	
	
	



Scarborough Fair (traditional)

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 to make me a cambric shirt 
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme
Without no seams nor needle work
Then she'll be a true love of mine.

Tell her to find me an acre of land
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme
Between the salt water and the sea strands
Then she'll be a true love of mine.

Tell her to reap it with a sickle of leather
Parsley, sage, rosemary, and thyme
And gather it all in a bunch of heather
Then she'll be a true love of mine.

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.

Girl from the North Country by Bob Dylan

If you’re travelin’ in the north country fair
Where the winds hit heavy on the borderline
Remember me to one who lives there
She once was a true love of mine.

And if you go when the snowflakes storm
When the rivers freeze and summer ends
Please see for me if she’s wearing a coat so warm
To keep her from the howlin’ winds.

Please see for me if her hair’s hanging long,
If it rolls and flows all down her breast.
Please see for me if her hair’s hanging long,
For that’s the way I remember her best.

Sometimes I wonder if she remembers me at all
Many a time I’ve hoped and prayed
In the darkness of my night
In the brightness of my day.

So if you’re travelin’ in the north country fair
Where the winds hit heavy on the borderline
Remember me to the one who lives there
She once was a true love of mine.

The Lake Isle of Innisfree by William Butler Yeats

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee,
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,
I hear it in the deep heart’s core.

Wild nights - Wild nights! by Emily Dickinson

Wild nights - Wild nights!
Were I with thee
Wild nights should be
Our luxury!

Futile - the winds -
To a Heart in port -
Done with the Compass -
Done with the Chart!

Rowing in Eden -
Ah - the Sea!
Might I but moor - tonight -
In thee!


Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening by Robert Frost

Whose woods these are I think I know.   
His house is in the village though;   
He will not see me stopping here   
To watch his woods fill up with snow.   

My little horse must think it queer   
To stop without a farmhouse near   
Between the woods and frozen lake   
The darkest evening of the year.   

He gives his harness bells a shake   
To ask if there is some mistake.   
The only other sound’s the sweep   
Of easy wind and downy flake.   

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,   
But I have promises to keep,   
And miles to go before I sleep,   
And miles to go before I sleep.

Pity the Beautiful by Dana Gioia

Pity the beautiful,
the dolls, and the dishes,
the babes with big daddies
granting their wishes.

Pity the pretty boys,
the hunks, and Apollos,
the golden lads whom
success always follows.

The hotties, the knock-outs,
the tens out of ten,
the drop-dead gorgeous,
the great leading men.

Pity the faded,
the bloated, the blowsy,
the paunchy Adonis
whose luck’s gone lousy.



Pity the gods,
no longer divine.
Pity the night
the stars lose their shine.


Coasting by Kevin Aldrich

The calling of seagulls
Cool sands beneath us
So sweet the scent of your skin

Ocean waves falling
Fog spreading gently
Wait a bit longer, O dawn

Thoughts of the future
Star-dusted with promise
The sound of your breathing’s a song

You sleep and waken
Then cuddle closer
Out little tent’s a paradise

Though time keeps on racing
Duties keep pressing
I’ll keep remembering these days

Though time keeps on racing
Duties keep pressing
I’ll still remember today

We shake out the sand
And load up our few things
Then head up North to our new home

The road North is quiet
The morning sun breaking
One hand on the wheel, one in yours

Though time keeps on racing
Duties keep pressing
I’ll keep remembering these days

Though time keeps on racing
Duties keep pressing
I’ll still remember today
	
	
	



