Cousin Caterpillar 

By Mike Heron

TUNING:   D A D G B E

INTRO:    D A C G D 

D

    A


   C

My cousin has great changes com-ing

 

  G


 D

One day he'll wake with wings-----

A


  D                   Em

      D  A
 Do dah, do do dah, --- do do dah, ---do do dah,--- 




     D

  Em

   G
Do dah, do do dah, --- do do dah, ---do do dah,---


       Em                 A7

 Bm
do do dah, --- do do dah, ---do do dah!---

D
     A

  C            G


  D
   Cousin Caterpillar,    seven pairs of legs for you


  A

C
       G  

     D
Cousin Caterpillar,    can you tell me what they do?

Chorus

Bm                    F#m

     Well, all that I can say

    Bm                      F#m
Is that they seem to help some way

      Bm
To pull my little body along

         A
Well first I didn't know their use

But worrying you only lose

So I said I love you and I love what you do


     D

Come on do your thing

Cousin Caterpillar, white and silky threads for you

Cousin Caterpillar, can you tell me what they do?

Chorus

My cousin as you see

Takes his changes easily

O happy we

Could we take each change so easily

Then all that we could say

Is that it would seem to help some way

To pull our little bodies along

So we say I love you and I love what you do

Come on do your thing

Eyes of Fate

by Robin Williamson

Am




   Dm

     Oh, who can see in the eyes of fate?

All life alone in its chronic patterns.




   D
Oh, swan, let me fly--- you


 Em
To the land of no winds blowing.

G
  C


  Gm

       G            D
I know nothing, and know        that I know nothing;





 E
      A
All is in the eye, and in its blinks of seeing.

     D                 G
So just like the morning

       Am              G              D
The ghost of the following day. Listen.-

Chorus:

Am   E     Am   E
Ory, Ory, Ory, Ory.....

Am        E         Am         E
Rear the rollers wild and stormy

Am       E         Am  E         Am      Em       Am E
Echoes wholly only lonely long be-for-ey, Ory Ory.

Am                         E
Servant of fame or fame for a servant,

        Am                                    E
You see what you see, you see seldom what is.

Am

                      E
Servant of fate, ohhhhhh.

2. 

All rivalry and opinion still cast their wild spells.

Effort and contrariness change the directions of time.

The lion still growls in your hollowness.

Please let's be easy, please let's be friends.

Watching and learning like small children.

Till out of the morning is growing the strength of the day.

Little Cloud

by Mike Heron

ACTUAL KEY: E

Capo 1V and play in C position.

 (Chords in paranthesis)
INTRO:   C G7 C G7 C 

How sweet to be a cloud, floating in the blue.

E(C)

       Lying awake, late the other night


A(F)  E(C)         B7(G7)   E(C)

Heard a------bove me a tremb----ling,

I looked up, it was a little cloud,



A(F)  E(C)                  B7(G7)    E(C)

From which a        gold string was dang   -    ling;

You know, I gave the string a little pull,

           A(F) E(C)                   B7(G7)  E(C)
Just to see   what was on the oth-er     end.

Just then a voice came down to me, says,

A(F)            E(C)                      B7(G7)   E(C)
"Hey, now, don't you want to be my       friend,

CHORUS

        B7(G7)               E(C)
And float with me to distant lands,

B7(G7)           E(C)
wondrous and fair;

Float with me to distant lands wondrous and fair?

A(E)  


  E(C)


B7(G7)               A(E)   E(C)                    

Ya-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta       ta-ta-tow- tow      ta-ta-tow-tow      tow-   wow

A(F)


  E(C)


B7(G7)                        E(C)
Ya-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta        ta-ta-tow- tow     ta-ta- tow –tow    tow-wow.-

You see I'm just a happy little cloud,

I laugh and float and sing my song,

But the other clouds don't like me none.

They say I am behaving very wrong.

You see a cloud’s supposed to be sad,

To cry and weep and tear its hair and all,

And don't matter how hard I try,

I can't get the first little tear to fall."

And float with me to distant lands, wondrous and fair;

Float with me to distant lands, wondrous and fair;

I said, "Hey, I like you little cloud,

You are a nice little fellow, yes."

"You making some, kind of a joke?", said the cloud,

"Now can't you see I'm wearing such a pretty dress?

You see I am the prettiest little chick cloud

That you'd find anywhere up above.

I just dropped in on you awhile

To see if you could give me some kind of love."

And float with me to distant lands, wondrous and fair;

Float with me to distant lands wondrous and fair;

Just then the chief cloud come into view

And says, "Hey, girl, now what you think you're doing there?

I told you so many times before

You just don't seem at all to care.

You know you should be floating up above, now

Don't let me catch you down here again."

And as my cloud pulled out of view,

There come failing down a gentle shower of rain.

Happy rain come failing down,

Red, green, blue and golden.

And every drop, as it fell, it smiled

And, throwing back its head, began singing,

"Oh float with me to distant lands, wondrous and fair;

Float with me to distant lands, wondrous and fair."

Dandelion Blues
by Robin Williamson

To play with the record Capo 1V

INTRO:  

C  G7  C  G7 

 C  E7  F  C  G  C  

E(C)  
          B7(G7)

You meet a girl,

       E(C)
      B(G)        E(C)          G#7(E7)        A(F)
She moves soft eyes and pulls you  in         the game.

B(G)




     E(C)
         B(G) 

      Perhaps you do not wonder her reasons or her name.


 E(C)      B7(G7)    E(C)    B(G)
You'll fol-low her on   out the room,

         E(C)           G#7(E7)  A(F)

How sweet her bod - y  flows,

Say take it easy,

E(C)
make it lazy,

               B7(G7)        E(C)
That's the way-  to go.

CHORUS

A(F)                           E(C)    A(F)


   E(C)
      Do believe it's easy, 

Do believe it's easy,

A(F)


E(C) B(G)

       E(C)
       Do believe it's easy don't even have to try.

You may lip your flute or pick your strigs to hear the music grow,

Maybe you'll stand by a while, it all comes through you so,

Just maybe you will hit magic sounds that call you to your heart,

And gently you will follow down and view yourself apart

Do believe it's easy, Do believe it's easy,

Do believe it's easy don't even have to try.

If when the moon's a toothy smile you meet a whirling wind,

Whirls you clear to nowhere and forgets where you came in,

There is no call to worry, or be sorry that you came,

You may maze along there for a space, oh buddy and then come back to your name.

Do believe it's easy, Do believe it's easy,

Do believe it's easy don't even have to try.

Now, if your man gets busted and you hope to go his bail,

Suppose you cannot borrow money, you may go to borrow the mail,

Yes, if yor mangets busted and you hope to go his fine,

You may laze along to the judge's house, sweet woman, and set it on he line.

Do believe it's easy, Do believe it's easy,

Do believe it's easy don't even have to try.

Way Back in the 1960s
by Robin Williamson

INTRO:  A7 

A7


D7


A7

I was a young man back in the 1960s.

Yes, you made your own amusements then,

D7                         
      A7
going to the pictures; -




         E7
Well, the travel was hard,   and I mean

     A7


E7
We    still used the wheel.



   A                        A7
But you could sit down at your table


      D7
 A
And eat a real food meal.

CHORUS

       D


        A                        D
        A
But hey, you young peo - ple, well I just-   do not know,


        D                        A 

And I can't even understand you




   E
When you try to talk slow.

There was one fellow singing in those days,

And he was quite good, and I mean to say that


      D


 A
His name-    was Bob Dyl - an,

2.  His name was Bob Dylan and I used to do gigs too

Before I made my first million.

That was way, way back before,

before wild World War Three,

When England went missing,

And we moved to Paraguayee.

But hey, you young people, I just do not know,

And I can't even understand you

When you try to talk slow.

3.  Well, I got a secret, and don't give us away.

I got some real food tins for my 91st birthday,

And your grandmother bought them

Way down in the new antique food store,

And for beans and for bacon, I will open up my door.

But hey, you young people, well I just do not know,

And I can't even understand you

When you try to talk slow.

4.    Well, I was a young man back in the 1960s.

My Name is Death
by Robin Williamson

Capo III and play chords in parenthesis

Cm(Am)

I am the question that cannot be answered,

I am the lover that cannot be lost,

Yet small are the gifts of my servant the soldier,








         G(E)
For time is my offspring, pray, what is my name?---

       Cm(Am)                            F(D)
My name is Death, cannot you see?

      Cm(Am)   Bb(G)
All life must   turn to me;

F(D)   Bb(G)
    Cm(Am)
Oh    ---   cannot you see?

        Bb(G)


Eb(C)
And you must come with me,

Bb(G)    Eb(C)   Dm(Bm)   Cm(Am)
You       must     come with me.

G(E)   Cm(Am)   G(E)   Cm(Am)    Eb(C)  Ab(F)
I'll -    give           you     gold and    jewels   rare,

       Db(Bb) Eb(C)     Cm(Am)      Eb(C)
And all my  wealth in store.

Gm(Em)   D(B)       Gm(Em)     F(D)
All           pleasures fair,


   Bb(G)      Dm(Bm)           Cm(Am)      Gm(Em)
if I may live but a few short years more.

Oh lady, lay your jewels aside,

No more to glory in your pride.

Tarrying here there is no way,

Your time has come that you must away,

And you must come to clay.

Koeeoaddi There 

By Robin Williamson

      G7                                             G6

the natural cards revolve ever chan – ging

G7                                               G6                      G        G6          G 

seeded elsewhere planted in the garden fair grow trees, grow trees---

G
   Gm         G      Gm   G
Tongues -  of the sheer -       wind

D
         C                     D              Bb
setting you foot where the sand is un-trodden, 

      F


       G
the ocean that only be- gins

C
  G7                                   C


       G7


listen a woman with a bulldozer built this house now

C

        G7                      C                                    G7
carving away the mountain whose name is your childhood home




C                G7
we were trying to buy it buy it buy it

C




     G7
someone was found killed there all bones bones dry bones

F
earth water fire and air

met together in a garden fair

put in a basket bound with skin

          Cm
if you answer this riddle

          Bb          Gm
you'll never be-gin

Eb           Cm  

  Bb            Gm
born in a house where the doors shut tight

Bb           F                    Cm            Bb
shadowy fingers on the curtains at night

Eb             Cm         Bb            Gm
cherry tree blossom head high snow

   Bb             F                  Cm          Bb
a busy main road where I wasn't to go

   Eb       Cm          Bb       Gm
I used to sit on the garden wall

Bb                                    Cm    Bb
say hello to people going by so tall

      Eb          Cm           Bb       Gm
hel-lo to the postman's stubbly skin

     Bb           F         Cm        Bb
hel-lo to the baker's stubbly grin

Eb    Cm            Bb            Gm
Mrs Thompson gave me a bear

Bb               F                   Cm        G
Brigitte and some people lived up-stairs

C
   G7                     C           G7
skating on happy valley pond

C
   G7   
    C                     G7
various ministers and guards stood around

      C          G7                                 C

G7
the ice was nice hello the invisible brethren

       C                G7                   

and there was a tent you played cards with the

C                         G
soldiers in, don't worry we won't send anyone

after you they screamed



A7  

but me and Licorice saw the last of them one

G
misty twisty day

A7




     G
across the mournful morning moor motoring away


   F            C            F                  G    

singing ladybird, ladybird what is your wish

        F                C                F            G 

your wish is not granted unless it's a fish

         F               C               F              G
your wish is not granted unless it's a dish

   G            

a fish on a dish is that what you wish

earth water fire and air

met together in a garden fair

put in a basket bound with skin

if you answer this riddle

you'll never begin

Three Is a Green Crown
By Robin Williamson

 TUNING:   C A D G B E 

Cm

Not with the lips of skin nor yet with the lips of dark snow

But let the white dove sing 


 Eb





         Cm
Of the body of life of the lover whose love is com-plete

Hold hands out to greet ah let not the swan be brought low

For all that is moving is moved by her hands

She is mirrored for ever in the life of the lands

In the building of thoughts in the shifting sands

Life life remembering

        Eb  

Well here you are now o now you are here




        Cm
Well how has it been so far

The hair and the fur 

Lemons, frankinscence, and myrhh 

For all that is moving is moved by her hands

She is mirrored for ever in the life of the lands

In the building of thoughts in the shifting sands

Let the cracked crystal raindrop be merged in the sea




        Cm     G
Silent shining thought – less    free

      Cm


        Fm       Cm 

but close your eyes to find the golden flower

And open them to see the sunshine shower

Where the flowers are free and the fishes ask

Ah what can water be

       Cm 

She beareth thought she beareth visions

Speaking truth in contradictions

Dreams of pain dreams of laughter

And every action follows after

    F




           Cm
O second self o gate of the soft myster-y

F


          Cm     F
I'll love you if you'll love me; o guide me





 Cm
With the gold of Gabriel's wing grant me the tongue




     Bb      Cm
That all the earth does sing

    Cm      

Vi-brating light forever one the sun

The book of life is open to us

There'll be no secrets left between us

Good As Gone
by Robin Williamson

A(E)

         D(A)



      A(E)
A strange thought just crossed my mind paid the rains back in kind.


     E7(B7) 


D(A)    A(E)
Twas the thought of sweet May coming on.



 D(A)                                      A(E)
The days are running so slow, my heart is aching to go,


   E7(B7)

        A(E)
and my feet surely itch for the road.

       Bm(F#m)        D(A)                 A(E)
Um        -         the long hard sum - mer.

     Bm(F#m) D(A)                      A(E)  

Oh now        the summer long. ---

Am(Em)             Gm(Bm)   Am(Em)  Em(Bm)
Things I must do   -             places to  see,




     C(G)             G(D)     C(G)     G(C)
Things I must do, I've   -     nothing now to hold me here,


   Dm(Am)   Bm(F#m)    A7(E7)
And I'll take the      southward  road.

I have been tied to this land since the day I was planned,

By the need to feed my body and my mind;

Look can you work 'till you're grey, waste your whole life away;

What security then do you find?

I doon't have no one to cheat, don't have no one to beat,

I just need some roon to uncurl,

I don't have no aim in view, just some dreams to pursue,

As I wallow around in the world.

Gently Tender
by Mike Heron

G

   Gently tender falls the rain,

washing clean the slate again;

But leave me please, behind my brain,

                      D              G
The slightest shadow on her


            D
Shadows danc-ing through

      C                        G
the pink milk blank-ets,

                 D
where my mind

        C                      G     D                C   G
Lay dreaming gent- ly of my loving        you.

Em                                                G  B                 D
     Sometimes I think I was true,         but then I loved the






G
stone beneath my feet as much,      usually.

           D      G                                                   D 

Good, good loving, she gave me good loving, good,

          G                                               

good, loving, she gave me good loving,

                    D   G

   C
Good, good -    loving, she gave me good.

       G     D
       C          G
And now  all my wine is water,

C  G       D      C         G          C
to her all   my wine is water,

             G  C


  G
All wat-er,      and my pearls are clear.

And now all my wine is water,

to her all my wine is water.

All water, and my pearls are clear.

       C          G   D      G         C
She gave to me good loving,

                   G  

she gave to me good loving,

Oohhhhhhh good loving.
2.  Gently tender snow-drop grows,

see the past tense quietly go.

Kill the chord but let me know the slightest shadow on her

Shadows crawling through the green bush trees

where my toes crept

Breathing lightly of my loving you.

Sometimes I think I was true, but then I loved the

stone beneath my feet as much, usually.

3.  Slowly spitting crawls the snake,

see the branches bend and break.

Venom that might easily shake

The slightest shadow on her.

Good good loving etc.

And now all my wine etc.

She gave to me etc.

No Sleep Blues
by Robin Williamson

TUNING: Open G     D G D G B D 

INTRO:  Gm F D Gm F D 

Gm           F                  D

     Cracks rack the win - dows,

        Gm   F                     D
Howls  -   hold the floor;

Gm         F              D
     Rains rot the raf - ters,

                          A(BarII)           D(as above)
And do you just have to snore?

        Gm        F           D
It's a most in-clement climate,


 Gm      F        D  

for the season of the night,

           Gm                                 D
Is that mouse playing football, oh

   A(BarII)                               D(as above)
I thought they didn't like the light?

CHORUS

              G6        

And the dawn comes sneaking up 




      A7
When it thinks I'm not looking;

                          G7  

I am starting to grieve, man,

I used to know but now I believe, man.

They tell me sleep is a gas,

and if I want to lay down,

             C(Bar V)            

But I'm sorry I woke you,

   D(Bar VII)                        G
I mean I've got the no sleep blues.

There's mayhem in this mansion,

Since the cows were coming home,

With delirium no sleepum,

In a cloud of nylon foam.

But release scours the outhouse,

And a hard rain sears the sky,

But if you let the pigs decide it,

They will put you in the sty.

And the dawn comes sneaking up

When it thinks I'm not looking;

I am starting to grieve, man,

I used to know but now I believe, man. 

They tell me sleep is a gas,

and if I want to lay down,

But I'm sorry I woke you,

I mean I've got the no sleep blues.

I think I'll get a picture,

And I think I'll put it on a nail.

I think I'll get another one,

And put it in a pail.

But the pail got so rusty

I called it red, red, red for fun,

And I laughed like a leaver

till you ought to seen it run.

And the dawn comes sneaking up

When it thinks I'm not looking;

I am starting to grieve, man,

I used to know but now I believe, man.

They tell me sleep is a gas,

and if I want to lay down,

But I'm sorry I woke you.

I mean I've got the no sleep blues.

The size of the future declared itself no part,

Aloof like a Sultan in the autumn of your heart,

But the heart got so hearty,

that it pulled for the shore,

And the sailors fired a big salute,

and it made my ears quite sore.

And the dawn was sneaking up

When it thinks I'm not looking;

I am starting to grieve, man,

I used to know but now I believe, man

They tell me sleep is a gas,

and I want to lay down,

But I'm sorry I woke you,

I mean I've got the no sleep blues.

I mixed stones and water

just to see what it would do.

And the water it got stoney,

and the stones got watery too.

So I mixed my feet with water

just to see what could be seen,

And the water it got dirty,

and the feet they got quite clean.

And the dawn comes sneaking up

When it thinks I'm not looking;

I am starting to grieve, man,

I used to know but now I believe, man.

They tell me sleep is a gas,

and if I want to lay down,

But I'm sorry I woke you,

I mean I've got the no sleep blues,

You Know What You Could Be
by Mike Heron

D


  G   

Read your book and lose yourself

D

A7
In another's thoughts.

D 


G    

He might tell you 'bout what is

     D               A7       D
Or even 'bout what is not.




  G   

And if he's kind and gentle too,

            D                          A7
And he loves the world a lot,

       D                             G        

His twilight words may melt the slush

      D            A7               D
Of what you have been taught.

CHORUS


D7         G 

      You know what you could be.

D      

Tell me my friend,


     A7                 D
Why you worry all the time

A7                D
     What you should been.

Listen to the song of life.

Its rainbow's end won't hold you.

Its crimson shapes and purple sounds,

Softly will enfold you.

It gurgles through the timeless glade,

In quartertones of lightning.

No policy is up for sale,

In case the truth be frightening.

You know what you could be.

Tell me my friend,

Why you worry all the time

What you should be.

Smoke Shovelling Song
by Robin Williamson

TUNING:  E A D G B E 

Actual Key – A

Song is played in G with Capo on II (chords in parenthesis)

INTRO:  G D C D 

A(G)



    E(D)

Last winter blew so cold no lies,

              A(G)         B(A)         E(D)
And my fire smoke would not rise;

         A(G)    A7(G7)   D(C) 


A(G)
Soon as the smoke                 tried to depart,


  D(C)                           E(D)        A(G)
It'd be froze up harder than a landlord's heart.

A(G) 

  D(C)     E(D)      

There was an airplane stuck in it,


A(G)   


    D(C)                 E(D)           A(G)
but I didn't notice at first it was so cunningly dis - guised as a dragon.

              D  







       A
And any - one telling a bigger story would have to be telling a lie,

    D                                                                     E           A
Anyone making a bigger one up would have to be very high.

I called up the police and they came around

Three days later and very brought down.

The sergeant he gave me this hysterical croak.

Says, "What do you think you have going here, some kind of joke?"

(of course I wasn't laughing)

He says, "You're causing us officers so much grief,

Why don't you give us some relief?

Why don't you call the fire brigade?

Or maybe why don't you try shovelling the smoke up the chimney with a spade."

I borrowed a spade from the woman next door,

And I broke up the smoke that remained on the floor,

I was shovelling away, 'till the closing day singing a smoke-shovelling song.

After working so hard I went out to my yard,

And I looked up to my chimney so long, (there was nothing to see there)

Just a thousand foot high, way into the sky,

Was a pillar of smoke full of song.

There was an airplane stuck in it,

but I didn't notice at first it was so cunningly disguised as a dragon.

Came the summer at last, though it was rainy and fast,

The pillar it melted away,

The airplane fell with a big smoky smell,

And echoing around all over the town,

Was the words of the smoke shovelling song.

Any anyone telling a bigger story would have to be telling a lie,

And anyone think a bigger one up,

Have to be very high.

Maybe Someday

by Mike Heron

TUNING:  E A D G B E

Actual Key: Dm

Song is played in Am with capo on 5th fret

INTRO: Dm(Am)  A(E)  Dm(Am)

Chorus:

Dm(Am)





Maybe someday she will come, come along long





A(E)    Dm(Am)
Maybe someday she will come a-long long

Maybe someday she will come, come along long







C(G)
maybe someday she will come along 


  Gm(Dm)       F(C)                   C(G)
Sitting here with my arms around my music


     Gm(Dm)          F(C)
Thinking of the girl that I might spend

      C(G)              G7(D7)
the whole of my days with

Until then I will do the best that I can

And any fine young girl that I might meet,

That I could use, keep my eye on.

Chorus

Mother tried the very best tat she could do,

That was no good, the one she chose,

I did not like the way her teeth grew.

Chorus

One fine day I took a walk down by the river,

Fair maid did lie and she did sigh

As I stooped down to kiss her.

Foot steps of the Heron
by Mike Heron

INTRO: E A B7

E

 A
  B7
        E

One day as I sat in a big noisy crowd,




     A                   B7
There was me and the whole of my conscience.


E
            A                 B7             E
And I thought that I wouldn't be missed if I went,





     A            B7
and that my going would be of no im-portance.

Chorus:


    E                A
And I've nothing to do,


    B7               E 

And I've nowhere to go;



  A                   B7
I'm not in the slightest way upset.


   E             A   

I'm not chasing a hope,

        B7            E      

or a dream or a plan;

              A                               B7  E
And I'm not even chasing the sun-set.

The pussycat laughed and he followed me down,

As we walked through the crowds without motion;

He said he would stay, but he ran clear away,

I just laughed at his lack of devotion.

I met this fink, tried to buy me a drink,

And he says, I don't care 'bout no money."

I said, "Neither do I, but I'd buy you a guy,

If I thought you were trying to get funny."

This man I did meet, spoke to me through his feet,

And he said, "I don't care either 'bout no money."

I said, "Neither do I but I buy wings to fly,

'Cause without them the sun ain't so sunny."

When the Music Starts To Play
by Mike Heron

To play along with record Capo 1

INTOR:  D
A7



 D

All my life and it's been a short one;

                    A7                             D
I've met the happy and the sad to-gether.

   A7 





       D
I chased the soft warm air that flew before me,



       G            D            F#m
And through the storm on wings of love,

      A                        D
the song of life bore me.

CHORUS



    G         A      G        A     D
And when the music starts to play let me be a-round, (I said)



       G          A     G        A   D
When the music starts to play let me be around.

F#m
  
  D                 Bm             A 

Oh, can't you see how my heart soars high,

D                         A7
When I hear that music.

D                        G           A     G       A7     D
When the music starts to play let me be a-round.

When sadness lays his cold fist on my shoulder,

And pushes me in icy waters drowning,

The gentle hand of music lifts me smiling,

And through these sounds my heart takes bounds,

I happy am.

The Tree
by Mike Heron

TUNING: Open G   D G D G B D

To play with record Capo II and play chords in parenthesis

A(G)             D(C)






 A(G)

I had a Tree,          in the dream hills where my childhood lay.

And I'd go there in the wide, long days,

D(C) 






A(G)
       And my Tree would listen to all that I'd say.

E(D)                         A(G)
     And the sun was shining brightly,

E(D)                  A(G)
and the sky was smiling,

E(D)                   A(G)             

and the sun was shining brightly,

E(D)                  A(G)
and the sky was smiling.

Waltz of the new moon
By Robin Willamson

  Dm

   D                D6     D                  Dm(4sus)  Dm           Bb  D  

I hear that the emperor of China used to wear iron           shoes with ease

Dm                                    D               D6 G D       
We are the tablecloth and also the ta-ble    also the fable of the dancing

Bb        D   D6
leaves

        A/D              A(4sus)   A7                                       

The new moon is rising the axe of the thunder is broken

     D
as never was not since the flood nor yet since the world began

The new moon is shining the angels are washing their windows

Above the years whose jumble sale goes spinning on below

Dm7     Dm6      Dm7        Dm6
Ask the snail be-neath the stone,

 ask the stone beneath the wall

Em7        Em6 Em7   Em6 

Are there any stars at all

Dm6                                 Dm7                               D 

Like an eagle in the sky. Tell me if air is strong

           Dm                                    Dm7  D                Bm 

In the floating pan pipe victories of the golden har-vest

D(4sus)                               Bb       D
Safe in the care of the dear moon

The new moon is rising the eyelid of god is approaching

The humane train the skating raining travelling voice of certainty

The new moon is shining the harmonious hand is now holding lord krishna's ring 

the eagle's wing the voice of mother everything

Ask the snail beneath the stone, ask the stone beneath the wall

Are there any stars at all

Like an eagle in the sky tell me if air is strong

In the floating palaces of the spinning castle




 D                     Dm        Bb    Dm  Bb  Dm  D
May the fire king's daughter bring water to you

Greatest Friend 

By Mike Heron

Mike: guitar and harmonica 

         E                      A          E 

The greatest friend I have in life




        A      

Has brought me here to dwell




  E 

Awhile among your green green hills

                             A  

All by the watery well




   E                  

The water from that wondrous well




    A  

Has made my eyes to see



                     E                

And loosed my tongue to sing with joy

                    B7 
      E
That such a friend can be

The greatest friend I have in life

Was hidden long from me

Above the mountains cold and wide

Beneath the sacred tree

That sacred tree whose bark I touched

Whose leaves did tell to me

The ancient tales that made me sure

My friend would come to me

My greatest friend a song has given

To sing where I may go

To sing among the green green hills

And where the waters flow

The waters from that wondrous well

That made my eyes to see

And made my mind to ever show

My greatest friend to me.

Nightfall
By Robin Williamson

F#m





C#m
Nightfall o river of night flow through me


     B7


F#m 

G#m      C#m
Washing thoughts of the day on your waters away


   G#m             C#m            F#m      

For the morrow that dawns never knew me

F#m7      F#m7      C#m    B7                     F#m   

Nightfall nightfall folding her dark locks around you

        G#m                C#m                    G#m       

Her eyes they have found you would show you

        C#m                       F#m
This new dream they're holding

     F#                           G#m                        F#       

O sleep o come to me you who are night's daughter

              G#m7           F#               G#m7          F#
And I'll give you my eyes for the colours that rise

                G#m       B                  F#
As time's echoes reflect on you water.

Swift as the wind
By Mike Heron

Am  

For my delight

C
Swift as the wind flies

Am
His chariot and wings 




     C
Shine in the light of a thousand suns


 G7                                      C
For he comes from the land of no night

He comes from the land of no night

              C
There is no land



Am 

The night is all around my child

        F        

You must stop imagining all this

You must stop imagining all this



   C7
For your own good








C
Why don't you go with the rest and play downstairs

Closing my eyes

I see him so clear

The blood on his sword

Flashes so bright as is

Falls to the skulls by his feet

But his eyes they know all things

His eyes they know all

There is no blood

No-one knows all my child

You must stop imagining all this

You must stop imagining all this

For your own good 

Why don't you go with the rest and play downstairs

Swift as the wind

Stay if you will now

Seeing you again will be in your castle so fair

But I make take some time on the way

And I may have to spend some time downstairs

The Water Song
By Robin Williamson

INTRO:  Dm C G Dm G7 F C F C Dm

Dm(4sus)                           C 

Water water see the water flow

G             Dm        G                  F
Glancing dancing see the water flow

F                  C           F        C        F     

O wizard of changes water water water

F           C         Dm7         Dm 

Dark or silvery mother of life

          C        G     D           C            F
Water water holy mystery heavens daughter

F               C           F                   C             F 

wizard of changes, teach me the lesson of flowing

 Dm(4sus)                                             C
God made a song when the world was new

G          Dm7      G             F
Waters laughter sings it is true

                      C           F         C        F 

O, wizard of changes, water, water, water

A Very Cellular Song
By Mike Heron

INTRO: G Am7 F Bb G Am7 F Bb 

G

Am7 

F

Bb

Winter was cold and the clothing was thin

G
       Am7             F                Bb
But the gentle shepherd    calls the tune

G           Am7        F                  Bb 

Oh dear     mother what shall I do

G                         Am7       F             Bb        

First please your eyes and then your ears Jenny

G                 Am7          F               Bb
Exchanging love tokens say goodnight

        G                             

Lay down my dear sister


       C


     G 

Won't you lay and take your rest





   D                                 

Won't you lay your head upon your saviours breast

       G        C                                           G  

And I love you but Jesus loves you the best




C


      G    

And I bid you goodnight, goodnight, goodnight,




C         

And I bid you goodnight, goodnight.

G                   

One of these mornings bright and early and fine.


                C     

Goodnight, goodnight

           G        

Not a cricket not a spirit going to shout me on

        C                G     

Goodnight, goodnight

I go walking in the valley of the shadow of death

         C              G      

Goodnight, goodnight

And his rod and his staff shall comfort me

Goodnight, goodnight

Oh John the wine he saw the sign

Goodnight, goodnight

Oh John say I seen a number of signs

Goodnight, goodnight

Tell A for the ark that wonderful boat

Goodnight, goodnight

You know they built it on the land getting water to float

Goodnight, goodnight

Tell B for the beast at the ending of the wood

Goodnight, goodnight

You know it ate all the children when they wouldn't be good

Goodnight, goodnight

I remember quite well, I remember quite well

Goodnight, goodnight

I was walking in Jerusalem just like John

Goodnight, goodnight, goodnight.

G
 
D   G            G7       C  

Who would lose and who would bruise

G                     D    G      G7      C     G C G C 

Or who would live quite prettily?

G            C         Em                      D        G
And who would love what comes along

D                G                      D         G D G D G D G D 

And fill the air with joyous song

Who would go and who would come

Or who would simply linger

And who would hide behind your chair

And steal your crystallised ginger

G
      Am7     F          Bb
Nebulous nearness cry to me

G                F               

At this timeless moment
Em                  G       Bb                    Eb

Someone dear to me wants me near, makes me high

Bb            Eb        Ab       Ab9       Eb
I can hear vi – bra - tions fly

G                                                          C          C7
Through mangoes, pomegranates and planes

G   G7  C       

All the same

G           Am7     F   Bb G     Am7   F       Bb
When it reaches me      and teaches    me

      Eb    G   C D7 G C D7 G
To sigh

Who would mouse and who would lion

Or who would be the tamer

And who would hear directions clear

From the unameable namer

Who would skip and who would plod

Or who would like quite silly

And who would ride backwards on a giraffe

Stopping every so often to laugh

Amoebas are very small

 G       Am               D                   G  

Oh ah ee oo there's absolutely no strife

C              D           Em
living the timeless life

G                    C  
I don't need a wife

D                            Em    

living the timeless life

G                            C              D           D  G  D 

If I need a friend I just give a wriggle

G                        C          D7 

Split right down the middle

        G      

And when I look there's two of me

         C           D                     

Both as hand-some as can be

      G                               D G D G



    C               D 

Oh here we go slithering,              here we go slithering and squelching on

Oh here we go slithering, here we go slithering and squelching on

G        C                  D                    G    

Oh ah ee oo there's absolutely no strife

D 

living the timeless life

G Am F Bb
Black hair brown hair feather and scale

Seed and stamen and all unnamed lives that live

Turn your quivering nerves in my direction

Turn your quivering nerves in my direction

Feel the energy projection of my cells

Wishes you well.

May the long time sun shine upon you

All love surround you

And the pure light within you

Guide you all the way on.

The Minotaur's song 

By Robin Williamson

D                          G 

Straight from the shoulder

   D

 G     

I think like a soldier

   C 



         A 

I know what's right and what's wrong

      C                                              A
He knows what's right and what's wrong.

                  D               G           D         G   

I'm the original discriminating buffalo man

             C                                            A   

And I'll do what's wrong as long as I can

          C



      A
He'll do what's wrong as long as he can

   D
      G            D             G 

I live in a labyrinth under the sea

G                  C     G   D               G
Down in the dark as dark as can be

C 



     A 

I like the dark as dark as can be

C




A
He likes the dark as dark as can be

I'll even attack you or eat you whole

Down in the dark my bone mills roll

Porridge for my porridge bowl

Porridge for his porridge bowl

      D  
       G                         D    G   

I'm strong as the earth from which I'm born





      D7             G
He's strong as the earth from which he's born

   C  




  A      

I can't dream well because of my horns

      C 




     A    

He can't dream well because of his horns

Moo

I'm strong as the earth from which I'm born

He's strong as the earth from which he's born

I can't dream well because of my horns

He can't dream well because of his horns

    D        G         D     G    

A minotaur gets very sore

       D          G           D        G
His features they are such a bore

      C                      A         

His habits are predicta-bull 

       C                 Am  E  A  

Aggressively re – li - a-bull, bull, bull

       D                  G                         D    G   

I'm strong as the earth from which I'm born





     D7              G 
He's strong as the earth from which he's born

     C 




  A  

I can't dream well because of my horns

     C 




     A
He can't dream well because of his horns


   D              G                D            G 

I'm the original discriminating buffalo man

              C     


        A   

And I'll do what's wrong as long as I can

         C    



      A 

He'll do what's wrong as long as he can

      D              G        D              G   

As long as he can as long as he can,

       D        G        D              G    

He can he can as long as he can,

     D               G        D              G 

 as long as he can as long as he can

The Mad Hatter's Song
by Robin Williamson

TUNING:  D G C F A D

To play with record, tune guitar down one whole tone and play chords in parenthesis

Dm(Em)

Oh seekers of spring how could you not find contentment

In a time of riddling reasons in this land of the blind 

By the joke of fate alone

it's sure that as the loved hand leaves you,

You clutch for the slip-stream, the realness to find.

But do what you like, do what you like, do what you like,






      G(A)
do what you like, do what you like, do what you can,



        C(D)
do what you can, live till you die

       Dm(Em)
My poor little man.

                       Em(F#m)                     C(D)
For Jesus will stretch out his hand no more.

But in the south there's many a waving tree;

Oh would that musky fingers move your pain;

In the warm south winds the lost flowers bloom again.

D7(E7)       G7(A7)    D7(E7)                                G7(A7)
And if you cried, you know you'd fill a lake with tears,

D7(E7)       

Still wouldn't turn back the years,

                A7(B7)             

Since the city has took you,

D7(E7)                            

Mad Hatter is on my mind.

            G7(A7)  D7(E7)                               G7(A7) 

So sad,               sad to see the way it grew

           D7(E7)                         

Those other people that I knew

                 A7(B7)                     

That have either fell or faltered.

D7(E7)                                 D(E)
Mad Hatter is on my mind.

               G(A)                   F(G)               

And you must have to see clear some time.

Dm(Em) 

Prometheus the problem child,

        F(G)                    C(D)  

still juggling with his brains

                Dm(Em)                  

Gives his limping leopard's visions

          F(G)            C(D)
to the miser in his veins.

       D(E)                                    F(G)                C(D)
Within the ruined factory is the normal soul insane

          Csus(Dsus) C(D)     Bb(C)      C(D)   

As he sets  the      sky be - neath his heel

        Bb(C)         C(D)           F(G)     G(A) 

And learns away    the pain.

       G(A)      Am(Bm)      D9(C9)  

But I am the archer the lover of laughter,

       G(A)     

And mine is the arrowed flight.

              Am(Bm)           C9(D9)                         Em(F#m) Em7(F#m7)
I am the archer, and my eyes yearn after the un - sul    -    lied            

G(A)
sight.

Dm(Em)                  

Born of the dark waters of the daughters of night,

C(D)                   F(G)                                C(D) Bm(C#m) Am(Bm) D(E  

Dancing without movement after the clear light.





Cm7(Dm7)      C#m(Dm)
Oh Perithian fate be kind              in the  rumbling 





 F(G) 

and trundling rickshaw of time.

                        Bb(C)          G(A)            Cm(Dm)
Hooked by the heart to the king fisher's line,

                                                         Em(Dm)
I will set my one eye for the shores 
     of the blind.
