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A Geosophical Note on the Songs and Their Composer

The chachem who got us kicked out of the Garden
is the same one who said, " The proper study of man-
kind is man." | study the Garden in the hope that
someday | can plant myself there again. When you
can't tell an alder from an elder, and when you seal
yourself off from the Garden with shoes, cars, and
dogma, and when you pave it with asphalt, it's
hardly surprising if you don't know it when you see it.

Man really belongs in East Africa, where he evolved.
Elsewhere, he's a visitor, which is fine, as long as he
understands what's going on around him, and can
adapt successfully without impairing the substance
and the long-term viability of his adopted context.
There are far too many of us; a hundred times too
many. It's our own fault, and eventually it must be
corrected if mankind is to exist again in a state of
dignity and harmony with the natural world.

| came into it all in Hanover, New Hampshire on
the 18th of August, 1940. My father was Alexander
Laing, a humanist/novelist, and my mother Dilys
Bennett Laing, a humanist/poet. Both were great
lovers, if not great students, of Nature, and be-
lievers in the need for human beings to be able to
live with beauty, peace, and dignity, and not with
ugliness, war and shame. My mother's mother, Eve
Bennett, was brought up a good Christian in Wales.
To this day, | believe she never knew she was a
druidic priestess as well, and a magnificent one.

She adored the Earth, and it loved her, as the
flowers of her gardens revealed to thousands of pass-
ing admirers,

A fourth early teacher was the Dilowa Hutuktu,
Living Buddha from Mongolia, who turned up one
day unannounced on our Vermont back porch, and
spent one indescribable week with me—1 was twelve,
as | remember—observing Nature and discussing it
in perfectly intelligible Chinese (I later learned that
language, and am still quite fluent in it). The Dilowa
returned to Bryn Mawr and our mutual friend, Owen
Lattimore, as inexplicably as he had appeared, and
| never saw him again, but | certainly never forgot
him,

At Exeter, Dartmouth (B.A.), the universities of
Colorado and Arizona, and Harvard (M.A.), | learned
how to ski, rockclimb, how to play guitar, banjo,
fiddle and autoharp, how to identify rocks and flowers,
and also a little on how to plug myself in to the mar-

magic mountain o colection of songs
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velous House that Jack built. | always felt most at
home, though, in the House of Green, about which
| wrote the song with that name in May, 1969, as |
drove from Betatakin, Arizona to Mammoth Mountain,
California for a ski-rendezvous with Doug Pfeiffer.

Golden Stream was my first song. | wrote it in
Boulder, Colorado in June, 1966 as the inspirational
aftermath of a first trip into the desert canyon country
of the Escalante River in southern Utah. | almost
didn't come back from that frip because | had just
freaked out of Harvard, and in the tranquil red rock
wilderness of the Escalante | first recognized the
Garden. | really wanted to stay there, but | even-
tually realized | wasn't ready, so | came back to
civilization and wrote a song about it instead.
Golden Stream laments the building of Glen Canyon
dam on the Colorado River. Mike Cohen heard the
song from my old friend, Will Bassett, who sang it
for Mike's traveling Trailside Country School group
in the Grand Tetons. Mike then brought the group
to Navajo National Monument to hear the song from
the source, itself, which was then working as a park
ranger. Sad to say, | had temporarily forgotten the
words, for which Mike has never forgiven mé. | sus-
pect that the memory of this terrible incident is what
prompted him to hound me unmercifully until | agreed
to commit my assorted warblings to the indelible wax.
Hence, this record. :

Later songs came from the stimuli of special places:
Aspen, Colorado (Mother Earth), Betatakin Canyon,
Arizona (Side Canyon, | Wonder Why), Grand
Canyon (Diamond Creek Reel), Red River, New
Mexico (Red River Breakdown), Boulder, Colorado
(Alder River, My Flowers), Trailside, Vermont
(Escape), South Woodstock, Vermont (Silver Bell,
Bound for Denver), and Pepperell, Massachusetts
(No Other Way, Silver Brook, Catwalk). Others |
wrote while dreaming of places other than where |
was: Tucson, Arizona (Beauty and the Beast, Science
Will Find a Way), Catalina, Arizona (Catalina Reel),
and still others while traveling cross-country (Magic
Mountain, Roving Mind, PhD Blues).

Three songs: My Flowers, No Other Way, and
Alder River, | wrote specially for Aquila, my forth-
coming environmental science fiction adventure novel.

Copyright David Laing 1977,
All rights reserved. No portion of this work may be

copied or reproduced on paper or sound recording
without prior written permission from the author.
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",9— EESSmESET 11 — — e In the morning, hazy-o;
Your eye's the prettiest one,
Steep rock and weter falling; birds in the timber calling; Waiting for the Sun.
Mountain stillness and the magic of the rising Sun, in the morning; y
I know my Daisy=-o0;
I've got no time to spend on things that I can't depend on; 1 can find her where 1 £03
Everything is always as I know it ought to be, in the mountains; B}“; rays and é;elden eye
Smile as I go by.
La, la, la, yo-o-ti, yo-lo-lo-u, ti-o-lo-i, ti-o-lo-i, ti,
yo-lo-lo-o0, di, di-di. Lily-o, Llly—g; ?
La,lla:,L la, %Q—O—ti, yo-lo-lo-u, ti-o-lo-i, ti-o-lo-i, ti, ]I)Zwrtthxrrfg;:”t]ié gi‘:;iii-g%nd
o-lo-lo-u, di. S A
% i Gold for your white hand.
Gold in the aspen burning: sign of the season turning; v Lil 2
Soon the powder snow will deck the mountainsides agein, in the winter; i ?:gwa{qd ;0“;'3{191‘6_ Thaos
That is the time I break away through the hills and take a ]J”'h ‘,3}" "‘Gmg‘“f"tgmf(],:e
Long, quiet treil through the stillness of the snow, singing, POR ULhE Greqss Bav G
La, etc. Laurel-o, Laurel-o;
% Pentagons of coral-o;
Then from a mountaintop on old, battered skis I drop on VCV‘;IPS f«;rftﬁﬂren‘c]e EEALL
Down through the deep powder, winding through the glades, to the i L R
woodland; 1 know my Laurel-o;
Snow-covered firs are handsome; fill me with wonder and some iqff’f f?n?]\gelt«l:’:{ﬁ;:]iem;
Wild mountain madness for singing to the hills, and they answer, Jgi:{‘hgr et hiia
dili; @R C Thistle-o0, Thistle-o;
Set with spine and bristle-o;
No lover's hand would dare
P th dreas ¥ Wear.
Bound for Denver ® David Laing 1977 Touch the dre you wear
1 know my Thistle-o;
1 can find her where 1 goj
Trailside and meadowland,
And by the water strand.
Kev: York Central: I'11l be gone vhen the whistle blows Repeat first verse.
n the westboimé traing
I'm bound for Denver, and 1 don't lknow if 1'll be back again.
Well, I've been all rounéd this country, and I've ridden
the Southern Facific ana the Santa Te;
And everyvhere I've ranbled, 1've vonccred if 1'11 go there agcin somed:;
Atchison, Topela: don't you hezr those big wheels rollin' on the FhD Blues © David Laing 1977
Rio Grande? %P 2
#ell, it's C.B. and ., and the Denver Zephyr sails to the vestern lancé! :ﬁa*'[——*“f—ll I —— —F— T 1 t f
. i herviss O s : s T B e o o . 1 7 B
Dontt you hear the vhistle bloving, czlling ne; I must be going; ] = 0 B I g i TIFESF 4 TTEFEF A FFi
got to ride that Silver 2le on dovn the linej; .
Where the crystal vaters tunble, ané tiie coyote cings heneath o " T ; A
the lonesome pine. S T e o e T e e e
: : . . o B e e n .{y};’}l.’.“u‘i.'f‘.'i";H}‘}Hﬁ%j:
llow, if you see me coming, clear a space for my bedroll on the T AFAF P F A
kitchen floor: it =
And ve'll sit therc in the fireclight, living once again the times 0 . r T 1 —
ve've known before. p=y, 2= 2 1 1= 1 s e
X e e e e
Well, I've been avhile a raubler, and I guess I ought to try : +7 F i, L
, to settle down; o4 well it's a right foot, left foot, steppin' on down;
S0, I'm rolling lack to D‘r:vgr just- to see if I cantt stop Along come Johnny in his dressing gown;
this rambling round. Little black tassel on a mortarboard: he's all donel
Repeat Tirst verse. 3 " ;
Well, scubi-aba-duba, come along with me;
Watch little Johnny get his PhD;
He's worked so hard, that precious boy;
. : i Gonna be his momma's little pride and joy;
7 ) y
,\1 Wonder Why? © Dayid. Laing 1597 tCause he's been workin' on his Ph, workin' on his Ph,
P e 1 T 1 T8 o " 1 1 i Workin' on his FhD1
=teiS e} e o . e e s 1 B e s .
4 34,&) iiii = (95 G | o o AR g T 5 Now._cld Doc Jones is about half gone;
n Weepin' and a-wailin' and a-carryin' onj
AV — = B : ] Gonna have to find another man, Friday who's gonna work;
& {.‘_‘J‘“O;jﬂilir‘r}“ﬂj}r:‘;'} ] For a doller a day,
6\}‘ R e F2 While he's workin' on his Ph, workin' on his Ph,
e :
As 1 vient out one fair I'ay morn to hear the vild birds sing, Workin®. on.his EhDi
A smoky haze hung in the air, and I didn't hear a thing, It's John, oh, John, you done me wrong;
& ’ ’ v ’
i . ' 3
And I vondered why (3) the birds had gone, and I vondered why. ég‘; zeige:gglﬁoﬁzat?ieiozax ;L‘g:g;;ou, so hang around,
A man goes fishing in the stream where his ovn pollution flovs; Another year or two,
Too thick to drink, too thin to plow, and the dead@ fieh drift in rows, While you're workin' on your Ph, etc.
: - . % Chorus
And he vonders why (3) the fish have died, and he vonders why. Now, it's oh, sweet momma, gonna weep and wailj;
] 5 T - . Eighty-seven letters in the U.S. MNailj
The 1lndian shepherd has a thousand sheep at his conrranc, Come along, Johnny, got a job for you'at ten grand, in Kalamazoo;

On a2 hundreé acre farm, and erosion ruins hir land,
y ¥ 8 ' e kin' on your Ph, etc.
And he vonders why (3) it heppencd to him, and he vonders vhy. Cause you've been wor ¥ ’
g T i, - Well, you'll be workin' for a year or two
FLIGERE SO ARVE 2D phock fror (harm; - As assistant keeper at the city zooj
hat wildcats live on move in anc¢ devour his farm, Then you'll be appointed, if you do not fail, %o shrink heads,
At the county jailj;

A farmer kills &
Then the tlings

Ané he voncers vhy (3) it happered to him, and he wonders vhy. \
= ~ - 'Cause you've been workin' on your Ph; aintcha gladya got it?
We need more people in this worlé, thei's vhat the people =ay; Workin' on your FPhDi
But vie're choking in our efilucnts, ond thousands sitzrve each éay, <
- : 8 Well, it's oo-bah, foo-bah, bouncing bee;
And they vonder why (3) it heppens to them, aud they wonder why. Open,up agbimgershoo*’; and jum}') on me; & i
= : me umpernickel chicken pie, hot demnt Hot damn.
Oh, the Fope, he is a gentle man, and 1'm sure 1 wish hinm well; Homeyes & SEELReD b
But he szid no to birth control, and the vhole world's going to.hell, Chorus, ending with:
"Cause he's been workin' on his Ph; slavin' for his Fh;

And he vonéers vhy (3) it came to this, and he vonders why. Anything to get hie PhD-D-D-Di




No Other Way © David Laing 1977
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| Watch the purple martins as they wheel in the Sunj; FINE
: Redwing bleckbirds calling as the day is begun; " I T T o o o/ e
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d u wi hat th is thi VWay. 7 L h +
And you will know tha ere is no other VWay “"1333" I i"qd# ”a\ ni‘ 3
giimb upon & mountain w:ere :ﬂe blueberrigsbgrow; n e N J':'/‘ —~ P N N
axen grasses waving where e south wind blows; ’ - B L T e s o
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And you will know that there is no other Way. J B -
Willows bend before the wind and die when they're old; fal 3
Souirrels gather acorns when the days turn coldj; P i f%’%—w—i—‘ e
Z s ¢ J'l)'IlIILII,nL.‘ - = e
And you will ¥mow that there is no other Way.« # i i ;"f 7
In a turning cycle, Now and Then are the szme; 2 ( . A47% D.CAF
And when you are safely home again, you'll lose your neme; —f- e e e R i ) T e e D2 0 B2 O o e B 5 i 1
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Silver Bell ® David Laing 1877
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Scared and alone on a lonesome desert plainj There was a time when I could look into your eyes,
Orphened by a stockman who lives upon the hill; And see the brook all silver, and upon your hair,
1 picked her up and gave her shelter from the rainj . The lilies dencing in the air.
A wild little puppy, and 1 called her Silver Bell. s 2 e I
And silver brook and mountain sky and lilies fair,
Lo-o dee, dee, dee; Yo-del-ay-ee-dee-dee-oh; And you and I were all a single harmony,
Lo-o dee, dee, dee; Yo-del-ay-ee-dee-dee-oh, lo-o dee. Upon an encient melody.
Come roll me over; scratch behind my ear; But then there came a wistful dream that we might find
Run through the clover; watch me wag my tail; A better theme apart from Nature's old design,
Take a little walk dovn the road in the sunshine; Cloistered in a humen shrine.
Carefree and gay was my pretty Silver Bell. 1
And so we took our theme away from mountain meadows
You know if you keep her she'll turn on you one day; Where we ley, and pleyed it for ourselves elone;
The game varden told me, "I know the wolf too wellj; A grand and lofty monotone.
Better put her down, boy, or give her to a zoo, f ; 5 .
Before you are betrayed by your pretty Silver Bell." And now I wish in vain %o look into your eyes,
And see the brook all silver, and upon your hair,
Two years went by, and 1 knew she must go free, The lilies dancing in the air.
Far from the livestock of the ranch upon the hill;
I took her to a wild place, and hoped that she would stay,
And there I bid farewell to my pretty Silver Bell.
Then in my sorrow, riding out alone;
Rode up the canyon to the ranch upon the hillj
There I found a wolf lying cold by a fenceline; s 2 -
Honeward bound was my pretty Silver Bell. Alder River ® David Laing 1277
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Alder River runc dovn to Alderburn;
e = T | T D T 1 Ané will you miss me till the day that 1 return;
)‘ ’1'} ij_l%”{ ‘ id' ‘1{01 swher, 1'm gone, so far avay from Alderburn?
5 -9 3 Frosty evenings, and the leaves have turned to gold;
I'm goian come vith mej all for the joy ol your conranyj And I'11 be leaving before the cays turn cold,
fnc leave ship of fools in micery; I1n ihe mountaing, way up high, at Alderburn.
Look avey, look avay; la, la, la-lej Fogey morning, ycu. wear a coat of gray;
- Ané &t dayvreax, 1'11 ride the nists awvay
Do you hear the raven cry? All men arc mad but you and I; Fl‘_(u tie Lit un:;;_.s, 80 far avay frol Aldiz"burn.
Apé ve rust fly away or we will dies
. 3 5 i the £t3ill lingexr when 1'n gone
High above the eagle flies; nations are falling Lefore his eyes; 0f . the plc ; 8 W ¢ to L“fejl \:pon, < £
But he vill lead uc back to paragicze; Will you remember the old¢ trail to Alderburn?
i\%)dr vie \':i;gl Tollow where lLie's flown; there I will stay with you alonej ihe winter, the snow lies on the plain;
wheve no disharmony vas ever Inovn; vheu the clover grows green 1'1l come again,
will 1 rind you there 2gain by Alderburn?
Diazmond Creek Reel © David Laing 1977




