e Unfinished Painting

ly fg?thers, hugging and weeping,
answers where none seem to be.

the comner, guarding the flowers,

finished painting stands free.

o the easel, the paints and the brushes
the hand of the artist to come;

up the brushes and finish the vision

cestral family farm.

is gone, but the art lives on
s of the family gathered today.
the wall, a reminder to all
tings of Mary Gray.
tings of Mary Gray.

from fingers crippled by calcium,
the pain meant the brushes lay still.
eats from the will.

t's memory, jogged by a photo,

n the canvas in ochre and green.
now gathered can share the Vision
place where she has been.

his

t is gone...

d filled with madness,
jather with a sadness.
iehow its diminished,
nting... unfinished.

nished painting rests on its easel,
ngjfor someone to take up the call;

 To pick up the brushes and close the circle

 For a waiting gmfty wall.

Maybe the artist Is one of the gathered,

Or maybe a child that is yet to be born.

Paints and brushes are patiently waiting.

A wall will be adored.

immerSongs 9. David Roth's workshop challenged us to write
song. | t):hose this personal experience. Mary Gray was my
Jaw,

ss was made when conditions allowed it.

The artist is gone...

12 String Guitar and Vocals: Mike
Banjo and Additional Vocals: James
Drums and Shaker: Howie

Violin: Marion Bass: David
Percussion: Joel

Two Boys

 (written late 1994, this song was inspired by a

Maclean's magazine cover and news article.
Unfortunately, the song s still relevant today.

Two boys walk together arm in ar
Strollin%through e rubble from th n
Young Samir and David are friends, today
But who's to say it will remain :

Young Palestinian and Jew
The horrors of history follow you
But with Nike's and Reebok's on your feet
You keep hope alive when you meet

Are stones used as weapons or as toys

In playgrounds of Middle Eastern boys

If the game is one of ‘Peace vs. War'

Who's ahead when no one's keeping score

While their older brothers fight in the streets
Patient people hope and pray for peace
But peace takes a back seat fowar
When two boys walk together no more

For now Samir and David are friends

Let's hope their parents try to make amends
The promise of peace will stay in the land
When two boys walk together hand in hand

Two boys walk together arm in arm

Strolling through the rubble from the bomb
Young Samir and David are friends today

And ['hope and pray that friends they stay

| hope and pray that friends they stay
Vocals: Mike Acoustic Guitar: Jason
Bass: David Percussion: Howie

Violin: Marion
Additional Vocals: Jude

Follow Me Or Lead The Way

’(‘written at SummerSongs 99. | took part in Bob
_ Franke's ‘songs from th i

s from the centre’ workshop. My assign-
write a duet... and l‘Flay it the next morn-
azing what you can do with a deadline.

or lead the way.
Il be with you every
And where we g

~ Follow me, or

1l be wﬁh your dream mﬁ%’ |
' Together we wi things througl

Just let me be here with you.

icertain, one thing's sure,
what's behind,

* Id have nothing without you,
- So join your hand with mine.

Follow me...

Vocals: Mike and Jude
Acoustic Guitar: Jason
Accordian, Mandola, Tin Whistle: James



Retirement Planning

fwritten in August 99. This song is based on a joke
received thru an Internet e-mail list)

| sleep in late, and when | wake

| take my boat out on the lake.

| catch a few and then go home,

Play with the kids, unplug the phone.
After my nap | go for a walk

To the harbour café down by the dock
| play guitar and stay up late.

Sip wine with my friends. Life is great.

A well dressed man from a larger place
Stands on theypier with a thoughtful face.
He watches‘as the beats return

And wondegs why we just won't learn.
Why we keep just what dinner needs,
And send the rest back to the weeds.
He shakes his head at me once or twice,
And asks if | will take his advice.

“You look quite smart and very sure.
Tell me more if you will, kind sir. *

| believe my life is full and free,

But good advice is good for me.”

He says, “Fillithe helds and sell the rest;
And with capital look to invest.

Do more fishiig, increase your take. *
Spend more time outon the lake:

And when its more than one can'do,

You can well afford to hire a crew.
Getanother boat and hire some more,
Buy out the monger and run his stored i *

“This lake that's close by your front door;
After five or ten years you'll be wanting more,
More boats. More men and opportunity.
That's when you'll head out to sea.

Selling fresh locally is not for you

Overhead is high and the profits few.

You can spend more time out on the sea

By selling direct to a cannery.”

- You'll be a

“You sound quite smart anduvery sure.
Tell me more if you will, kind sir.

| thought my life:was full.and free,
These new %iadeas are new to me.”

“Think of all the profits you could earn

By controlliwn'g cash flow and managing churn.
ully busy with much to do,

But soon you'll own a cannery or two.

After years of such efficiency,

You'll move to the city where you can be

Closer to your stocks and bonds,

And bigger fish in bigger ponds.”

“So much work. So much to be done,
Buying out competitors one by one.
Going public with an offering or two.
Making millions, and most for yol
After years of effort and solid w
And occasional bribes to the, ¢

e a successful busifiessi

thiee piece suits and‘a bottles

smart and very sul
e if you will, kind sir. %
g full and free.

d to ndevol
e your taxcme fudgveﬂ;&ir‘ledger.
lake€'investments With a man fike me.
Buy mutual funds and annuities.
Time to relax, no need ta'go higher,
You'll be well'and ready to retire
_ To a country place that’s much like here.
 grassiis green and the air is

“You can sleep in late, and when you wake,
Take a boat out on the lake. 4
Catch a few and then gio home,

Play with the kids, unplug the phone.

't often pick up ‘hil
the need for compa
iking on ‘400’
S just outside of Barri
is wife about a year.

ut her Daddy near.
aks of her with pride.

gen living seperated

by girl is growing up Wi

s girl is four now and i
ell' how much he misses

on his way,
ou tod
ile you

ger is heading north again.

Baby.don't you cry now, D
Agd my temporary pass
So:smile when you see h
Until my temporary pa:

It's every parents nightmare, a tumble down the st
A phone call late last evening, then the guilt ‘cause
Bot there. fe - oy

lanny's girl is lying in a hospital bed.
With a broken hl);), she’s crying.Gota

tiI my tempora passenge

| drogped him off at Yorkdale, and a$ hand,
1 wished him well, but | could tell he was still a worried man.
And as my sons lay sleeping, | gently stroked their heads.

ITRogght of all | took for granted, and thanked God for what
ad. :

Don't waken from your slumber, your Dad&y‘s safe at hgme
And my te.mpomry‘passenqeyr tonight is not alone.
Danny’s girl is smiling, she'll be with him while she can
Until my temporary passenger is heading north again.

“This collection of music s the end result of inté
the years. Special thanks to: my parents for in:
(there was always music in our house), my

Jeremiah Budnark and Paul Young

Brenda McGeoch at the Brantford Folk C%

experience, Helmuth and Fini at Clear Laké& Camp,

over the years, the Trinity United Church choir (they actually have
the time), Herbert'Gentry, Sister Mary Lawrence, Stan Rogers for §
a musically important weekend, Bob Taylor for making such grea

" “| hope you eh%y this music even a lttle bit as much as | have enjoyed making it.”

Mike
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