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I was awarded a Presidential Faculty/Librarian Course Development Grant to develop a speaking intensive Second Year Seminar in psychology (PSYC 298) entitled “The Human Experience Through Music Lyrics."  This course has grown out of my work of using music and lyrics in my teaching of Introductory Psychology, a technique which I have presented at the annual convention of the National Institute on the Teaching of Psychology.
One of the goals of the new core curriculum is that students become competent and effective in oral communication.  Initially all Second Year Seminars were to be speaking intensive, though this was changed to speaking or writing intensive due to concerns that not enough faculty would be willing to design and teach a speaking intensive course.  This course will meet that need.  It will also meet the need of providing a core distribution course for the behavioral/social sciences.  Thus, not only will students learn about the human experience, they will progressively increase their oral communication skills throughout the course and gain an understanding of the intellectual foundations, conceptual frameworks, and methodologies of the science of psychology.

It is my belief that poetry has existed nearly as long as language due to the words of any language tending to be inadequate in expressing certain emotions and experiences.  Poetry has been used to tap into those areas for which there are no simple words.  For many years, song lyrics have been the poetry of the masses.  Thus it is through music that one can tap into, communicate, and experience areas that are so important, yet so difficult to speak about.  This is true for both lyrics, as can be seen when a person realizes they are not alone when they hear their soul speaking through powerful lyrics, and for the music itself, as when a teenager expresses so many needs and emotions as they rip their first power cord on an electric guitar.  

Attached are a Syllabus and a copy of lyrics for the Second Year Seminar, PSYC 298, The Human Experience Through Music Lyrics, which I have developed through this grant, and which will be offered in Spring, 2007.

Second Year Seminar (Speaking Intensive)

 The Human Experience Through Music Lyrics 

PSYC 298-001 Spring 2007

Professor: Michael Murtagh, Ph.D.

 


 

Meeting Time: Tuesday/Thursday 12:30-1:45

Location: TBA
Office: Hart Hall Room 334  

Office Hours:
TBA                                            

 

TBA

           

And By Appointment



Office Phone: 508 531-2843                                            

E-Mail: mmurtagh@bridgew.edu
Course Objectives:


Students will gain:



- Skills and competencies in oral communication



- Critical thinking skills



- A deeper understanding of the human experience



- An understanding of the methodologies of the science of psychology

Grade:





                       


Attendance
    2 points per class      56 points possible


Quiz

  24 points per quiz     144 points possible


Presentations   100 points each
500 points



- There will be no make-up quizzes or presentations unless you and I have 



   arranged a make-up before the quiz is given to the class.

Letter Grade:

552-600 = A

432-467 = C


540-551 = A-

420-431 = C-


528-539 = B+

408-419 = D+


492-527 = B

372-407 = D


480-491 = B-

360-371 = D-


468-479 = C+

    0-359 = F

Class Presentations:

Students will give a 10-12 minute speech in five of the six topic areas (the five will be determined by the student’s choice).  For each speech, the student is to have chosen a song that they feel helps to bring the topic to life.   For each, they will pass out a copy of the lyrics to the song they have chosen, play the song to the class, and then deliver their speech (the playing of the song is to be part of the 10-12 minutes).  After each speech the student will receive written feedback on their presentation.  It is expected that each student will incorporate this feedback into their next speech.  Thus the expectations, and grading criteria, will be adjusted progressively for each presentation.  Grading will be based on:


- Gaining and holding the audience’s attention


- Connecting with the audience (eye contact, elocution)


- Content


- Time Management.

Quizzes:

A brief quiz will be given following my presentation of a topic area and song presentation.

Course Outline:

Jan 18

Orientation, Critical Thinking, Public Speaking

Jan 23

How Psychologists Gain Knowledge



Topic 1: Developmental Psychology
Jan 25

Lecture (Human Development)

Jan 30

Public Speaking



Professor’s presentations




- Eighteen  (Alice Cooper)

     


- Yesterday When I was Young (Roy Clark)

     


- My Way (Frank Sinatra)

Feb 1

Student Presentations

Feb 6

Student Presentations

Feb 8

Student Presentations



Topic 2: Emotions and Love

Feb 13

Lecture (Emotions & What is Love)



Professor’s Presentation: Where’ve You Been (Kathy Mattea)

Feb 15

Student Presentations

Feb 20

Student Presentations

Feb 22

Student Presentations



Topic 3: Learning and Education
Feb 27

Lecture (Psychology of Learning)



Professor’s Presentation: Flowers Are Red (Harry Chapin)

March 1
Student Presentations

March 6
Student Presentations

March 8
Student Presentations



Topic 4: Trauma and Mental Health
March 27
Lecture (Abnormal Psychology)



Professor’s Presentation: Objects In The Rear View Mirror May Appear 






     Closure Than They Are (Meat Loaf)

March 29
Student Presentations

April 3

Student Presentations

April 5

Student Presentations



Topic 5: Social Consciousness
April 10
Lecture (Social Psychology)



Professor’s Presentation: What Made America Famous (Harry Chapin)






     Imagine (John Lennon) 

April 12
Student Presentations

April 17
Student Presentations

April 19
Student Presentations



Topic 6: Self-Actualization
April 24
Lecture (Maslow and Rogers, Self-Actualization)



Professor’s Presentation: The Impossible Dream (Elvis Presley)

April 26
Student Presentations

May 1

Student Presentations

May 3

Student Presentations



Pulling It All Together

TBA (Final 
Professor’s Presentation: There Only Was One Choice (Harry Chapin)

Exam 

Class Discussion: Integration 

Meeting

Time)

I’m Eighteen
Written by Bruce/Cooper/Dunaway/Smith/Buxton
    Performed by Alice Cooper

Lines form on my face and hands
Lines form from the ups and downs
I'm in the middle without any plans
I'm a boy and I'm a man

I'm eighteen

and I don't know what I want

Eighteen

I just don't know what I want

Eighteen

I gotta get away

I gotta get out of this place

I'll go runnin in outer space

Oh yeah
I got a
baby's brain and an old man's heart
Took eighteen years to get this far
Don't always know what I'm talkin' about
Feels like I'm livin in the middle of doubt
Cause 

I'm eighteen

I get confused every day

Eighteen

I just don't know what to say

Eighteen

I gotta get away
Lines form on my face and my hands
Lines form on the left and right
I'm in the middle
the middle of life
I'm a boy and I'm a man

I'm eighteen and I LIKE IT

Yes I like it

Oh I like it

Love it

Like it

Love it

Eighteen!

Eighteen!

Eighteen!

Eighteen and I LIKE IT
Yesterday When I was Young

Written and Performed by Roy Clark

Yesterday when I was young
The taste of life was sweet as rain upon my tongue.
I teased at life as if it were a foolish game
The way the evening breeze may tease a candle flame.
The thousand dreams I dreamed, 
The splendid things I planned
I always built alas on weak and shifting sand.
I lived by night and shunned the naked light of the day
And only now I see how the years ran away.

Yesterday when I was young
So many happy songs were waiting to be sung
So many wild pleasures laid in store for me
And so much pain my dazzled eyes refused to see.
I ran so fast that time and youth at last ran out
I never stopped to think what life was all about
And every conversation I can now recall
Concerned itself with me and nothing else at all.

Yesterday the moon was blue
And every crazy day brought something new to do.
I used my magic age as if it were a wand
And never saw the waste and emptiness beyond.
The game of love I played with arrogance and pride
And every flame I lit too quickly, quickly died.
The friends I made all seemed somehow to drift away
And only I am left on stage to end the play.
There are so many songs in me that won't be sung,
I feel the bitter taste of tears upon my tongue.
The time has come for me to pay for yesterday
When I was young.

My Way

Written by Anka/Francois/Revaux

Performed by Frank Sinatra

And now, the end is near;
And so I face the final curtain.
My friend, I'll say it clear,
I'll state my case, of which I'm certain.

I've lived a life that's full.
I've traveled each and ev'ry highway;
And more, much more than this,
I did it my way.

Regrets, I've had a few;
But then again, too few to mention.
I did what I had to do
And saw it through without exemption.

I planned each charted course;
Each careful step along the byway,
But more, much more than this,
I did it my way.

Yes, there were times, I'm sure you knew
When I bit off more than I could chew.
But through it all, when there was doubt,
I ate it up and spit it out.
I faced it all and I stood tall;
And did it my way.

I've loved, I've laughed and cried.
I've had my fill; my share of losing.
And now, as tears subside,
I find it all so amusing.

To think I did all that;
And may I say - not in a shy way,
" Oh no, oh no not me,
I did it my way".

For what is a man, what has he got?
If not himself, then he has not.
To say the things he truly feels;
And not the words of one who kneels.
The record shows I took the blows -
And did it my way!

Where’ve You Been

Written by Vezner/Henry

Performed by Kathy Mattea

Claire had all but given up

When she and Edwin fell in love

She touched his face and shook her head

In disbelief she sighed and said

In many dreams I’ve held you near

Now at last you’re really here

Where’ve you been

I’ve looked for you forever and a day

Where’ve you been

I’m just not myself when you’re away

He asked her for her hand for life

And she became a salesman’s wife

He was home each night by eight

But one stormy evening he was late

Her frightened tears fell to the fall

Until his key turned in the door

Where’ve you been

I’ve looked for you forever and a day

Where’ve you been

I’m just not myself when you’re away

They never spent a night apart

For sixty years she heard him snore

Now they’re in a hospital

In separate beds on different floors

Claire soon lost her memory

Forgot the names of family

She never spoke a word again

Then one day they wheeled him in

He held her hand and stroke her head

In a fragile voice she said

Where’ve you been

I’ve looked for you forever and a day

Where’ve you been

I’m just not myself when you’re away

Flowers Are Red

Written and Performed by Harry Chapin
(Spoken)Your son marches to the beat of a different drummer, comma.
(Spoken)But don't worry,
(Spoken)We'll have him joining the parade by the end of the term

The little boy went first day of school
He got some crayons and started to draw
He put colors all over the paper
For colors was what he saw
And the teacher said.. What you doin' young man
I'm paintin' flowers he said
She said... It's not the time for art young man
And anyway flowers are green and red
There's a time for everything young man
And a way it should be done
You've got to show concern for everyone else
For you're not the only one

And she said...
Flowers are red young man
Green leaves are green
There's no need to see flowers any other way
Than they way they always have been seen

But the little boy said...
There are so many colors in the rainbow
So many colors in the morning sun
So many colors in the flower and I see every one

Well the teacher said.. You're sassy
There's ways that things should be
And you'll paint flowers the way they are
So repeat after me.....

And she said...
Flowers are red young man
Green leaves are green
There's no need to see flowers any other way
Than they way they always have been seen

But the little boy said...
There are so many colors in the rainbow
So many colors in the morning sun
So many colors in the flower and I see every one

Flowers Are Red (continued)


The teacher put him in a corner
She said “It's for your own good”
And you won't come out 'til you get it right
And are responding like you should
Well finally he got lonely
Frightened thoughts filled his head
And he went up to the teacher
And this is what he said.. and he said

Flowers are red, green leaves are green
There's no need to see flowers any other way
Than the way they always have been seen

Time went by like it always does
And they moved to another town
And the little boy went to another school
And this is what he found
The teacher there was smilin'
She said...Painting should be fun
And there are so many colors in a flower
So let's use every one

But that little boy painted flowers
In neat rows of green and red
And when the teacher asked him why
This is what he said.. and he said

Flowers are red, green leaves are green
There's no need to see flowers any other way
Than the way they always have been seen. 

But there still must be a way to have our children say . . .

There are so many colors in the rainbow
So many colors in the morning sun
So many colors in the flower and I see every one

Objects In The Rear View Mirror May Appear Closer Then They Are

Written by Jim Steinman

Performed by Meat Loaf

The skies were pure and the fields were green
And the sun was brighter than it's ever been
When I grew up with my best friend Kenny
We were close as any brothers than you ever knew
It was always summer and the future called
We were ready for adventures and we wanted them all
And there was so much left to dream
And so much time to make it real
But I can still recall the sting of all
The tears when he was gone
They said he crashed and burned
I know I'll never learn
Why any boy should die so young
We were racing, we were soldiers of fortune
We got in trouble but we sure got around
There are times I think I see him peeling out of the dark
I think he's right behind me now and he's gaining ground

But it was long ago and it was far away,

Oh God it seems so very far

And if life is just a highway, then the soul is just a car

And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are

And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are

And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are

And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And when the sun descended and the night arose
I heard my father cursing everyone he knows
He was dangerous and drunk and defeated
And corroded by failure and envy and hate
There were endless winters and the dreams would freeze
Nowhere to hide and no leaves on the trees
And my father's eyes were blank
As he hit me again and again and again
I know I still believe he'd never let me leave,
I had to run away alone
So many threats and fears, so many wasted years
Before my life became my own
And though the nightmares should be over
Some of the terrors are still intact
I'll hear that ugly coarse and violent voice
And then he grabs me from behind
And then he pulls me back
Objects In The Rear View Mirror May Appear Closer Then They Are (continued)


But it was long ago and it was far away,
Oh God it seems so very far
And if life is just a highway, then the soul is just a car
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are

There was a beauty living on the edge of town
And she always put the top up and the hammer down
And she taught me everything I'll ever know
About the mystery and the muscle of love
The stars would glimmer and the moon would glow
I'm in the back seat with my Julie like a Romeo
And the signs along the highway all said,
Caution! Kids At Play!
Those were the rights of spring and we did everything
There was salvation every night
We got our dreams reborn and our upholstery torn
But everything we tried was right
She used her body just like a bandage,
She used my body just like a wound
I'll probably never know where she disappeared
But I can see her rising up out of the back seat now
Just like an angel rising up from a tomb

But it was long ago and it was far away,
Oh God it seems so very far
And if life is just a highway, then the soul is just a car
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are
And objects in the rear view mirror may appear closer than they are

She used her body just like a bandage,
She used my body just like a wound
I'll probably never know where she disappeared
But I can see her rising up out of the back seat now

What Made America Famous

Written and Performed by Harry Chapin

It was the town that made America famous. 
The churches full and the kids all gone to hell. 
Six traffic lights and seven cops and all the streets kept clean. 
The supermarket and the drug store and the bars all doing well. 

They were the folks that made America famous. 
The local fire department stocked with shorthaired volunteers. 
And on Saturday night while America boozes 
The fire department showed dirty movies, 
The lawyer and the grocer seeing their dreams 
Come to life on the movie screens 
While the plumber hopes that he won't be seen 
As he tries to hide his fears and he wipes away his tears. 
But something's burning somewhere. Does anybody care? 

We were the kids that made America famous. 
The kind of kids that long since drove our parents to despair. 
We were lazy long hairs dropping our, lost confused, and copping out. 
Convinced our futures were in doubt and trying not to care. 

We lived in the house that made America famous. 
It was a rundown slum, the shame of all the decent folks in town. 
We hippies and some welfare cases, 
Crowded families of coal black faces, 
Cramped inside some cracked old boards, 
The best that we all could afford 
But still to nice for the rich landlord 
To tear it down and we could hear the sound 
Of something burning somewhere. Is anybody there? 

We all lived the life that made America famous. 
Our cops would make a point to shadow us around our town. 
And we love children put a swastika on the bright red firehouse door. 
America, the beautiful, it makes a body proud. 

And then came the night that made America famous. 
Was it carelessness or someone's sick idea of a joke. 
In the tinder box trap that we hippies lived in someone struck a spark. 
At first I thought I was dreaming, 
Then I saw the first flames gleaming 
And heard the sound of children screaming 
Coming through the smoke. That's when the horror broke. 
What Made America Famous (continued)

Something's burning somewhere. Does anybody care? 

It was the fire that made America famous. 
The sirens wailed and the firemen stumbled sleepy from their homes. 
And the plumber yelled: "Come on let's go!" 
But they saw what was burning and said: "Take it slow, 
Let'em sweat a little, they'll never know 
And besides, we just cleaned the chrome." 
Said the plumber: "Then I'm going alone." 

He rolled on up in the fire truck 
And raised the ladder to the ledge 
Where me and my girl and a couple of kids 
Were clinging like bats to the edge. 
We staggered to salvation, 
Collapsed on the street. 
And I never thought that a fat man's face 
Would ever look so sweet. 

I shook his hand in the scene that made America famous
And a smile from the heart that made America great
You see we spent the rest of that night in the home of a man I'd never known before. 
It's funny when you get that close it's kind of hard to hate. 

I went to sleep with the hope that made America famous. 
I had the kind of a dream that maybe they're still trying to teach in school. 
Of the America that made America famous...and 
Of the people who just might understand 
That how together yes we can 
Create a country better than 
The one we have made of this land, 
We have a choice to make each man 
who dares to dream, reaching out his hand 
A prophet or just a crazy God damn 
Dreamer of a fool - yes a crazy fool 

There's something burning somewhere. 
Does anybody care? 
Is anybody there?
Imagine
Written and Performed by John Lennon
Imagine there's no heaven
It's easy if you try
No hell below us
Above us only sky
Imagine all the people
Living for today... 

Imagine there's no countries
It isn't hard to do
Nothing to kill or die for
And no religion too
Imagine all the people
Living life in peace... 

You may say I'm a dreamer
But I'm not the only one
I hope someday you'll join us
And the world will be as one 

Imagine no possessions
I wonder if you can
No need for greed or hunger
A brotherhood of man
Imagine all the people
Sharing all the world... 

You may say I'm a dreamer
But I'm not the only one
I hope someday you'll join us
And the world will live as one 

The Impossible Dream

Written by Leigh/Darion

Performed by Elvis Presley

To dream the impossible dream 
To fight the unbeatable foe
To bear the unbearable sorrow
To run where the brave dare not go

To right the un-rightable wrong
To be better far than you are
To try when your arms are too weary
The reach the unreachable star

This is my quest, to follow that star
No matter how hopeless,
No matter how far
To fight for the right
Without question or pause
To be willing to march into hell
For a heavenly cause

And I know if I'll only be true
To this glorious quest
That my heart will be peaceful and calm
When I'm laid to my rest

And the world would be better for this
That one man scorned and covered with scars
Still strove with his last ounce of courage
To reach the unreachable star

There Only Was One Choice

Written and Performed by Harry Chapin

There's a kid out on my corner -- hear him strumming like a fool 
Shivering in his dungarees -- but still he's going to school 
His cheeks are made of peach fuzz -- his hopes may be the same 
But he's signed up as a soldier out to play the music game 

There are fake patches on his jacket -- he's used bleach to fade his jeans 
With a brand new stay pressed shirt -- and some creased and wrinkled dreams 
His face a blemish garden -- but his eyes are virgin clear 
His voice is Chicken Little's -- But he's hearing Paul Revere 

When he catches himself giggling -- he forces up a sneer 
Though he'd rather have a milk shake -- he keeps forcing down the beer 
Just another folkie -- late in coming down the pike 
Riding his guitar -- he left Kid brother with his bike 

And he's got Guthrie running in his bones 
He's the hobo kid who's left his home 
And his Beatles records and the Rolling Stones 
This boy is staying acoustic.
There's Seeger singing in his heart 
He hopes his songs will somehow start 
To heal the cracks that split apart 
America gone plastic 

And now there's Dylan dripping from his mouth 
He's hitching himself way down south 
To learn a little black and blues 
From old street men who paid their dues 
'Cause they knew they had nothing to lose 
They knew it 
So they just got to it 

With cracked old Gibsons and red clay shoes 
Playing 1-4-5 chords like good news 
And cursed with skin that calls for blood 
They put their face and feet in mud 
But oh they learned the music from way down there 
The real ones learn it somewhere 

Strum your guitar -- sing it kid 
Just write about your feelings -- not the things you never did 
Inexperience -- it once had cursed me 
But your youth is no handicap -- it's what makes you thirsty 
There Only Was One Choice (continued)


Hey, kid you know you can hear your footsteps as you're kicking up the dust 
And the rustling in the shadows tells you secrets you can trust 
The capturing of whispers is the way to write a song 
It's when you get to microphones the music can go wrong 

You can't see the audience with spotlights in your eyes 
Your feet can't feel the highway from where the Lear jet flies
When you glide in silent splendor in your padded limousines 
Only you are crying there behind the silver screen 
Now you battle dragons -- but they'll all turn into frogs 
When you grab the wheel of fortune -- you get caught up in the cog

First your art turns into craft -- then the yahoos start to laugh 
Then you'll hear the jackals howl 'cause they love to watch the fall 
They're the lost ones out there feeding on the wounded and the bleeding 
They always are the first to see the cracks upon the walls 

When I started this song I was still thirty-three 
The age that Mozart died and sweet Jesus was set free 
Keats and Shelley too soon finished, Charley Parker would be 
And I fantasized some tragedy'd be soon curtailing me 

Well just today I had my birthday -- I made it thirty-four 
Mere mortal, not immortal, not star-crossed anymore 
I've got this problem with my aging I no longer can ignore 
A tame and toothless tabby can't produce a lion's roar 

And I can't help being frightened on these midnight afternoons 
When I ask the loaded questions -- Why does winter come so soon? 
And where are all the golden girls that I was singing for 
The daybreak chorus of my dreams serenades no more 

Yeah the minute man is going soft -- the mirror's on the shelf 
Only when the truth's up there -- can you fool yourself 
I am the aged jester -- who won't gracefully retire 
A clumsy clown without a net caught staggering on the high wire 

Yesterday's a collar that has settled round my waist 
Today keeps slipping by me, it leaves no aftertaste 
Tomorrow is a daydream, the future's never true 
Am I just a fading fire or a breeze passing through? 

There Only Was One Choice (continued)


Hello my Country 
I once came to tell everyone your story
Your passion was my poetry 
And your past my most potent glory 
Your promise was my prayer 
Your hypocrisy my nightmare 
And your problems fill my present 
Are we both going somewhere? 

Step right up young lady -- Your two hundred birthdays make you old if not senile
And we see the symptoms there in your rigor mortis smile 
With your old folks eating dog food and your children eating paint 
While the pirates own the flag and sell us sermons on restraint 

And while blood's the only language that your deaf old ears can hear 
And still you will not answer with that message coming clear 
Does it mean there's no more ripples in your tired old glory stream 
And the buzzards own the carcass of your dream? 

B*U*Y Centennial 
Sell 'em pre-canned laughter 
America Perennial 
Sing happy ever after

There's a Dance Band on the Titanic 
Singing Nearer My God to Thee 
And the iceberg's on the starboard bow 
Won't you dance with me 

Yes I read it in the New York Times 
That was on the stands today 
It said that dreams were out of fashion 
We'll hear no more empty promises 
There'll be no more wasted passions 
To clutter up our play 

It really was a good sign 
The words went on to say 
It shows that we are growing up 
In oh so many healthy ways 
And I told myself this is 
Exactly where I'm at 
But I don't much like thinking about that 
There Only Was One Choice (continued)


Harry -- are you really so naive 
You can honestly believe 
That the country's getting better 
When all you do is let her alone 
Harry -- Can you really be surprised 
when it's there before your eyes 
when you hold the knife that carves her 
you live the life that starves her to the bone 

Good dreams don't come cheap 
You've got to pay for them
If you just dream when you're asleep 
There is no way for them 
to come alive 
to survive 

It's not enough to listen -- it's not enough to see 
When the hurricane is coming on it's not enough to flee 
It's not enough to be in love -- we hide behind that word 
It's not enough to be alive when your future's been deferred 

What I've run through my body, what I've run through my mind 
My breath's the only rhythm -- and the tempo is my time 
My enemy is hopelessness -- my ally honest doubt 
The answer is a question that I never will find out 

Is music propaganda -- should I boogie, Rock and Roll 
Or just an early warning system hitched up to my soul 
Am I observer or participant or huckster of belief 
Making too much of a life so mercifully brief? 

So I stride down sunny streets and the band plays back my song 
They're applauding at my shadow long after I am gone 
Should I hold this wistful notion that the journey is worthwhile 
Or tiptoe cross the chasm with a song and a smile 

Well I got up this morning -- I don't need to know no more 
It evaporated nightmares that had boiled the night before 
With every new day's dawning my kid climbs in my bed 
And tells the cynics of the board room your language is dead 

There Only Was One Choice (continued)


And as I wander with my music through the jungles of despair 
My kid will learn guitar and find his street corner somewhere 
There he'll make the silence listen to the dream behind the voice 
And show his minstrel Hamlet daddy that there only was one choice 

Strum your guitar -- sing it kid 
Just write about your feelings -- not the things you never did
Inexperience -- it once had cursed me 
But your youth is no handicap -- it's what makes you thirsty, hey kid 

Strum your guitar -- sing it kid 
Just write about your feelings -- not the things you never did 

There's a Dance Band on the Titanic 
Singing Nearer My God to Thee 
And the iceberg's on the starboard bow 
Won't you dance with me… 

