Musical Storytelling

Sing Me a Story - Tell Me a Song

“If you gather round me people, a story I will tell…” ~ Woody Guthrie

Overview:

In this unit, we will look at the ancient art of oral storytelling through the lens of contemporary music. Dylan and Bono, blues and rap, character development and conflict resolution, voice and mood…We’ll listen to, discuss, analyze, and review songs, as well as write and perform our own. We’ll learn and practice techniques that will help us become better storytellers. In the process, we’ll also improve our listening, speaking, writing, and critical thinking skills. So open your ears and lift up your voices, sing me a story and tell me a song!     

National Standards:
2.8 Students will read and understand grade-level-appropriate material. They describe and connect the essential ideas, arguments, and perspectives of text, and they relate text structure, organization, and purpose.

2.12 Students will read and understand grade-level-appropriate material. They analyze the organization patterns, arguments, and positions advanced.

4.8 Students will write clear, coherent, and focused essays. Writing exhibits awareness of audience and purpose. Essays contain formal introductions, bodies of supporting evidence, and conclusions. Students successfully use the stages of the writing process, as needed.

7.12 Students will formulate adroit judgments about oral communication. They deliver focused and coherent presentations of their own that convey clear and distinct perspectives and solid reasoning. They incorporate gestures, tone, and vocabulary tailored to audience and purpose.
Goal: To improve story writing and telling through the use of contemporary music

Objectives: Students will be able to 1) pick out the various elements of a narrative story, 2) identify effective storytelling techniques, and 3) document, write, and perform a song/story.     

Driving Question: What does it take to be a good storyteller? 

Resources: 

1) A sound system with adequate volume for the entire class 

2) A CD, tape, mp3 file, etc. with story songs (Individual songs can be purchased and downloaded legally from sites like Apple’s iTunes Music Store or you can use ones from your own personal collection.)

3) Copies of story song documentation form and lyrics (There is a sample playlist with lyrics included.)

4) Word processing and multimedia software for follow-up activities

Procedure:

1. Introduce the unit and go over the goals and objectives

2. Have the children brainstorm in groups and then share out the characteristics of a narrative story

3. Post the results on the board and then add any they may have left out

4. Have them then brainstorm techniques of effective storytelling

5. Record these as well

6. Read a short, classic story (“Pierre” by Maurice Sendak is one of my personal favorites) and have them identify the characteristics and techniques employed by the author and reader

7. Ask them if they know of any songs that tell good stories 

8. Again, share a classic they might all know (“Puff the Magic Dragon,” “I’m Just a Bill,” “Bad, Bad, Leroy Brown,” “The Pina Colada Song,” etc.

9. Using an LCD or overhead projector, show them the story song documentation form and fill it out with them using the introductory song

10. Have them practice individually and in small groups using the songs from your playlist

11. After each song, share and discuss with the class [Note: Try to select songs that embody various storytelling and writing techniques. These may include hyperbole, artistic license with historical details, use of metaphors and symbolism, suspense, etc.]

12. Use guided reading techniques like questioning before, during, and after the song (Hit “pause” and ask questions like, “What do you think will happen next?” or “If you were the protagonist, what would you do?”)

13. When the learners have had plenty of practice and are comfortable with the song response form, have them do one or more of the following activities (Depending on the class, it can be a good idea to let them chose?):

1) Write and perform your own story song

2) Find, listen to, write a formal review for, and present to the class a story song

3) Do a video or stage reenactment of a story song

4) In a group, create a thematic album (environmental protection, our state, World War II, etc.)

5) Using imaging or multimedia software, illustrate a story song 

14. Stage a “concert” for parents and community members to share student presentations 

15. Compile a “Greatest Hits” album for the school and add to it each year…

	Title
	Artist
	Author

	
	
	


♫ Retell the story in your own words:

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

♫ What is the conflict? ____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

♫ How is it resolved? 

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

♫ Is there a lesson, and if so, what is it?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

♫ What is the overall tone and how is it created? 

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

♫ Can you connect the song to anything in your life?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

♫ Song review:

________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

♫ Rating (1 – 4 (’s): __________

Sample Playlist

1. Fortuneteller by The Iguanas (written by Naomi Neville)

2. The Battle of New Orleans by Johnny Horton (written by by Jimmy Driftwood, a high school principal)

3. Pretty Boy Floyed by Mud Acres (Written by Woody Guthrie) 

4. A Boy Named Sue by Johnny Cash (Written by Shel Silverstein) 

5. The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald by Gordon Lightfoot

6. Hurricane by Bob Dylan

7. Devil Went Down to Georgia by the Charlie Daniels Band

8. Lily, Rosemary and the Jack of Hearts, Bob Dylan, 1974

9. One Piece At A Time by Johnny Cash (Written by Wayne Kemp)

10. Born in the USA by Bruce Springsteen 

11. Cat's in the Cradle by Harry Chapin (lyrics by Sandra Chapin)

12. Message in a Bottle by Sting

13. Rocky Raccoon by Paul McCartney and John Lennon
14. Cabbage Head by Professor Longhair

Story Song Lyrics

Fortuneteller by The Iguanas (written by Naomi Neville)

I went to a fortuneteller

To have my fortune read.

I didn't know what to tell her,

I had a dizzy feeling in my head.

Then she took a look at my palm.

She said, “Sonny you feel kind of warm.”

She looked into her crystal ball.

She said, “You're in love!”

I said, “How could that be so?

I'm not tight with none of the chicks I know.”

She said, “before the next sunrise

You'll be looking into her eyes…” And I said...

Oh oh oh

Oh oh oh

Oh oh oh

Oh oh oh

I left there in a hurry,

Lookin' forward to my big surprise.

The next day I discovered

That the fortuneteller told me a lie.

I hurried back down to that woman,

Mad as I could be.

I told her I didn't see nobody,

Why she made a fool of me

Then something struck me

As if it came from up above,

While looking at the fortune teller

I fell in love!

Now I'm a happy fella,

I'm married to the fortuneteller.

We're happy as we can be.

Now I get my fortune told for free!

The Battle of New Orleans by Johnny Horton (written by by Jimmy Driftwood, a high school principal)

In 1814 we took a little trip
along with Colonel Jackson down the mighty Mississip.
We took a little bacon and we took a little beans
And we caught the bloody British in the town of New Orleans.

We fired our guns and the British kept a'comin.
There wasn't nigh as many as there was a while ago.
We fired once more and they began to runnin' on
down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico.

We looked down the river and we seen the British come.
And there must have been a hundred of'em beatin' on the drum.
They stepped so high and they made the bugles ring.
We stood by our cotton bales and didn't say a thing.

We fired our guns and the British kept a'comin.
There wasn't nigh as many as there was a while ago.
We fired once more and they began to runnin'
on down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico.

Old Hickory said we could take 'em by surprise
If we didn't fire our muskets til we looked 'em in the eyes
We held our fire til we seen their faces well.
then we opened up with squirrel guns and really gave 'em..well.

We fired our guns and the British kept a'comin.
There wasn't nigh as many as there was a while ago.
We fired once more and they began to runnin'
on down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico.

Yeah, they ran through the briars and they ran through the brambles
And they ran through the bushes where a rabbit couldn't go.
They ran so fast that the hounds couldn't catch 'em
on down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico.

We fired our cannon til the barrel melted down.
So we grabbed an alligator and we fought another round.
We filled his head with cannon balls and powdered his behind
and when we touched the powder off, the gator lost his mind.

We fired our guns and the British kept a'comin.
There wasn't nigh as many as there was a while ago.
We fired once more and they began to runnin'
on down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico.

Yeah, they ran through the briars and they ran through the brambles
and they ran through the bushes where a rabbit couldn't go.
they ran so fast that the hounds couldn't catch 'em
on down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico.

Hup 2, 3, 4. Sound off 3, 4.... Hup 2, 3, 4.
Sound off 3, 4.... Hup 2, 3, 4

Pretty Boy Floyed by Mud Acres (Written by Woody Guthrie) 

If you'll gather 'round me, children,
A story I will tell
'Bout Pretty Boy Floyd, an outlaw,
Oklahoma knew him well. 

It was in the town of Shawnee,
A Saturday afternoon,
His wife beside him in his wagon
As into town they rode. 

There a deputy sheriff approached him
In a manner rather rude,
Using vulgar words of language,
An' his wife she overheard. 

Pretty Boy grabbed a log chain,
And the deputy grabbed his gun;
In the fight that followed
He laid that deputy down. 

Then he took to the trees and timber
To live a life of shame;
Every crime in Oklahoma
Was added to his name. 

But a many a starving farmer
The same old story told
How the outlaw paid their mortgage
And saved their little home. 

Others tell you 'bout a stranger
That come to beg a meal,
Underneath his napkin
Left a thousand dollar bill. 

It was in Oklahoma City,
It was on a Christmas Day,
Came a whole carload of groceries
And a letter that did say: 

Well, you say that I'm an outlaw;
You say that I'm a thief.
Here's a Christmas dinner
For the families on relief. 

Yes, as through this world I've wandered
I've seen lots of funny men;
Some will rob you with a six-gun,
And some with a fountain pen. 

And as through your life you travel,
Yes, as through your life you roam,
You won't never see an outlaw
Drive a family from their home.

A Boy Named Sue by Johnny Cash (Written by Shel Silverstein) 

My daddy left home when I was three
And he didn't leave much to ma and me
Just this old guitar and an empty bottle of booze.
Now, I don't blame him cause he run and hid
But the meanest thing that he ever did
Was before he left, he went and named me "Sue."

Well, he must o' thought that is quite a joke
And it got a lot of laughs from a' lots of folk,
It seems I had to fight my whole life through.
Some gal would giggle and I'd get red
And some guy'd laugh and I'd bust his head,
I tell ya, life ain't easy for a boy named "Sue."

Well, I grew up quick and I grew up mean,
My fist got hard and my wits got keen,
I'd roam from town to town to hide my shame.
But I made a vow to the moon and stars
That I'd search the honky-tonks and bars
And kill that man who gave me that awful name.

Well, it was Gatlinburg in mid-July
And I just hit town and my throat was dry,
I thought I'd stop and have myself a brew.
At an old saloon on a street of mud,
There at a table, dealing stud,
Sat the dirty, mangy dog that named me "Sue."

Well, I knew that snake was my own sweet dad
From a worn-out picture that my mother'd had,
And I knew that scar on his cheek and his evil eye.
He was big and bent and gray and old,
And I looked at him and my blood ran cold
And I said: "My name is 'Sue!' How do you do!
Now your gonna die!!"

Well, I hit him hard right between the eyes
And he went down, but to my surprise,
He come up with a knife and cut off a piece of my ear.
But I busted a chair right across his teeth
And we crashed through the wall and into the street
Kicking and a' gouging in the mud and the blood and the beer.

I tell ya, I've fought tougher men
But I really can't remember when,
He kicked like a mule and he bit like a crocodile.
I heard him laugh and then I heard him cuss,
He went for his gun and I pulled mine first,
He stood there lookin' at me and I saw him smile.

And he said: "Son, this world is rough
And if a man's gonna make it, he's gotta be tough
And I knew I wouldn't be there to help ya along.
So I give ya that name and I said goodbye
I knew you'd have to get tough or die
And it's the name that helped to make you strong."

He said: "Now you just fought one hell of a fight
And I know you hate me, and you got the right
To kill me now, and I wouldn't blame you if you do.
But ya ought to thank me, before I die,
For the gravel in ya guts and the spit in ya eye
Cause I'm the son-of-a-bitch that named you "Sue.'"

I got all choked up and I threw down my gun
And I called him my pa, and he called me his son,
And I came away with a different point of view.
And I think about him, now and then,
Every time I try and every time I win,
And if I ever have a son, I think I'm gonna name him
Bill or George! Anything but Sue! I still hate that name!
The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald by Gordon Lightfoot

The legend lives on from the Chippewa on down 

Of the big lake they called "Gitche Gumee."

The lake, it is said, never gives up her dead

When the skies of November turn gloomy.

With a load of iron ore twenty-six thousand tons more

Than the Edmund Fitzgerald weighed empty,

That good ship and true was a bone to be chewed

When the "Gales of November" came early. 

The ship was the pride of the American side

Coming back from some mill in Wisconsin.

As the big freighters go, it was bigger than most

With a crew and good captain well seasoned,

Concluding some terms with a couple of steel firms

When they left fully loaded for Cleveland.

And later that night when the ship's bell rang,

Could it be the north wind they'd been feelin'?

The wind in the wires made a tattle-tale sound

And a wave broke over the railing.

And ev'ry man knew, as the captain did too

'Twas the witch of November come stealin'.

The dawn came late and the breakfast had to wait

When the Gales of November came slashin'.

When afternoon came it was freezin' rain

In the face of a hurricane west wind.

When suppertime came the old cook came on deck sayin'.

"Fellas, it's too rough t'feed ya."

At seven P.M. a main hatchway caved in; he said,

"Fellas, it's bin good t'know ya!"

The captain wired in he had water comin' in

And the good ship and crew was in peril.

And later that night when 'is lights went outta sight

Came the wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald.

Does any one know where the love of God goes

When the waves turn the minutes to hours?

The searchers all say they'd have made Whitefish Bay

If they'd put fifteen more miles behind 'er.

They might have split up or they might have capsized;

They may have broke deep and took water.

And all that remains is the faces and the names

Of the wives and the sons and the daughters.

Lake Huron rolls, Superior sings

In the rooms of her ice-water mansion.

Old Michigan steams like a young man's dreams;

The islands and bays are for sportsmen.

And farther below Lake Ontario

Takes in what Lake Erie can send her,

And the iron boats go as the mariners all know

With the Gales of November remembered.

In a musty old hall in Detroit they prayed,

In the "Maritime Sailors' Cathedral."

The church bell chimed 'til it rang twenty-nine times

For each man on the Edmund Fitzgerald.

The legend lives on from the Chippewa on down

Of the big lake they call "Gitche Gumee."

"Superior," they said, "never gives up her dead

When the gales of November come early!"
Hurricane by Bob Dylan, 1976

Pistol shots ring out in the barroom night

Enter Patty Valentine from the upper hall.

She sees the bartender in a pool of blood,

Cries out, "My God, they killed them all!"

Here comes the story of the Hurricane,

The man the authorities came to blame

For somethin' that he never done.

Put in a prison cell, but one time he could-a been

The champion of the world.

Three bodies lyin' there does Patty see

And another man named Bello, movin' around mysteriously.

"I didn't do it," he says, and he throws up his hands

"I was only robbin' the register, I hope you understand.

I saw them leavin'," he says, and he stops

"One of us had better call up the cops."

And so Patty calls the cops

And they arrive on the scene with their red lights flashin'

In the hot New Jersey night.

Meanwhile, far away in another part of town

Rubin Carter and a couple of friends are drivin' around.

Number one contender for the middleweight crown

Had no idea what kinda shit was about to go down

When a cop pulled him over to the side of the road

Just like the time before and the time before that.

In Paterson that's just the way things go.

If you're black you might as well not show up on the street

'Less you wanna draw the heat.

Alfred Bello had a partner and he had a rap for the cops.

Him and Arthur Dexter Bradley were just out prowlin' around

He said, "I saw two men runnin' out, they looked like middleweights

They jumped into a white car with out-of-state plates."

And Miss Patty Valentine just nodded her head.

Cop said, "Wait a minute, boys, this one's not dead"

So they took him to the infirmary

And though this man could hardly see

They told him that he could identify the guilty men.

Four in the mornin' and they haul Rubin in,

Take him to the hospital and they bring him upstairs.

The wounded man looks up through his one dyin' eye

Says, "Wha'd you bring him in here for? He ain't the guy!"

Yes, here's the story of the Hurricane,

The man the authorities came to blame

For somethin' that he never done.

Put in a prison cell, but one time he could-a been

The champion of the world.

Four months later, the ghettos are in flame,

Rubin's in South America, fightin' for his name

While Arthur Dexter Bradley's still in the robbery game

And the cops are puttin' the screws to him, lookin' for somebody to blame.

"Remember that murder that happened in a bar?"

"Remember you said you saw the getaway car?"

"You think you'd like to play ball with the law?"

"Think it might-a been that fighter that you saw runnin' that night?"

"Don't forget that you are white."

Arthur Dexter Bradley said, "I'm really not sure."

Cops said, "A poor boy like you could use a break

We got you for the motel job and we're talkin' to your friend Bello

Now you don't wanta have to go back to jail, be a nice fellow.

You'll be doin' society a favor.

That sonofabitch is brave and gettin' braver.

We want to put his ass in stir

We want to pin this triple murder on him

He ain't no Gentleman Jim."

Rubin could take a man out with just one punch

But he never did like to talk about it all that much.

It's my work, he'd say, and I do it for pay

And when it's over I'd just as soon go on my way

Up to some paradise

Where the trout streams flow and the air is nice

And ride a horse along a trail.

But then they took him to the jailhouse

Where they try to turn a man into a mouse.

All of Rubin's cards were marked in advance

The trial was a pig-circus, he never had a chance.

The judge made Rubin's witnesses drunkards from the slums

To the white folks who watched he was a revolutionary bum

And to the black folks he was just a crazy nigger.

No one doubted that he pulled the trigger.

And though they could not produce the gun,

The D.A. said he was the one who did the deed

And the all-white jury agreed.

Rubin Carter was falsely tried.

The crime was murder "one," guess who testified?

Bello and Bradley and they both baldly lied

And the newspapers, they all went along for the ride.

How can the life of such a man

Be in the palm of some fool's hand?

To see him obviously framed

Couldn't help but make me feel ashamed to live in a land

Where justice is a game.

Now all the criminals in their coats and their ties

Are free to drink martinis and watch the sun rise

While Rubin sits like Buddha in a ten-foot cell

An innocent man in a living hell.

That's the story of the Hurricane,

But it won't be over till they clear his name

And give him back the time he's done.

Put in a prison cell, but one time he could-a been

The champion of the world.

Devil Went Down to Georgia by the Charlie Daniels Band

The devil went down to Georgia 

He was lookin' for a soul to steal 

He was in a bind 

'Cause he was way behind 

And he was willin' to make a deal 

When he came upon this young man 

Sawin' on a fiddle and playin' it hot 

And the devil jumped 

Up on a hickory stump 

And said boy let me tell you what 

I guess you didn't know it 

but I'm a fiddle player too 

And if you care to take a dare I'll make a bet with you 

Now you play a pretty good fiddle, boy 

But give the devil his due 

I'll bet a fiddle of gold 

Against your soul 

'Cause I think I'm better than you 

The boy said my name's Johnny 

And it might be a sin 

But I'll take your bet 

And you're gonna regret 

'Cause I'm the best there's ever been 

Johnny rosin up your bow and play your fiddle hard 

Cause hell's broke loose in Georgia and the devil deals the cards 

And if you win you get this shiny fiddle made of gold 

But if you lose the devil gets your soul. 

The devil opened up his case 

And he said I'll start this show 

And fire flew from his fingertips 

As he rosined up his bow 

Then he pulled the bow across the strings 

And it made a [sic] evil hiss 

And a band of demons joined in 

And it sounded something like this 

[Instrumental] 

When the devil finished 

Johnny said well you're pretty good old son 

Just sit right in that chair right there 

And let me show you how it's done 

He played Fire on the Mountain 

Run boys, run 

The devil's in the House of the Rising Sun 

Chicken in a bread pan picken' out dough 

Granny does your dog bite 

No child, no 

[Instrumental] 

The devil bowed his head 

Because he knew that he'd been beat 

And he laid that golden fiddle 

On the ground at Johnny's feet 

Johnny said, Devil just come on back 

If you ever wanna try again 

I done told you once you son of a bitch 

I'm the best there's ever been 

And he played Fire on the Mountain 

Run boys, run 

The devil's in the House of the Rising Sun 

Chicken in a bread pan picken' out dough 

Granny does your dog bite 

No child, no  

Lily, Rosemary and the Jack of Hearts, Bob Dylan, 1974

The festival was over, the boys were all plannin' for a fall,

The cabaret was quiet except for the drillin' in the wall.

The curfew had been lifted and the gamblin' wheel shut down,

Anyone with any sense had already left town.

He was standin' in the doorway lookin' like the Jack of Hearts.

He moved across the mirrored room, "Set it up for everyone," he said,

Then everyone commenced to do what they were doin' before he turned their

heads. Then he walked up to a stranger and he asked him with a grin,

"Could you kindly tell me, friend, what time the show begins?"

Then he moved into the corner, face down like the Jack of Hearts.

Backstage the girls were playin' five-card stud by the stairs,

Lily had two queens, she was hopin' for a third to match her pair.

Outside the streets were fillin' up, the window was open wide,

A gentle breeze was blowin', you could feel it from inside.

Lily called another bet and drew up the Jack of Hearts.

Big Jim was no one's fool, he owned the town's only diamond mine,

He made his usual entrance lookin' so dandy and so fine.

With his bodyguards and silver cane and every hair in place,

He took whatever he wanted to and he laid it all to waste.

But his bodyguards and silver cane were no match for the Jack of Hearts.

Rosemary combed her hair and took a carriage into town,

She slipped in through the side door lookin' like a queen without a crown.

She fluttered her false eyelashes and whispered in his ear,

"Sorry, darlin', that I'm late," but he didn't seem to hear.

He was starin' into space over at the Jack of Hearts.

"I know I've seen that face before," Big Jim was thinkin' to himself,

"Maybe down in Mexico or a picture up on somebody's shelf."

But then the crowd began to stamp their feet and the house lights did dim

And in the darkness of the room there was only Jim and him,

Starin' at the butterfly who just drew the Jack of Hearts.

Lily was a princess, she was fair-skinned and precious as a child,

She did whatever she had to do, she had that certain flash every time she smiled.

She'd come away from a broken home, had lots of strange affairs

With men in every walk of life which took her everywhere.

But she'd never met anyone quite like the Jack of Hearts.

The hangin' judge came in unnoticed and was being wined and dined,

The drillin' in the wall kept up but no one seemed to pay it any mind.

It was known all around that Lily had Jim's ring

And nothing would ever come between Lily and the king.

No, nothin' ever would except maybe the Jack of Hearts.

Rosemary started drinkin' hard and seein' her reflection in the knife,

She was tired of the attention, tired of playin' the role of Big Jim's wife.

She had done a lot of bad things, even once tried suicide,

Was lookin' to do just one good deed before she died.

She was gazin' to the future, riding on the Jack of Hearts.

Lily washed her face, took her dress off and buried it away.

"Has your luck run out?" she laughed at him, "Well, I guess you must

have known it would someday.

Be careful not to touch the wall, there's a brand-new coat of paint,

I'm glad to see you're still alive, you're lookin' like a saint."

Down the hallway footsteps were comin' for the Jack of Hearts.

The backstage manager was pacing all around by his chair.

"There's something funny going on," he said, "I can just feel it in the air."

He went to get the hangin' judge, but the hangin' judge was drunk,

As the leading actor hurried by in the costume of a monk.

There was no actor anywhere better than the Jack of Hearts.

Lily's arms were locked around the man that she dearly loved to touch,

She forgot all about the man she couldn't stand who hounded her so much.

"I've missed you so," she said to him, and he felt she was sincere,

But just beyond the door he felt jealousy and fear.

Just another night in the life of the Jack of Hearts.

No one knew the circumstance but they say that it happened pretty quick,

The door to the dressing room burst open and a cold revolver clicked.

And Big Jim was standin' there, ya couldn't say surprised,

Rosemary right beside him, steady in her eyes.

She was with Big Jim but she was leanin' to the Jack of Hearts.

Two doors down the boys finally made it through the wall

And cleaned out the bank safe, it's said that they got off with quite a haul.

In the darkness by the riverbed they waited on the ground

For one more member who had business back in town.

But they couldn't go no further without the Jack of Hearts.

The next day was hangin' day, the sky was overcast and black,

Big Jim lay covered up, killed by a penknife in the back.

And Rosemary on the gallows, she didn't even blink,

The hangin' judge was sober, he hadn't had a drink.

The only person on the scene missin' was the Jack of Hearts.

The cabaret was empty now, a sign said, "Closed for repair,"

Lily had already taken all of the dye out of her hair.

She was thinkin' 'bout her father, who she very rarely saw,

Thinkin' 'bout Rosemary and thinkin' about the law.

But, most of all she was thinkin' 'bout the Jack of Hearts.

One Piece At A Time by Johnny Cash (Written by Wayne Kemp)

Well, I left Kentucky back in '49

An' went to Detroit workin' on a 'sembly line

The first year they had me puttin' wheels on cadillacs

Every day I'd watch them beauties roll by

And sometimes I'd hang my head and cry

'Cause I always wanted me one that was long and black

One day I devised myself a plan

That should be the envy of most any man

I'd sneak it out of there in a lunchbox in my hand

Now gettin' caught meant gettin' fired

But I figured I'd have it all by the time I retired

I'd have me a car worth at least a hundred grand

I'd get it one piece at a time

And it wouldn't cost me a dime

You'd know it's me when I come through your town

I'm gonna ride around in style

I'm gonna drive ever'body wild

'Cause I'll have the only one there is around

So the very next day when I punched in

With my big lunchbox and with help from my friends

I left that day with a lunch box full of gears

I've never considered myself a thief

But GM wouldn't miss just one little piece

Especially if I strung it out over several years

The first day I got me a fuel pump

And the next day I got me an engine and a trunk

Then I got me a transmission and all the chrome

The little things I could get in my big lunchbox

Like nuts, an' bolts, and all four shocks

But the big stuff we snuck out in my buddy's mobile home

Now up to now my plan went alright

'Til we tried to put it all together one night

And that's when we noticed that something was definitely wrong

The transmission was a '53

And the motor turned out to be a '73

And when we tried to put in the bolts all the holes were gone

So we drilled it out so that it would fit

And with a little bit of help with an a-daptor kit

We had that engine runnin' just like a song

Now the headlights, they was another sight

We had two on the left and one on the right

But when we pulled out the switch all three of 'em come on

The back end looked kinda funny, too

But we put it together and when we got thru

Well, that's when we noticed that we only had one tail-fin

About that time my wife walked out

And I could see in her eyes that she had her doubts

But she opened the door and said, Honey, take me for a spin

So we drove up town just to get the tags

And I headed her right on down main drag

I could hear ever'body laughin' for blocks around

But up there at the courthouse they didn't laugh

'Cause to type it up it took the whole staff

And when they got through the title weighed sixty pounds

I got it one piece at a time

And it didn't cost me a dime

You'll know it's me when I come through your town

I'm gonna ride around in style

I'm gonna drive ever'body wild

'Cause I'll have the only one there is around

Ugh! Yeah, Red Ryder, this is the Cotton Mouth

In the Psycho-Billy Cadillac, come on

Huh, a-this is the Cotton Mouth

And negatory on the cost of this mo-chine there Red Ryder

You might say I went right up to the factory

And picked it up, it's cheaper that way

Uh, what model is it?

Well, it's a '49, '50, '51, '52, '53, '54, '55, '56

'57, '58' 59' automobile

(Fade) It's a '60, '61, '62, '63, '64, '65, '66, '67

'68, '69, '70 automobile. 

Born in the USA by Bruce Springsteen 

Born down in a dead man's town
The first kick I took was when I hit the ground
You end up like a dog that's been beat too much
Till you spend half your life just covering up

Born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.

Got in a little hometown jam
So they put a rifle in my hand
Sent me off to a foreign land
To go and kill the yellow man


I'm a long gone Daddy in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
I'm a cool rocking Daddy in the U.S.A.
 Come back home to the refinery
Hiring man says "Son if it was up to me"
Went down to see my V.A. man
He said "Son, don't you understand"

I had a brother at Khe Sahn fighting off the Viet Cong
They're still there, he's all gone
He had a woman he loved in Saigon
I got a picture of him in her arms now


Down in the shadow of the penitentiary
Out by the gas fires of the refinery
I'm ten years burning down the road
Nowhere to run ain't got nowhere to go

I'm a long gone Daddy in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
I'm a cool rocking Daddy in the U.S.A.
Cat's in the Cradle by Harry Chapin (lyrics by Sandra Chapin)

My child arrived just the other day,

He came to the world in the usual way.

But there were planes to catch, and bills to pay.

He learned to walk while I was away.

And he was talking 'fore I knew it, and as he grew,

He'd say, "I'm gonna be like you, dad.

You know I'm gonna be like you."

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon,

Little boy blue and the man in the moon.

"When you coming home, dad?" "I don't know when,

But we'll get together then.

You know we'll have a good time then."

My son turned ten just the other day.

He said, "Thanks for the ball, dad, come on let's play.

Can you teach me to throw?" I said, "Not today,

I got a lot to do." He said, "That's ok."

And he walked away, but his smile never dimmed,

Said, "I'm gonna be like him, yeah.

You know I'm gonna be like him."

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon,

Little boy blue and the man in the moon.

"When you coming home, dad?" "I don't know when,

But we'll get together then.

You know we'll have a good time then."

Well, he came from college just the other day,

So much like a man I just had to say,

"Son, I'm proud of you. Can you sit for a while?"

He shook his head, and he said with a smile,

"What I'd really like, dad, is to borrow the car keys.

See you later. Can I have them please?"

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon,

Little boy blue and the man in the moon.

"When you coming home, son?" "I don't know when,

But we'll get together then, dad.

You know we'll have a good time then."

I've long since retired and my son's moved away.

I called him up just the other day.

I said, "I'd like to see you if you don't mind."

He said, "I'd love to, dad, if I could find the time.

You see, my new job's a hassle, and the kid's got the flu,

But it's sure nice talking to you, dad.

It's been sure nice talking to you."

And as I hung up the phone, it occurred to me,

He'd grown up just like me.

My boy was just like me.

And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon,

Little boy blue and the man in the moon.

"When you coming home, son?" "I don't know when,

But we'll get together then, dad.

You know we'll have a good time then."

Message In a Bottle By Sting

Just a castaway 

An island lost at sea 

Another lonely day 

With no one here but me 

More loneliness 

Than any man could bear 

Rescue me before I fall into despair

I'll send an SOS to the world 

I'll send an SOS to the world 

I hope that someone gets my 

I hope that someone gets my 

I hope that someone gets my 

Message in a bottle 

A year has passed since I wrote my note 

But I should have known this right from the start 

Only hope can keep me together 

Love can mend your life 

But love can break your heart 

I'll send an SOS to the world 

I'll send an SOS to the world 

I hope that someone gets my 

I hope that someone gets my 

I hope that someone gets my 

Message in a bottle 

Walked out this morning 

Don't believe what I saw 

A hundred billion bottles 

Washed up on the shore 

Seems I'm not alone at being alone 

A hundred billion castaways 

Looking for a home 

I'll send an SOS to the world 

I'll send an SOS to the world 

I hope that someone gets my 

I hope that someone gets my 

I hope that someone gets my 

Message in a bottle…

Rocky Raccoon by Paul McCartney and John Lennon

Now somewhere in the black mountain hills of Dakota

There lived a young boy named Rocky Raccoon

And one day his woman ran off with another guy

Hit young Rocky in the eye 

Rocky didn't like that

He said I'm gonna get that boy

So one day he walked into town

Booked himself a room in the local saloon.

Rocky Raccoon checked into his room

Only to find Gideon's bible

Rocky had come equipped with a gun

To shoot off the legs of his rival

His rival it seems had broken his dreams

By stealing the girl of his fancy.

Her name was Magil and she called herself Lil

But everyone knew her as Nancy.

Now she and her man who called himself Dan

Were in the next room at the hoe down

Rocky burst in and grinning a grin

He said Danny boy this is a showdown

But Daniel was hot-he drew first and shot

And Rocky collapsed in the corner.

Now the doctor came in stinking of gin

And proceeded to lie on the table

He said Rocky you met your match

And Rocky said, Doc it's only a scratch

And I'll be better I'll be better doc as soon as I am able.

Now Rocky Raccoon he fell back in his room

Only to find Gideon's bible

Gideon checked out and he left it no doubt

To help with good Rocky's revival! 

Cabbage Head By Professor Longhair 

The night when I came home

Tired as a man can be

I saw a horse in my stable

Where my horse was supposed to be!

I said “Wake-up, Sally

And explain this mess to me. 

Whose horse is this in my stable

Where my horse is supposed to be?” 

She said, “Hush your mouth Roy,

You’re talking real silly.

Open up your eyes and see – 

That ain’t nothing but an old milk cow

That the farmers lent to me.

I said, “I been all over the world

To the Gulf of Mexico

And I ain’t never saw no milk cow

With saddles on its back before!

Well the next night when I came home

Tired as a man can be

I saw a hat on my dresser

Where my hat was supposed to be.

I said “Wake-up, Sally

And explain this mess to me.

Whose hat is that on my dresser rail  

Where my hat is supposed to be?” 

She said, “Hush your mouth Roy,

You’re talking real silly.

Open up your eyes and see – 

That ain’t nothing but an old cabbage

This old man gave to me.”

I said, “I been all over the world

To the Gulf of Mexico

And I ain’t never saw no cabbage

With a hat band on it before!” 

Well the next night when I came home

Tired as a man can be

I saw a fellow on my front porch

Where I was supposed to be.

I said “Wake-up, Sally

And explain this mess to me.

Who’s that fellow out on my front porch

Where I’m supposed to be?”

She said, “Hush your mouth Roy,

You’re talking real silly.

Open up your eyes and see –

That wasn’t nothin but a shadow;

You’re always accusing me.”  

I said, “I been all over the world

To the Gulf of Mexico

And I ain’t never stumbled over a shadow

In my whole life before!”

Well the next night when I came home

Tired as a man can be

I saw that same old man in my bed

Where I was supposed to be!

I said “Wake-up, Sally

And explain this mess to me.

Who’s this guy layin in my bed next by you

Where I am supposed to be?”

She said, “Hush your mouth Roy,

You’re talking real silly.

Open up your eyes and see –

That ain’t nothing but the next door neighbor’s little baby.

She gave him to me.”

I said, “I been all over the world

To the Gulf of Mexico

And I ain’t never saw no baby

Five feet six before!

Well the next night when I came home,

The next night when I came home,

The next night when I came home,

Yea, I am all alone…

STORY SONG RESPONSE
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