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COUNTDOWN
OH, TO BE A TOAD!

Oh, to be a toad.
How I'd love to be a toad 
Getting stuck in a hole,
Getting run over on

Ah, now to be a worm 
How I'd love to be a worm 
Getting pushed on a hook 
Getting bit while I squirm

Oh, to be a child.
How I'd love to be a child 
Getting part of life lived 
Getting loved before all goes wild
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THOSE DAMNABLE FOOLS

Those Damnable fools 
Let them take their pleasures.
Let them enjoy their egos.
Let them dwell with greed.
I made up my mind long ago.

Our fight will be peaceful 
No violence to be shown 
But they'll hear our cries loud 
Damn them, my life is my own, 
Those Damnable fools!
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. For Timmy: He once asked if sparrows cry.

Yes, sparrows can cry 
Just like you and I.
See that one there, thats Jim.
Listen and I'll tell of him.

Jim and others would often sing 
And play all day in sport 
He felt like he was a king 
Back then when Jim was that sort.

Well, one day his song changed.

It wasn't badly sung 
But the others thought it strange 
And they said it was wrong.

That night they left the park 
Leaving Jim shivering with fright, l 
Alone, by himself in the dark. \ 
Alone, Jim cried to the night.

HILLTHE NORTHEAST VIEW FROM COLLEGE

I'm staring out a picture window 
On Sunday afternoon some time 
I see a ridge way over there 
Across the river, hazy blue - 
See that big tree, now who here knows. 
Is it a spruce, a great big pinei1 
It looks so small, I do not dare 
To guess its size, but if you knew 
What went on there, you'd ponder slow 
And wonder how this city rhyme 
Could ever be your only care,
And then you'd think, if I could do 
Some magic trick to take me there, 
Where I'd forget my every care.
And then, for a short time, at least,
I'd be as free as wild beasts.

Derwin Cowan
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Never since have we heard his song, 
No, poor Jim's song is gone.

can indeed cryYes, sparrows 
Yes, just like you and I.

Lynette Wilson
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