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1 danced in the morning

When the world was begun,
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MNow I am ninety and weary of books.
of knnwledgc (I think) I have plenty.
Now, I'm beginning to notice the girls—
: They are most of them round about twent
what some old men would do
-MRIf I polish my glasses I see them quite well
And some are exceedingly pretty.
It occurs to me that I have wasted my life
And there goes the bell. What a pity!
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l want to have a litile bomb like you.
like you, and you like me,
But in case we don’l agree,

i on, travel on, there’s a river that'is flowing,
A river that is flowing night and day.

Travel'on, travel on to the river that is flowing,
=B The river will be with you all the way
n to the river that is flowing,
you all the way.
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very star shall sing a carol
Zvery creature, high or low
ome and praise the King of Heaven
y whatever name you know.
fod above, man below,
Holy is the name I know.

arles de Gaulle, he said to me:

I want to have a little bémb like you.
Independent I will be,

I want to have a little bomb like you.
You can wave the Union Jack,

Stars and Stripes dre on the back.

I want to have a little bomb like you do
T_want to have a little bomb like you.
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I want to have a 1:ltlg bomb 11ke you,
Ay-homb will be twice as red,

1 When I was 87
They took me from my coffin
They found a flannel nightshirt
For me to travel offin.

I want to have a little bomb like you do,v

I want to have a little bomb !_:L.(. ;i s are getling wider.

mother is the world to me
d soon, I'll be inside hu'
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erybody says The same:
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“It isn't hard to tell,

Down below.
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' Down below,
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DR SPOCK, or sons and daughters of the revolution 0'22
Sydney Carter

Paul Revere was quite ok;
things are different today.
Freedom grew from rebel power
but the root is not the flower.
Revolution was our glory

Dr Spock’s another story.
Treason built the USA —

now it’s better to obey.

Paul was patriotic but

Dr Spock is just a nut.

SOCIALISM IN OUR TIME (Sydney Carter) Bron 1°34
Sydney Carter

Socialism in our time was a thing to fight for.
Nationalisation | shout with all my might for.

You can have my hammer, |ack
you can keep that sickle.

Leave me lying on my back
with a girl to tickle.

Round and round Trafalgar Square with that ruddy banner.
Up the proletariat, up the five-year planner.

| was keen on culture once, Bach and Botticelli.
Saw Potempkin forty times, now I’ve got the telly.

| was read when | was young, it’s the same old story.
Now | never vote at all, no not even Tory.



‘’You write a song and you sing a song and people stick
the labels on afterwards saying it’s ‘religious’ or it’'s ‘anti-

religious’or it’s a ‘carol’orit’s folk or pop’or something.
When you write a song and think a song and feel a song,
vou don’t care what it is.”

EROS (one leg up and one leg down) (Sydney Carter) Bron 2’01
Sydney Carter

My father was a cupid and my mother wheeled a barrow
I was born in Piccadilly with a bow and arrow.

One leg up and one leg down
Like an old cock sparrow
Flying over Piccadilly

with a bow and arrow.

Caesar came to London town, he saw the girls were pretty
Look at all the Roman noses walking round the city

Up the river came a load of whiskers long and flaxen
If your eyes are china blue, blame it on a Saxon

Up the river came a Viking breathing blood and thunder
found a lady to his liking and then began to plunder

William came to conquer us, now we've got the Yanks, sir
If you look like Davy Crockett, you know who to thank, sir

Where’s your cockney pedigree? I’'m surprised you asked it
Everybody’s been and put a bun into the basket

I’ve got feathers on my back and | got a quiver
Just because my father came a flying up the river

The man upstairs is a neighbour. He walks around in hob-nailed
boots. The woman downstairs is a neighbour. She cooks queer
food, makes the whole place smell of garlic. Foreigners are
neighbours; and most of the people in the world are foreigners,
Even the English came from somewhere else.




THE WHITE BUCK OF EPPING (Sydney Carter) Chappell 2°53

Sydney Carter with Jeremy Taylor

In the forest of Epping the wild deer were black.
They’d all been that color for centuries back

till into the wood came a buck that was white
the keepers of Epping were shocked at the sight.

Good luck to the buck, good luck to the doe
to the forest of Epping together they go.

The does they all followed wherever he went

so up to headquarters this message was sent

“There’s a white buck a-wandering where he should not’.
Back came the answer: “the buck must be shot”.

But a fair forest maiden with hair that was red

and a waist that was slim, to the keeper she said:
“Oh why should you shoot him? | don’t think it fair
you can’t kill a buck for the hue of his hair”.

“Oh your heart may be tender, your hair may be red.
Your waist may be slender, me darling,” he said

“but the black and white we must keep them apart
for they won't look the same as they did at the start”.

“Please try to look at this matter more sanely.

I’ll stalk him with care and I'll kill him humanely.
You think I’'m hard-hearted, but really I'm not
I’m an animal lover — and a bloody good shot”.

They’ve hunted him here and they’ve hunted him there.
They can’t catch the buck with the wrong colored hair.
And if you go down to the forest today

they’re black and they’re white and they’re silvery-grey.

Your hair may be black or your hair may be white
there’ll always be somebody shocked at the sight.
But if | were the white buck and you were the doe
to the forest of Epping together we go.

A true parable: it happened about ten years ago. Society (or the
keepers of society); the laws, the judges, the police, can be
merciless to the man or the woman with the face that doesn’t fit.
In South Africa or in Mississippi it can be a dangerous disadvantage
to be black.
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THE HOLY MOUNTAIN 0°38

Sydney Carter

Excepting in
the Saturnalia

the slave is not the master.

There is no
equality between
the rich and poor, the

Ugly and beautiful,
the young and old,
the living and the dead.

The lion will not
lie down with the lamb
in Central Africa.

So each must learn

to keep his proper place.

What that may be

Is problematical,
for this does not
rule out a revolution.

Even so, you’re
either up or down,
you cannot be

both male and female,
black and yellow or
stupid and brilliant

excepting in

that Holy Mountain which

is only found

Upon the map of love.

NEVER CAN TELL (Sydney Carter) Bron 2°06
Sheila Hancock

| went to work in a big hotel.

Whenever a traveller rang the bell

and wanted whisky and me as well

I said | wasn’t that kind of a girl.
Watch it, Nell, you never can tell!

I remember my mother’s advice.

“All of them like your sugar and spice

but none of them want to pay the price.

The trouble is, they’re awfully nice.”
So watch it, Nell, you never can tell!

In nineteen eleven the summer was hot.
One young traveller said he'd got
some lilac he wanted to put in a pot.
| fell for that, believe it or not.
Watch it, Nell, you never can tell!

So up | gathered the lilac Nell

For | was an unsuspecting girl

What happened next | never can tell

but sooner or later the lilac fell
Watich it, Nell, you never can tell!

Oh, what a nice young fellow was he!

Full of respectability.

He bought a ring and he married me,

and that’s the way that it ought to be.
But watch it, Nell, you never can tell!

Fifty summers, and how they’ve flown!

Fifteen kids, and how they’ve grown.

Willie is under a marble stone,

and now the travellers leave me alone.
But watch it, Nell, you never can tell!

Lilac has a lovely smell.

Whenever | look at the lilac, Nell,

| think of the Marine Hotel.

| know you’re not that kind of a girl.
But watch it, Nell, you never can tell!

The old were young once and some of them would like to tell
you what they would do if they were young again. Old women
are full of memories and good advice. Some tell you to be good,
and some say if you can’t be good be careful. The trouble with
all this good advice is that it doesn’t all point in the same
direction, Don’t make the mistake | made, people will tell you.

BRITISH MUSEUM WALTZ (Sydney Carter) Essex 1'27
Sydney Carter

When | was a young man | used to read books

in a place called the British Museum.

There were plenty of women who gave me strange looks
but somehow | just didn’t see 'em.

Now | am ninety and weary of books

of knowledge | think | have plenty.

Now I'm beginning to notice the girls

they are most of them round about twenty.

If I polish my glasses | see them quite well
and some are exceedingly pretty.

It occurs to me that | have wasted my life .. .
and there goes the bell (what a pity!)

This is a song of warning.



BETTER TAKE A BOOK TO BED (Sydney Carter)
Sydney Carter and Sheila Hancock

Love’s a thing that’s over:rated,
Study hard and get ahead!
Many is the man I've dated,
Better take a book to bed.

Loving when the dew was foggy—
Study hard and get ahead!

That’s what made my back so groggy
Better take a book to bed.

Loving is a lot of trouble.

Study hard and get ahead!

Bed and board will cost you double,
Better take a book to bed.

Lads and lasses in the clover,
Study hard and get ahead!
Get up, or you'll ache all over.
Better take a book to bed.

Loving in a leaky attic—
Study hard and get ahead!
Get romantic, get rheumalic,
Better rake a book to bed.

Kiss a man, you’'re sure to rue it.
Study hard and get ahead!

Can’t think why the young girls do it,
Better take a book to bed.
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LANDLORD AND TENANT (Sydney Carter) Bron 1'47

Sheila Hancock

| kept my money in a old tin chest

till | saw a poster and it said “Invest!

If you want a bank that'll never go bust

then put your money in the Blue Chip Trust.
We.welcome the small investor.”

Every man a capitalist.

So | wrote to the Blue Chip right away
and back came a letter the following day:
“Four per cent in every quid

if you invest it”. So | did.

And | sat back waiting for the dividends.

They came all right, those chips were blue
but along came a letter from the landlord too:
“Your rent is going up” it said

“Two pounds a week”. Well | saw red.

| wrote them a letter.

To Tentacle Limited (that was the name)

| wrote damn quick and said it was a shame.
But Tentacle said “well don’t blame us

we only cat for the Blue Chip Trust.

They own the property.

We only collect the rent”.

To Blue Chip, E.C.T | went

to ask them why they were putting up the rent.
A young man said “well it distressed us

but we must think of our investors”.

“I do” | said.

To pay myself my four percent

it seems |'ve got to raise my rent.

| can’t afford the rent

and so | told myself I’ve got to go.

A small percentage of myself has never had it so good.



CAROLE 0’37
Sydney Carter

Lifting and loving you
that | am not

and yet your body is
my bone and blood

| wonder at the maker
who can be

before | was and yet
come out of me.

Round in the everlasting
carole go

my end and my beginning:

| can see

the circle | am part of.
Son and mother,

father or daughter follow
one another.

Now is the time and place
of Bethlehem:

wearing my body now
you caper high

for each and all of us.

| laugh to see

this dancer leaping in

and out of me.

COME, LOVE, CAROLLING (Sydney Carter
Galliard

Come, love, carolling along in me!
Come, love, carolling along in me!
All the while, wherever | may be,

| carry the maker of the world in me.

Lifting and loving you that | am not,
thought your body is my bone and blood.
| wonder at the maker who can be

before | am and yet a child of me.

| lift and | carry you to Bethlehem,

I lift and | carry you to Galilee.

I’ll carry you wherever | be,

| carry the maker of the world in me.

In the beginning you were there, | know,
and you will carry me wherever | go.

I’ll carry you whever | be,

| carry the maker of the world in me.

THE DANGER 0’39
Sydney Carter

I am the danger that you crucity.
Bury or burn me, but | will not die.

I am the danger you are sure to meet
When walking to Emmaeus; and though sweet

The name of Jesus Christ may be to you
| am both Jesus and not Jesus, too.

I am the danger coming from the East
Now tame and welcome at your Christian feast:

| am the danger coming from the West,
I am the wild and unexpected guest.

I am the life inside you:lean on me
and say goodbye to your security

And do not look for safety in the sky.
Can you be braver (do you think) than I?



BITTER WAS THE NIGHT (Sydney Carter) Galliard 1°41
Sydney Carter

Bitter was the night,

thought the cock would crow for ever.
Bitter was the night

before the break of day.

Saw you passing by,

told them all | didn’t know you.
Bitter was the night

before the break of day.

Told them all a lie,

yes | told it three times over.
Bitter was the night

before the break of day.

What did Judas do?

Sold him for a bag of silver.
Bitter was the night

before the break of day.

What did Judas do?

Hanged himself upon an alder.
Bitter was the night

before the break of day.

Bitter was the night,

thought there’d never be a morning,
Bitter was the night

before the break of day.

Bitter was the night,

thought the cock would crow for ever,
Bitter was the night,

before the break of day.

“A man went down from Jerusalem to Jericho, and he fell among
robbers, who stripped him and beat him, leaving him for dead.
Now by chance a priest was going down that road, and when he
saw him, he passed by on the other side.” Would you? Do you
want to get involved with the police? What if the thugs who beat
him up are still about, ““A youth aged 18, was charged in London
last night with murdering Mr Michael Munnelly on Christmas day.
Mr Munnelly, who was aged 23, died after going to help a
milkman who had been attacked in the street.” Would you pass
on the other side? St. Peter did on one occasion, and Peter was a
saint. Jesus was in trouble, Peter said he didn’t want to know
about him. Jesus put Peter in a difficult position. Neighbours
often do. You think you're kind or brave, or unprejudiced.
Along comes a neighbour, and you’ll find you're not. “Hell is
other people.”

SON OF MAN (Sydney Carter) Galliard 1'25
Sydney Carter

If you are a son of man

you wonder where you're going,

and what will happen when you die—
you have no way of knowing.

They talk about a heaven

and they talk about a hell,

But whether they are right or not
there is no way to tell.

But if | were the Son of God,
and if they crucified me,

I’d think | was luckier

than those who hung beside me.

I’d know that | would rise again,
And all things would be well,
but when you are a son of man
however can you tell?

If you are a son of man

then you can be mistaken;

you hang upon the cross of doubt,
and feel you are forsaken,

and whether you will rise again

is more than you can tell—

if you were the son of man

you've tasted this as well.



TO MY HEART 7°'00
Sydney Carter

| will address a poem to my heart;

not the poetic heart:

the real red pump that dances in the dark
and will not stop until the day | die.

The thing that | like most about my heart
is that it goes on beating, day and night,
without my winding it,

unlike that clock | see upon the wall.

The same goes for my toenails and my hair:
they grow although | never plant a seed.
From time to time | cut them

I can stop, but | can never start them.

Green grow the lilac and the gorgonzola;
the great big world keeps turning

blind and deaf with me on top of it.

But why should this be happening to me?

And how will the whole thing finish?
Come to that, how did it all begin?
That anything should ever be at all
it seems to me, is quite incredible.

For either there is nothing all the time
or all things are forever.

Nothingness alone is illogical,

but here | am: a bloody miracle,

Life is a journey, and a lonely journey in a way. However many
friends you have, you must live your own life and die your own
death, Yet this very loneliness is something which we share with
every human being who has ever lived. We're all in the same boat
— all alone, and all together.

| don't know where I'm going when I’'m dead, but one thing is
sure — I'm not that dead body in the ground, for | am something
that’s alive — and whatever gave me life and being in the first
place will go on. My life, my self, whatever you call it, is rooted
in the source of all reality which christians call God. But Jesus
didn’t encourage his followers to think of heaven as something
that only happened after death. Heaven happens all the while,
and here and now is where we must begin to find it. We live in
two worlds — one in space and time, which we call the Earth, one
beyond space and time, which you can call if you like, the
kingdom of heaven. And we travel from the one towards the
other.

LOOK NO HANDS! 0’34
Sydney Carter

The faith is founded on the rock of doubt,
it’s wonderful what you can do without.
“You don’t have to believe the parson said
“that Jesus Christ is risen from the dead.

You don’t have to believe he was born on christmas day
sometime before the dawn;

it could have been the springtime or the fall.

Maybe he wasn’t even born at all.

But you can be a christian all the same
(although | don’t know why we keep the name).
If God is dead the christian doesn’t care

for he can lean upon what isn’t there.

“Don’t ask me how,” the parson gave a sob
“I think I'll go and get another job”

BEFORE WE DRIVE AWAY (Sydney Carter//im Minchin)

Galliard 2’00
Jim Minchin

Jolly is to holly

And the mistletoe!

Time to have another drink
before we have to go!

Time to have another drink

for Christ is born today!

And there’s time to have another drink
before we drive away,

Whisky in my belly

A carol in my head

| drive across the traffic light
I hope it isn't red.

Drive across the traffic light

for Christ is born today!
And there’s time to have another drink
before we drive away.

Thought | saw the parson
coming out of church.

I hit him with the bumper
And | left him in the lurch.

Hit him with the bumper

For Christ is born today

And there's time to have another drink
before we drive away.

All the bells are ringing

for the mighty Prince of Peace.

And they’re ringing for the ambulance
And ringing the police.

Ringing for the ambulance

for Christ is born today!

And there’s time to have another drink
before we drive away.

The holly has a berry

as red as any blood

And we’ll see a lot of that about
Tomorrow in the mud.

See a lot of that about

for Christ is born today,

And there’s time to have another drink
before we drive away.



MY LAST CIGARETTE (Sydney Carter) Bron 1°'56
Sheila Hancock

Tobacco, tobacco, | hate you | do
Like Venus 1'd look if it wasn’t for you
But I'll give up the habit

I will even yet

when |'ve had just one more cigarette.

It wasn’t the whisky

It wasn’t the wine '
that made such a wredk of this body of mine
But I'll give up the habit

I will even yet

when I’ve had just one more cigarette

Under my eyes are a couple of bags

| blame it all onto a packet of fags
But I'll give up the habit

I will even yet

when I've had just one more cigarette.

My teeth are all yellow

and so is my tongue

| breathe through a kipper (I call it a lung!)
But I'll give up the habit

I will even yet .

when I've had just one more cigarette.

Nail in my coffin so pale and so thin

I am a fool to keep knocking you in.
You think you can kill me

How much do you bet?

When I've had just one more cigarette,

I'll fling the packet away, away

Fifty times in a week | say

fling the packet away, away

when |'ve had just one more cigarette,

Cigarettes, they tell us now, can lead to cancer or bronchitis. If |
smoke them, who's to blame? The manufacturer, or me? Some
Someone told me: ‘Eat an apple every time you feel like a
cigarette’. | tried it. You try eating 40 apples a day.




