe moon . *

1 dallke a ‘frlendsaltogh she Ieaves tOo soon.
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1. Love Anymore 4:36 ‘=

2. Streetlight Rag 4:14

3. Little Bird 4:27 g

4. Who Wrote the Words

to “Stardust” 5:27

5. Someday Never Comes 3:50

6. Goodbye Charlie 5:51

7. I’d Rather Dream 3:37 |

8. Moon in a Jar 2:45 e

9. Sometime Ago 3:52 =
10. When April Comes 3:12 N
11. Green in Blue 3:39
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. A Minor Melody 3:42
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