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1. The Great British Bake Off (with Brian Bauers, Ashley M. Bauers,                                         
Anil Melwani & Steve Doyle) 3:45 


2. Reprise of “Difficult Man” (with Lorenza Ponce on violin)  :45

3. As Close To Flying (with Sally Fingerett of The Four Bitchin’ Babes) 5:10

4. Jane (with Frank Christian on nylon string guitar) 5:31

5. The Bends (with Brian Bauers, Maude Maggart, Julie Garnye, Robin Batteau) 6:12

6. Yonder Blue (with Lisa Gutkin on violin) 3:24

7. If I Could Be Sonja Henie (featuring Marty Laster on violin)  3:16

8. For Carolyn/Something Beautiful (with Pat Crawford Brown and David Lutken) 6:31

9. Roses From The Wrong Man  3:58

10. The Kind Of Love You Never Recover From (with Brian Bauers and Robin Batteau) 4:38

11. Happy Divorce Day (with Robin Batteau on violin) 3:01

12. Jagged Hearts (with The Metropolitan Opera String Quartet) 4:08

13. Sensitive New Age Guys (with John Gorka, Joe Virga, Cliff Eberhardt, David Roth, Willie 

Nininger, Eugene Nininger, David Massengill, David Buskin, and Robin Batteau)  3:44

14. Surprise! Winter In Manhattan by The Accidentals 4:12

15. The Liar Tweets Tonight by Christine & The Callithumpians 1:19

16. What Was I Thinking? by The Four Bitchin’ Babes with Mary Travers  4:00

17. Good Thing He Can’t Read My Mind by The Mystery Gay Men’s Chorus  2:57

18. The Dakota (with Andy Teirstein on viola)  4:32

19. Space Between Rings (with Mark Dann on bass and synthesizer) 1:40

20. Cary Grant, Esther Williams, Tom Cruise & The Romance Of The Gun 3:25
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1. THE GREAT BRITISH BAKE OFF


A N I L   M E L W A N I   C E L L O   S O L O 


When my temperature is rising

to a level of slow burn 

when Donald Trump’s behavior drives me

past the point of no return

There is only one thing out there

that can cool my temper down

it’s British, educational . . . 

no I’m not speaking of The Crown . . .
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SPOKEN: That was an excellent series  
John Lithgow transformed himself to play Churchill


I love Absolutely Fabulous

Downton Abbey too

Timewatch opened up my eyes

as the BBC will often do


But there’s a TV show

with bumblebees and prancing sheep

it’s the only thing that calms me down

enough so I can sleep . . . 


Sleep sleep sleep she never gets to sleep

In these troubled times she never gets to sleep


Unless I watch the . . . 

Great British Bake Off

starring Mary starring Paul

beloved British bakers

who have baked and seen it all


Sue and Mel keep things light

if the kitchen gets too hot

there’s flour, yeast, elbow grease
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and something scrumptious in that pot

There’s technical challenges

that test each baker’s skills

there’s showstoppers

but of course

there are also spills


trifles! floating islands!

puff pastry! petit fours!

oh the wonders that await us all

behind those oven doors 


But one by one contestants

make some bad mistake

the dreaded soggy bottom

or a sad madeira cake


oh the heartache oh the tension

as each weekend there’s one less   

we fall in love with all of them

do we want them each to win? 


Yes! Yes! Yes! 

Yes! Yes! Yes!

Yes! Yes! Yes!
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But on the gingham altar

their work is scrutinized and judged

breads, meringues, biscottis

excellence cannot be fudged


one is named star baker

while one baker must leave

they’re hugged and kissed

they will be missed

as many viewers grieve


SPOKEN: Ruby’s vegetarian picnic basket  
was a thing of beauty!


breadsticks! english muffins!

black forest gatteau!

baked Alaska! arlettes! baguettes!

povitica! philo dough!

biscuits! buns! spelt!

suet pudding! tweels and tarts!

tiramisu! eclaires! pies!

entremets win our hearts


Donald Trump can’t get to me

when there are such scrummy treats
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as Charlotte Russe

chocolate mousse

better than a dummy’s tweets


pitas! flaounss! vol-au-vents!

what these Brits can make 

mockatines God save the queen

on your mark, get set, bake! 


If politics drives you

past the point of no return        

if your temperature is rising

to a level of slow burn                       


there’s a tent in a field

there are bumblebees and sheep

watch the Great British Bake Off

and if you’re lucky you will fall asleep 

in these trying times

you will fall asleep . . .

in these troubled times

you will fall asleep . . . 

in these trumped up times

you will fall asleep
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“The Great British Bake Off” 

© 2018 Christine Lavin Music (ASCAP)

Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar

Anil Melwani:  cello

Steve Doyle: bass

Ashley M. Bauers: cameo vocals

Brian Bauers: harmony 
vocals, engineer, and 
producer


“The Great British 
Bake-Off” is one of 
the few TV shows that 
can calm me down 
after a horrendous day 
of political news. (The 
film, “Coco,” also has 
a great calming effect 
when I find myself 
looking with longing at the ledge). What I love about this British 
baking program is that these are regular folks, and the grand 
prize isn’t money — it’s a beautiful plate and bragging rights.  On 
your mark, get set . . . BAKE! 

I made a video: “Great British Bake-Off” vimeo.com/246919458


2. Reprise of I WAS IN LOVE WITH A DIFFICULT MAN


© Christine Lavin Music (ASCAP), from 
the 2002 album of the same name. 


http://vimeo.com/246919458


 


� �8

This is the instrumental reprise of the song, which features 
violinist Lorenza 
Ponce. Over the 
past 17 years she 
has gone on to 
have a wonderful 
career, and now 
performs with Jon 
Bon Jovi (who still 
has that 
strategically 
tousled hairstyle).


The producer of 
this album was 
Steve Rosenthal, owner of The Magic Shop recording studio in 
SoHo. He recognized Lorenza’s talent early on, and I was lucky 

to get to record with 
her.  She also played 
on, “What Was I 
Thinking? The Dance 
Mix,” that closes out 
my live album, LIVE AT 
THE CACTUS CAFE  — 
also recorded by Steve 
at The Magic Shop in 
SoHo, which has since 
closed its doors.  
Manhattan rent is just 
too damn high! 
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[THE CAST OF ‘COCO’ REMINDS YOU THAT ALL THE 
LINKS IN THIS DOCUMENT ARE LIVE. CLICK ON THEM!] 

Steve has worked on projects with the Ramones, Foo Fighters, 
and Coldplay, among many others. He has won four Grammys 
for archival projects for Woody Guthrie, Frank Sinatra, and The 
Rolling Stones (and that’s got to be the first time those three 
names have appeared in the same sentence).  In 2016 he opened 
a new space in Brooklyn, MARS NYC, Magic Shop Archival and 
Restoration Studios. In the last year alone he has worked with 
the New York Public Library to digitize its Lou Reed collection. 
magicshopny.com 


You can hear a new arrangement of “I Was In Love With A 
Difficult Man,” that I cut together with mastering engineer Phil 
Klum. Originally these two pieces bookended the album of the 
same title, and I had hoped that someday they’d be joined 
together. On that album the reprise was part of the last song, 
“Looked Good On Paper,” so that’s why we modulated “Looked 
Good On Paper” before the final verse, so that it would be in the 
same key as “Difficult Man,” in case down the road these two 
pieces of the song were joined. 


Hey Steve — look, now they are: 

“I Was In Love With A Difficult Man . . . with Reprise”


vimeo.com/341124498 

http://magicshopny.com
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3. AS CLOSE TO FLYING


Her arms are outstretched 

in a dancer's pose


her gaze is sure and steady now

she’s pointed her toes
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the blades of her skates 

gleam like platinum

this photo was snapped in '36

her moment in the sun

her medals and her trophies 

and ribbons on display

with handmade beaded outfits 

that were the fashion of her 
day


She skated 'round the world

she put on quite a show


she came as close to flying

                                             as one could ever know


The camera caught them

in mid-air in 1961

here they look invincible

so full of life and fun

so young and brave and 
hopeful

as they take that mighty leap

into the unforgiving void

so silent and so deep
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the world was shocked and saddened

by the unexpected fall

but their smiles are framed forever here

on this museum wall


They skated 'round the world

they put on quite a show

they came as close to flying

as two could ever know


A hundred yards away on the Broadmoor rink

a tiny blur of a skater pushes herself to the brink

of exhaustion and delirium 

as she gives it one more try

and for one fleeting moment she can fly

oh look at her fly


Now it's nighttime in New York

I'm on the rink in Central Park

there are no Olympians

skating in the dark

but 'round and 'round we go

to a Gershwin tune

oh, it feels so good to be gliding here

beneath a winter moon
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I wish that I could jump

I wish that I could spin

I wish that I could always stay

in this mood I'm in


I am skating 'round the rink

I am racing with the snow

this is as close to flying

as I have come to know


I am skating 'round the rink

I am racing with the snow

this is as close to flying

as I have come to know

as close to flying

as close to flying

this is as close to flying


© Christine Lavin Music (ASCAP) from the 1995 album BUY ME BRING 
ME TAKE ME DON’T MESS MY HAIR!!! LIFE ACCORDING TO FOUR 

BITCHIN’ BABES, VOLUME 2 

(along with Sally Fingerett, Megon McDonough, and Julie Gold)


                                  Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar

            Sally Fingerett: vocal                              Jon Gordon: guitar

            David Kumin: electric piano                         Zev Katz: bass

            Produced by Steve Rosenthal at The Magic Shop in SoHo
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(Jon Gordon has a thriving music business, has worked with 
Suzanne Vega and Madonna jongordon-music.com/jon.  David 
Kumin has worked with Julie Gold, Chandler Travis and more. 
Zev Katz played with Pavarotti, Judy Collins, and Paul Simon 
zevkatz.com. Jon, David, and Zev are as busy as ever.)  

 
I started writing the song in a hotel room in Colorado Springs, 
had the first four lines written even before I got to the Figure 
Skating Hall of Fame Museum there. In those lines I described a 
photo that I hadn’t seen, so when I got there I searched for a 
photo of a skater posed as I described — and I found it: Sonja 
Henie, a photo snapped in 1936.  I finished that first verse.


Then I knew the second verse would be about a pair of skaters 
— it made sense to go from a single skater, to a pair — so I 

http://jongordon-music.com/jon
http://zevkatz.com
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walked round and round the museum seeking out just photos of 
pairs.  I kept coming back to a pair where both were doing what I 
think is called a “reindeer” jump — the forward leg is bent at the 
knee, the back leg is straight.  The young man and young woman 
in the photo both seemed focused on something in the distance, 
and there’s no mistaking the sheer exhilaration and joy on their 
faces.  That’s what kept bringing me back to that photo. 


The names on it were Maribel Owen and Dudley Richards and 
the picture was snapped in 1961. I didn’t know what to write 
about them, so I asked the curator of the museum who they 
were, to give me an idea of where the lyric could go.


She frowned when I asker her, and she asked if I was sure I 
wanted to write about them. I told her yes, I was sure, I had just 
spent a long time looking at all the pairs of skaters on the walls, 
and I kept being drawn back to their photo, so there was no 
doubt in my mind, they were the ones.


She then told me they were part of the 1961 US Figure skating 
team who all died in a plane crash on their way to the World 
Championships in Prague.  She said that Maribel and Dudley 
were in love, and that he had told his close friends that after the 
Worlds he was going to propose marriage, (though she added 
that that was the story she had heard, and wasn’t sure if it was 
true).  But the plane from Idlewild (now JFK) crashed in Brussels, 
killing all onboard, including tha entire Figure Skating team.  


At first I thought there was no way I could write about that, it was 
just too sad, so I circled the museum again and again to find 
another pair of skaters.  But I kept being drawn back to them, I 
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knew it had to be them. So I figured out a way to write about 
them without being specific. There are some people who will hear 
this song and think they took a bad fall in a competition, but 
figure skating fans will know.


So there I was, mid-song, not knowing where it would lead me 
next, and I decided to take a break and go watch the skaters at 
the Broadmoor Rink, attached to this museum by a covered 
walkway.


And that’s where I saw a tiny slip of a girl who could spin so fast 
she looked like a hummingbird on ice. Her name is Leslie Hicks.  
I struck up a conversation with her mother, who told me her 
daughter had Olympic sized dreams, I wrote her name down and 
followed her progress for the next couple of years. Unfortunately, 
injuries to her ankles ended her skating career.  I only got to 
watch her that one afternoon  — the rink was crowded with many 
skaters — but she’s the one you couldn’t take your eyes off.  


I wonder how her life turned out. I wrote to skating organizations 
and publications, but no luck finding Leslie Hicks. At that time all 
she lived for was skating, even being home schooled so that she 
could put all her energy into it.  It was one of those brief chance 
encounters that ends up in a song.  I hope she found something 
that got her as excited and focused as figure skating did. If you 
know her, could you write to me at christinelavin.com and let 
us know what she’s up to?


The last verse of the song is about skating at Wollman Rink in 
Central Park. My long-time love was an enthusiastic skater and 
skier and mountain climber and bicyclist — the only sport I could 

http://christinelavin.com
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keep up with him on was skating.  One night it was freezing cold, 
the ice was crowded as giant snowflakes swirled and drifted 
through the midnight blue sky. Manhattan’s skyline twinkled all 
around us under that wintry moon, as Gershwin’s “Rhapsody In 
Blue” blared from the speakers surrounding the rink.  


Many years later, watching American figure skater Nathan Chen 
in the 2018 Winter Olympics, I thought about this song that I had 
written so long ago. I looked around the internet, found some 
video of Maribel and Dudley (with commentary by none other 
than Dick Button) and made a video for this song. 


I was never able to find the exact photos that I had seen at the 
Broadmoor museum (Sonja Henie’s dancer’s pose, or the 
“reindeer” jump of Dudley and Maribel) but I found an 
appropriate one of Sonja, and another where Maribel and Dudley 
are off the ground.  


By coincidence that same week in 2018 the New York Times ran 
a story about Maribel Vinson Owen, who coached skaters on the 
US Olympic team and tragically died in that plane crash. Here’s 
the article:


nytimes.com/2018/02/21/insider/olympic-figure-skater-first-
female-sportswriter-for-the-times.html 

I re-read it and the comments that followed, forgetting that I had 
written a comment myself, and it’s still up at the site:




https://www.nytimes.com/2018/02/21/insider/olympic-figure-skater-first-female-sportswriter-for-the-times.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/02/21/insider/olympic-figure-skater-first-female-sportswriter-for-the-times.html
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Figure skaters are the poets and impossible dreamers of the 
athletic world. I don’t know how their young bodies endure such 
punishment and strain in their pursuit of excellence and Olympic 
glory.  I hope it’s all worth it.


“As Close To Flying” 
youtube.com/watch?v=1oIIEIc66gc 






The Four Bitchin’ Babes in the mid-90s: Megon McDonough, 

Sally Fingerett, Julie Gold, and me.


4. JANE 


Last time I saw her was 1969

a sophomore in high school

the oldest childhood friend of mine

we grew up together

on the grounds of a private school


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1oIIEIc66gc
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both our dads were teachers

but we pretended that we were cool



When she was four years old

she wore lipstick and plastic high heels

strutted around the campus

I thought she was a very, very big deal

though I was one year older

she was so much bolder

when the school went bankrupt

we parted but I told her

we'd be friends for all time

that was 1969


What are we doing with our lives?

I can see the disappointment in your eyes

you look like one of those society wives

Oh Jane


I was at the Indianapolis airport

checking my machine

when I heard your message

"Guess who this is, Christine?

a voice from your past

getting back in touch

I'm coming to New York next week
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I want to see you so much"


I was stunned, I called her

we laughed just like old times

picked up where we both left off

In 1969

talked about the passing years

made plans to rendezvous

aw, Jane, it was so good

yo hear from you


What are we doing with our 
lives?

I can see the disappointment in 
your eyes


you look like one of those society wives

Oh Jane


You arrive at my apartment

we laugh and hug and squeal

say that we both look the same

when we both know that's not for real

we bring each other up to date

both our dads are gone

marvel at how well

our moms have carried on
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You're not surprised at how I live

you say you always knew

I would not take the beaten path

I had thought the same for you

what happened to that little girl

who bent all the rules

the four year old in lipstick

raising hell at that private school


What are we doing with our lives

I can see the disappointment in your eyes

You look like one of those society wives

Jane


You show me pictures of your second 
husband

your horses and your kids

though outwardly you're happy

I suspect you're keeping a tight lid

I take you to a restaurant

recommended by the Times

we order a la carte

wash it down with wine

we drink a toast to 1969
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Your words are tumbling

too fast for me to hear

the past and present are colliding

you look close to tears

but you do not break

you laugh and joke

then take another sip

I pretend not to see

that tremble in your lip


What are we doing with our lives?

I can see the disappointment in your eyes

you look like one of those society wives

Jane


I put you in a taxi

it begins to rain

I hug you it was so good

to finally see you Jane

you drive off and I feel guilty

because I know

I could have probed much deeper

but you said you had to go


What made you place that phone call
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are you longing for the past

are you grasping for the friendship

teenagers think will last

are you the girl that I remember

are you the woman that I see

are you as confused

when you look at me


What are we doing with our lives

I can see the disappointment in your eyes

you look like one of those society wives

Oh Jane


“Jane” © CL2 (ASCAP) From the 1995 album 

PLEASE DON’T MAKE ME TOO HAPPY


Christine Lavin: vocal, nylon string guitar

Frank Christian: electric nylon string guitar, 

triplet acoustic nylon string guitar

Zev Katz: bass

Carol Steele: percussion

Howard Prince: trombone     

Produced by Steve Rosenthal


When you see your best friend from 
childhood decades later, it’s always a smack 
upside the head. My friend Jane seemed to 
be another person altogether . . . but we’ve 
stayed in touch, and I’m happy to tell you 
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that my impression of 
her that afternoon in 
Manhattan may have 
been wrong.  Here she 
is today, a doting 
grandmother to a 

growing brood. I’m so glad we 
reconnected. Jane writes, “I was 
struggling when you saw me. The sadness 

was true, but it’s behind me now, I was able to pick myself up by 
the bootstraps and move on. Family and friends are so 
important.”   Amen, Jane. 

 

On guitar was Frank Christian, who 
was acknowledged as the best 
guitarist on the Greenwich Village folk 
scene.  He toured often with Nanci 
Griffith, and he was also good friends 
with Dave Van Ronk. Frank’s playing 

graced many recordings, though he only 
made a handful of his own albums. Frank was one of the funniest 
people I ever knew, though on stage he was all business, a 
serious jazz cat. Here’s one of his most popular tunes that 
showed off his guitar chops and his voice.  He is missed by so 
many on the music scene. 


“Where Were You Last Night?” by Frank Christian 
youtube.com/watch?v=_UBUO-FUSuk 

Carol Steele has been traveling the world as a percussionist — 
afrocubaweb.com/carolsteele/carolsteele.htm  


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_UBUO-FUSuk
http://afrocubaweb.com/carolsteele/carolsteele.htm
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Yay, Carol — Percussion diplomacy!


5. THE BENDS


Days are getting shorter

shadows growing longer

the temperature is falling

his resolve is growing 
stronger

he closes all the curtains

shuts the windows tight

throws an extra log into the 
fireplace tonight

he falls asleep while 

reading books on scuba divers suffering from the bends

in the morning goes to work

a job he hates but he's learned to pretend


Nights are getting longer

days are growing short

again she had that dream about

the child she aborted

standing in the penthouse

waiting for the elevator

it opened, there he stood

she was so afraid he'd hate her
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he wrapped his arms around her said

you did not have a clue what you had done

after all the years gone by

who knew that you would be the lonely one


The longer that you live

the less you want to hide

but you keep on gazing straight ahead

keep most of it inside

people who look at you

assume you have conformed

they judge you by your politics

and by your uniform

then one night you dream you're knocking

on the cathedral door

you want to confess to someone

but you don't trust the clergy anymore


The darkness is approaching

the light is growing dim

you swim the line of demarcation

humming ancient hymns

the more you see things clearly

the less you understand

and all of your ambition

amounts to a grain of sand
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you hold your breath and close your eyes

and wonder if the best is yet to be

or have dreams morphed to nightmares

rolling out into the angry sea


The day is getting shorter

The night is growing longer

the acorns are falling

he brews his coffee stronger

closes all the curtains

locks the windows tight

throws an extra log

Into the fireplace 

tonight


“The Bends” © Christine Lavin Music (ASCAP) from the 2005 album 
folkZinger


Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar

Steve Doyle: bass

Brian Bauers: harmony vocal, piano

Maude Maggart: harmony vocal

Julie Garnye: harmony vocal

Robin Batteau: harmony vocal and violin


Vocalists on this song include Maude Maggart and Julie Garnye.  
Maude, who specializes in the Great American Songbook, is one 
of my favorite singers.  She comes from a family of talented 
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performers, artists, and writers based in Los Angeles, is a new 
mom, rarely performs these days. But if you ever have a chance 
to see her, don’t miss her! There are very few artists like her in the 
world.  maudemaggart.com 


Julie Garnye is a singer I met at Jim Caruso’s Cast Party at 
Birdland that happens every Monday night at 9:30 PM (an open 
mic for people in the business of show).  She is currently in the 
wildly popular national tour of “Come From Away,” and is also a 
spectacular singer and actor.  juliegarnye.com 


You probably know Robin Batteau by now — also one of the 
most gifted musicians working today.  He plays guitar and violin, 
writes and sings unforgettable songs, like “Guinevere,” and “The 
Boy With The Violin.”  robinbatteau.com 


Most of my songs are transparent, but this one isn’t because it 
came to me in a dream. 


http://maudemaggart.com
http://juliegarnye.com
http://robinbatteau.com
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6. YONDER BLUE 

I see on the news 
it's raining in London 
forty-six degrees 
I hope you packed your raincoat darlin' 
a scarf to protect you from that chilly breeze 
I'm lookin' at the balmy Pacific 
a kickline of palm trees  
oh you're in London 
it's raining 
forty-six degrees 

I read in the paper it's foggy in Paris 
they forecast scattered showers 
I picture you standing in a light drizzle 
at the base of the Eiffel Tower 
I am due to arrive in Vancouver 
In about a couple of hours 
oh you're in Paris it's foggy  
expecting scattered showers 

 Half a world away are we 
 I worry about you constantly 

 Are you dry? 
 Are you warm? 
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 Are you safe from the storm? 
 Are you taking your vitamins regularly? 
 I’d trade all I've got to be with you 
 that's something you have not asked me to do 
 so I travel around, I barely touch down 
 when you call from yonder blue 

     L I S A        G U T K I N     V I O L I N       S O L O  

The pilot says it’s warm and sunny in New York 
skies are crystal clear 
I'm descending from the West 
you're descending from the East 
please let this be our year 
I can't wait to see your face 
hold your sweet body near 
oh it's warm and it's sunny  
in New York City 
skies are crystal clear 
the future looks rosy let's get cozy 
hey stranger . . . over here 

“Yonder Blue” © Christine Lavin ASCAP  
BMG Rights Management, Reservoir Media 
Management Inc. from the 1990 album ATTAINABLE LOVE 
Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar 
Lisa Gutkin: violin 
Mark Dann: bass 
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Percussion: Marshal Rosenberg 
Mark Dann continues to record music, produce and master 
albums up in the Woodstock area. Marshal Rosenberg toured for 
many years with the Bacon Brothers, and continues to work 
regularly with Buskin & Batteau, Jim Dawson, and other singer/

songwriters.   

Lisa Gutkin performs with the 
Klezmatics, appeared in the film, “Sex & 
The City,” when The Klezmatics was the 
band to play at Charlotte’s wedding to 
Harry. She also wrote music for and 
played violin in the original cast of the 
two-time Tony Award winning Broadway 
musical, “Indecent.”  lisagutkin.com  

This song of mine is one that I know has 
brought sweethearts together. I’ve gotten 
wonderful emails from people who’ve 
told me personal stories, and recently at 
a concert a couple told me it is their 

“theme song.” They both travel with their jobs and schedule 
rendezvous around the planet, and their favorite thing is to meet 
at airports where the first one to spy the other says,  
“Hey stranger . . . over here.”   

I started writing this on a treadmill at a hotel gym in LA, with 
perfect weather and palm trees right below the windows.  My 
long-time love was in London, and the international weather 
report was on the gym’s giant screen, reporting that it was chilly 
and rainy over there. I always worried about him travelling alone.  

http://lisagutkin.com
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He was older than me, and had to take medicine every day.  In 
the song I changed that to “vitamins” because singing “medicine” 
would make me look too much like a worrier.  Which I am. 

7. IF I COULD BE 
SONJA HENIE

MARTY LASTER SOLO

Oh if I could spend my 
life in the movies
I'd relive black and 
white celluloid dreams
my favorites of all 
starred Sonja Henie
the perennial winter 
carnival queen

Oh the plots were not what you'd call complicated
though the music and the costumes were divine
Sonja skated her way in and out of our hearts
skated her way into time
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The men wore tuxedos then
the women wore beaded gowns
every night was spent
painting the town
another shade of red
not blue
oh if I could be Sonja Henie
I'd pretend that her leading man was you

M A R T Y    L A S T E R    V I O L I N    S O L O

Men wore tuxedos
women beaded gowns
every night was spent
painting the town
another shade of red
never blue
oh if I could be Sonja Henie
I'd pretend that her leading man was you
If I can be Sonja Henie
I'll pretend her leading man is you

“If I Can Be Sonja Henie” © CL2 (ASCAP) from the 1983 album ANOTHER 
WOMAN’S MAN, re-released on the 2000 album THE BELLEVUE YEARS 

Christine Lavin: guitar and vocal
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Marty Laster: arrangement/playing of all the violins

Back in 1981 a figure 
skater named Elaine 
Zayak was the US 
national champion, and 
in 1982, World 
Champion.  I love figure 
skating, saw an 
interview with her after 
she won the Worlds, 
where she was asked 
what her plans and 

dreams were? She didn’t hesitate — stated that she dreamed of 
making movies like Sonja Henie did many years ago.

Sonja Henie was a Norwegian three time Olympic champion and 
a 10 time World Champion back in the 1920s and ‘30s, then 
made some sweet movies in Hollywood.  The films were always 
fluff, but good fluff, and there was usually a winter carnival and 
the crowning of a winter carnival queen.  One perfect example is, 
“My Lucky Star,” where Sonja is as poor as a church mouse, but 
works at the fancy Cabot’s Department Store in NYC. 

The store owner enrolls her in college, thinking of her as a “living 
mannequin” (to get her away from Cesar Romero, his married son 
with a roving eye). To pay for her college tuition all she has to do 
is change sporting outfits every few hours. When admiring 
students would ask her where she got her clothes, she’d tell them 
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“Why, Cabot’s Department Store, of course!”  In case you’ve been 
wondering what a living mannequin does, that’s it.

But the plan backfires! Not knowing that Sonja is poor and 
working her way through college by changing outfits seven times 
a day, the other students think she is a haughty clothes horse and 
mock her behind her back.  Even Buddy Ebsen makes fun of her!  
Poor Sonja!

But there’s a winter carnival and the college needs a great skater 
to be crowned winter carnival queen, so the truth comes out, 
Sonja is crowned, carried off on the shoulders of her classmates, 
and all is forgiven.  

One line in my song at first puzzled me (sometimes I write lines 
that aren’t revealed til later).  The line is, “Sonja skated her way in 
and out of our hearts/skated her way into time.”  I kept looking at 
that line and wondering what I meant.  She skated in and out of 
our hearts? Really?

I did some research after I wrote the song and saw that she had 
some questionable political connections, and that later in life 
some unhappy years.  Ultimately she was again embraced by her 
countrymen, all was forgiven, but her life wasn’t anywhere near as 
rosy as her films were.  

I have never performed this song live, because when I recorded it 
back in 1983 a musician named Marty Laster wrote and recorded 
the violin parts, which is something I always wanted for this song, 
though I didn’t have the skill to write an arrangement myself, and 
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certainly couldn’t play it.  Marty did such a beautiful job.  Right 
after he wrote and recorded the strings and it was added to my 
song, I sent it to Elaine Zayak, the figure skater.  I had found an 
address for her and hoped and prayed I would hear from her.

A few months later I did — I tore the envelope open — it held an 
autographed B&W photo of her with a short handwritten note, 
“Thank you for your nice letter. Love, Elaine Zayak”

That was it, no mention of the song.  I never knew if she played it 
(it was on a cassette — remember cassettes?), if she liked it, or 
never played it, or played it and hated it — to this day I don’t 
know.  I made a video for this song back in 2018 while watching 
the Olympics.  Some of the scenes in the video are from, “My 
Lucky Star.”  You’ll recognize Buddy Ebsen, I’m sure.

“If I Could Be Sonja Henie”
vimeo.com/257224878
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I tried to track down Marty Laster, the violinist I worked with all 
those years ago, only to find that he died in 2016. I never saw him 
again after that recording session we had in 1983. I did not know 
how beloved and revered he had become in music. 

While working on this project, one thread that weaves through is 
collaborations I have had with violinists and string players over 
the years — soloists Robin Batteau, Lorenza Ponce, Lisa Gutkin, 
Andy Teirstein, cellist Anil Melwani, and the string quartet from the 
Metropolitan Opera Orchestra that played two songs on the 
album, PLEASE DON’T MAKE ME TOO HAPPY. 

There are also players who’ve shown up at gigs and sat in — 
violinists Kate MacLeod, Jackie Damsky, and Carol Sandler, 
cellist Anna Huthmaker. But Marty Laster was the first violinist I 
worked with and he set the bar high, showing me how strings can 
work with folk music. I’m sorry he’s not here so I can thank him in 
person, but here’s a recording that will give you an idea of his 
genius:  “Concerto for Two Mandolins.”  He was a master of that 
instrument, too. He played all the instruments on this recording, 
and is someone else who has left beauty in his wake:

soundcloud.com/marty-laster/concerto-for-two-mandolins

It’s only been 36 years, but I still dream that an Olympic skater 
might skate to my collaboration here with Marty Laster, “If I Could 
Be Sonja Henie” — or a former Olympian, maybe Surya Bonaly? 
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Oooh, maybe she would do a back flip at the end.
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8. FOR CAROLYN/
SOMETHING BEAUTIFUL


SPOKEN:

When we were small 
and ocean waves were high 
I’d run across the sand 
and call, "Please wait for 
me!" 
You waited patiently  

without a sigh 
then hand in hand 
we'd face each wave 
we were so brave -- back then 

Do you still wait beyond the wave 
and can you hear my rhyme? 
if so, I'll wait here on the sand 
I promise to be brave 
just tell me when it's time 
and hold my hand 



 


� �41



[Poem written and recited by my Aunt Patsy,  

Pat Crawford Brown, for her sister Carolyn 
Crawford Bennett. Sadly, Aunt Patsy died on 
July 3, 2019, the day after Phil Klum mastered 
this album. I am so grateful that she recorded 
this poem on the original recording in 2002. 
She thought I should read it, but I knew it had 
to be in her own uniquely wonderful voice.]


As sad days go it was a bad one

she died way too soon

her friends and her family gathered

like rings around the moon


Everybody had a story

About how she touched each life

she was a mom, a sister

an aunt, a volunteer

a grandmother, a friend, a wife


Her poems and watercolors
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were lovingly displayed

beach scenes and summer dreams

never fade


Outside the breeze was swirling

the stars across the sky

inside the grief washed over us

as we said good-bye


But she left something beautiful in her wake

our spirits sink, our voices break

but her work remains for us to see

her paintings and her poetry


She left something beautiful here on earth

we mourn her death, but celebrate her birth

she's on a journey we all will someday make


and look she left 
something 
beautiful in her 
wake
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As bad days go it was a sad one

flowers ringed the room

cousins greeted cousins they haven't seen

since that wedding back in June


It was June of 1990

amazing how time flies

we never seem to get together

unless someone marries or someone dies


Remember all those baby pictures?

they're those teenagers over there

we’re secretly thankful no nose rings

or spiky purple hair


They do not remember us

but you know that's okay

it's enough that we are here

and reconnecting today


She left something beautiful in her wake

they quietly cry, their young hearts ache

her children's children, her legacy

her paintings her poetry
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She left something 
beautiful here on earth

we mourn her death 

but celebrate her birth

she's sailing where 
waves never break

and look, she left 
something beautiful 

in her wake

     


       We have all gone home now

	 back to the working grind

	 I can't help but think about

	 those things we leave behind

	 as I sit in traffic

	 and I pound the steering wheel

	 inch along this highway

	 I pray my soul will heal


You've got to leave something beautiful in your wake

as you sail on for heaven's sake

leave something good at the end of the day

to help us through, to light our way
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Leave something beautiful we can share

to make us glad that you’re still there

you may drift off course and make mistakes

but you can still leave something beautiful . . . 


Leave something beautiful in your wake

keep your spirits up, whatever it takes

leave something good at the end of the day

to help us through, to guide our way


Give us something beautiful we can share

make us glad that you're still there

you may drift off course, and make mistakes

but you can still leave something beautiful in your wake

leave something beautiful in your wake . . . 


© Christine Lavin Music (ASCAP) from the 2002 album I WAS IN LOVE 
WITH A DIFFICULT MAN


Frank Christian: guitar

Hearn Gadbois: cymbal, shaker, talking drum

David Lutken: harmony vocals

Zev Katz: bass 

Produced by Steve Rosenthal


Aunt Patsy worked as an actress in theater in film. She was in 
”Sister Act” I & II, & “Romy & Michele’s High School Reunion,” 
among many others. Aunt Carolyn’s ocean painting is the cover 
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of this album, and in August 2001 I did a month-long run at NJ 
Rep in Long Branch, NJ, and had her paintings hung along the 
walls of the theater for the audience to enjoy during intermission. 
Carolyn’s daughter, my cousin Maureen Bennett O’Connor, put 
that art show together, and is an artist herself.  Here are two 
image from Maureen’s “Mandala Peace Project” that she created 
with residents of the South Bronx. Like her mother, Maureen is 
also leaving beauty in her wake.  maureenbennett.com 


http://maureenbennett.com
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Singing on this song is the unforgettable voice of David Lutken.  I 
first saw him in the Broadway musical, “The Civil War,” which 
opened in June of 1999.  


There was a big, raucous battle scene that ended with fallen 
soldiers strewn across the stage, and out of the smoke stepped 
David, playing guitar, and singing softly.  The song was, “Never 
Pass This Way Again,” and it stopped the show.  Completely 
stopped the show. One voice and one guitar, cutting through all 
that smoke and mayhem.


I went back to see that show again, thinking it couldn’t happen 
twice.  The second time I saw it was a matinee where the entire 
balcony was filled with high school students.  A tough crowd.  
But it did happen again — 


David Lutken stopped the show with his voice and guitar.  Those 
high school kids didn’t know what hit them.


Too bad the critics didn’t love the whole show as much as they 
loved David.  I tracked him down after the show abruptly closed 
soon after opening.  I got his contact information and three years 
later when I was recording, I wanted his voice on this song.  
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David now tours the world with a show called, “Woody Sez,” that 
I have seen many times.  He plays Woody Guthrie, and most 
times they perform with no microphones. With a natural voice like 
his, he doesn’t need amplification.  woodysez.com 


 


9. ROSES FROM THE 
WRONG MAN


She opened the door

surprised to see a 
deliveryman

holding a beautiful vase of 
roses 

in his hands

"For me?" she said 

he nodded his head

she took the flowers in and 
read the note


http://woodysez.com
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Roses from the wrong man

poetry written in the wrong hand

she waits for one 

she hears from another

who tells her how much he loves her

with roses from the wrong man


She places the vase 

in the middle of the living room

the air is scented 

with the delicate sweet perfume

she takes a deep breath 

closes her eyes

shakes her head slowly and sighs


Roses from the wrong man

poetry written in the wrong hand

she waits for one 

she hears from another

who tells her how much he loves her

with roses from the wrong man


       How long can she hold out 

	 for someone who might never come around

	 and	how many times will this other man try 
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	 when she keeps turning him down

	 she's not getting any younger

	 but she don't want to settle for less

	 oh how can such a pretty bunch of flowers 

	 trigger such deep unhappiness


Ever since she was 11 or 12 

it was her dream

to receive the kind of flowers 

carried by the homecoming queen

sometimes dreams can come true

in ways you don't expect them to

Sometimes dreams can come true

in ways you don't want them to

roses from the wrong man


From the 1986 album, BEAU WOES AND OTHER PROBLEMS OF 
MODERN LIFE © CL2, Reservoir Media Management (Ireland) Limited, 
COPYRIGHT CONTROL (NON-HFA), CHRYSALIS ONE MUSIC, LLC, BMG 
Rights Management (Ireland) Ltd, BMG RUBY SONGS 


Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar

Frank Christian: acoustic guitar

Alfredo Buonanno: fretless bass

Produced by Robin Batteau


This is a true story about something that happened to one of the 
Four Bitchin’ Babes. I was at a party in her honor when the 
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doorbell rang.  Everyone was aware she was in love with 
someone who wasn’t at the party.  She ran to the door, opened it, 
to find a delivery man holding a beautiful vase of roses.  All 
conversation stopped.  She took the flowers in and carefully 
placed the vase in the middle of the dining room table, then 
opened the card. 


My brother Christopher says there is a male equivalent to this: 
brownies from the wrong woman.  I made a video for this song, 
and all the roses are from a single rosebush in front of the Lavin 
family home on South West Street in Geneva, NY. My mother was 
given that rosebush for Mother’s Day one year and her attention 

to it kept it going for many years thereafter. I’m not sure if the 
new owners have kept it going, but next time I’m up there I will 
check. The best thing about growing your own roses is not 
having to wait for someone to give them to you.


“Roses From The Wrong Man”

vimeo.com/28256675 
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10. THE KIND OF LOVE 
YOU NEVER RECOVER 
FROM


I know a couple 

she sits in a rocking 
chair

working puzzles

he watches TV upstairs

she's got a secret she 
has never let out

a man she thinks he never knew about


She hasn't seen him in thirty years

the mention of his name doesn't bring on tears

If you ask her "Are there any regrets?" 
she'll tell you "No" 

but she never forgets


It was the kind of love you never recover from

even though she found another one

to take his place

she never will escape the truth

at times like this when the moon is right

when the air is foggy like it is tonight
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she'll think about what might have been

if she had just held on to him


I know a man who’s done it all

he has sailed the oceans

climbed the mountains of Nepal

he lives high upon the avenue

with a beautiful wife, lovely children, too

but there's a woman he still dreams about

certain things he has learned to live without

if you ask him "Are there any regrets?" 
he'll tell you "No" but he never forgets


It was the kind of love you never recover from

even though he found another one

to take her place

he never will escape the truth

at times like this when the moon is right

when the air is foggy like it is tonight

he'll think about what might have been

if he had not let her slip away from him


       I read about a woman who said 

	 she never regretted 

	 anything she'd ever done

	 such arrogant words 
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	 always seem to be spoken 

	 by those who then die young


So here am I looking at you

oh, tell me, what are we gonna do?

am I destined to be your regret?

are you that one I'll never forget?

years from now will we curse the day

you let me let you walk away?

isn't this too dear a price to pay

for the freedom of going separate ways?


This is the kind of love you never recover from

don't tell me that I'm gonna find another one

to take your place

I never will escape the truth

at times like this when the moon is right

when the air is foggy like it is tonight

I'll think how sweet life could be

if you would stay with me, oh stay with me

This is the kind of love you never recover from

don't tell me I'm gonna find another one

to take your place

try and face the truth

let me hold you close tonight

the fog has lifted 
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the moon is so bright

think how sweet life could be

if you would stay with me

oh stay with me

this is the kind of love you never recover from

this is the kind of love you never recover from


“The Kind Of Love You Never Recover From” © Christine Lavin Music 
1990 (ASCAP) from the 2009 album COLD PIZZA FOR BREAKFAST, 
though an earlier recording appeared on the 1990 album ATTAINABLE 
LOVE


Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar

Robin Batteau: violin 

Brian Bauers: vocal harmonies and percussion

Steve Doyle: bass 


Over the years I’ve heard wonderful stories from people who’ve 
told me how this song has inspired them to reconnect with an old 
flame, or get the courage to propose to the current flame.  
Though one time a woman wrote to me about how difficult it was 
to sit next to her husband at a concert, hearing him quietly cry 
during this song, and knowing he wasn’t crying over her.  I’m so 
sorry about that.  


My long-time love, who I wrote this about, died more than six 
years ago, and I feel like I’m living this song now. In all those six 
years I’ve only mustered up the courage to sing it once, and it 
was at a festival where I hadn’t slept in 24 hours, and all my 
censors were down.  I got through it, though I cried through the 
last chorus.  This is my most requested song, and I hope to be 



 


� �56

able to sing it again all the way to the end someday, without 
tears.  


I wrote a lot of songs about him — “Good Thing He Can’t Read 
My Mind,” the first verse of, “What Was I Thinking?” “Cold Pizza 
For Breakfast,” the Wollman rink verse in, “As Close To Flying,” 
and many others.  Recently at a concert a woman asked me why 
I didn’t sing, “Kind Of Love,” that night, and I matter-of-factly told 
her that the thought of doing it is more than I can bear, but 
someday I hope I’ll get over the loss.  She looked me in the eye 
and said, “No, you won’t,” and walked away.  Ouch.


On this song I played my prized possession, my Grit Laskin 
guitar in the left channel, then played my beloved Jean Larrivee 
guitar in the right channel. 


Many years ago, plagued by nightmares that something would 
happen to my one and only cheapo but sweet guitar, my teacher 
and mentor Dave Van Ronk told me the best way to get over my 
night terrors was to buy a second guitar so that I'd always have 
an instrument to play.  But I grew up in modest surroundings and 
owning more than one guitar seemed extravagant.


Dave, however, was right about a many things, including this. I 
spent two days at Matt Umanoff Guitars in Greenwich Village, 
playing every guitar that was within my price range, and that's 
how I found this Larrivee.  At the time (this was the late 1980s), I 
had never played a Larrivee guitar, but I'll never forget playing my 
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first one that day 
and instantly 
knowing that my 
search was over.  It 
was used, cost 
$800, and was the 
best $800 I ever 
spent. 

   Years go by. 
Pages of the 
calendar flip. At a 
Canadian festival I 
saw my first Grit 
Laskin guitar, knew 
I wanted one, and 
started saving up. 
Took six years, but 
in 2002 I bought a 
brand new Grit 
Laskin guitar. 

   And you can’t 
make this stuff up 
— turns out that 

when he was starting out, Grit Laskin apprenticed for eight years 
with luthier Jean Larrivee to learn his craft. 


Now nothing makes me happier than playing guitars made by the 
master luthier and his star pupil on the same song. I know how 
lucky I am to not only own two guitars, but to know it was Jean 
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Larrivee who taught the now world renowned Grit Laskin how to 
build such beautiful instruments.







  11. HAPPY DIVORCE DAY


We are gathered here 
together
for this woman and this man
they look each other in the 
eye
they take each other's hand
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they once promised love forever
now they're here to take it back
they don't hate each other
but they need to cut each other slack

They'd give back the wedding gifts
except they've all been used
please forgive them if they both seem
dazed and confused
they had no idea on the day
they made their wedding vow
that love could lead them to
where they're standing now

And they are sorry for the angry words
they didn't really mean
in the heat of battle
they just let off too much steam
they apologize for everything
that ever brought on tears
and they hope that when they look back
they won't regret these years

Their plans for the future
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just blew up in their face
the pieces drifted aimlessly
landed all over the place
no way that they can pick them up
and start over again
so they dust themselves off, shake hands
and walk away as friends

So let's raise a glass
but let's not raise our voice
be glad we have the wisdom
be glad we have the choice
to admit our failures
and then move on
no use to keep trying
when you know the love is gone

And perhaps in the future
when we think back to this day
we'll smile and be grateful
that things worked out this way
though it's with sadness we arrived here
we leave with lighter hearts
knowing some of us are better off
when we are apart
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“Happy Divorce Day” © Christine Lavin Music (ASCAP) from the 1997 
album SHINING MY FLASHLIGHT ON THE MOON

Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar
Robin Batteau: violin
Zev Katz: bass
Jeff Berman: percussion
Steve Rosenthal: producer
Maureen Bennett O’Connor: cover design and artwork

In the summer of 1996 I did a concert with The Burns Sisters 
(Marie, Annie, and Jeannie) at the Whaling Church on Martha’s 
Vineyard.  Over dinner backstage one of them mentioned that she 
had more than one friend going through a divorce, and one of her 
friends had fashioned a divorce “ceremony.” She said it was 
mostly to reassure the children involved that mom and dad were 
going their separate ways, but wished each other well, and would 
always respect each other and take care of the children. She said 
it was all very calm and civilized, and the family would go out to 
eat afterwards to reinforce the idea that the parents were not 
enemies.

That struck me at the time (and still strikes me) as a good idea.  I 
told them on the spot that I would write a song that could be part 
of a divorce ceremony.  They all laughed, assuming it would be 
something funny, but as you’ve heard, it’s not.  And over the years 
I’ve gotten email from divorced people who’ve told me they 
wished they’d heard the song while they were going through their 
own difficult divorce, and a few told me they play it and think what 
might have transpired if anger hadn’t got the best of them. I hope 
this song helps in some small way. 
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Catch up with The Burns Sisters at 
theburnssisters.com

Multi-instrumentalist and percussionist Jeff Berman who played 
on this song is now in residence at the Pittsburgh Center For The 
Arts, where he says rhythm is at the heart of his pursuits. 
center.pfpca.org/education/school-community/resident-artists/jeff-berman 

12.  JAGGED HEARTS


I know that I never can have you

so I will not even try

If this had happened a few years ago

I'd have taken you aside


Whispered while no one was watching

looked deep into your brown eyes

but I know that I cannot have you

so I will not even try


I've traveled for most of a decade

I've seen some beautiful sights

I've met so many wonderful people


http://theburnssisters.com


 


� �63

nothing has ever felt this right



But in the cool clear calm of the morning

In the deep dark dreams of the night

I know that I cannot have you

still I wish it with all of my might


It's 3 AM, I'm wide awake

I hear the ocean roar

I wonder what you'd say to me

If I just showed up at your door


Your dogs would bark, you'd let me in

you'd gently take my hand

explain to me why this could not be

I'd say "I understand"


There's no sense in taking this further

experience is making me wise

I know when I'm close to that danger zone

where jagged hearts collide


Is maturity smoothing my edges

or making love easier to deny?

all I know is that I can't have you

so I will not even try
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“Jagged Hearts” © CL2 (ASCAP)

Christine: vocal/acoustic guitar


David Nadien: violin

Seymour Wakschal: violin


       Midhat Serbagi: viola

       Richard Locker: cello

       Tommy Mandel: harp, pads

       Zev Katz: bass

       Strings arranged by Howard Prince

       Produced by Steve Rosenthal


The string players on this song were all members of the 
Metropolitan Opera Orchestra.  We ran overtime on this session, 
the guys were hungry, so I took their orders and went to a nearby 
downtown deli. I came back with huge sandwiches, and it’s all 
the guys could talk about for the rest of the afternoon — “The 
sandwiches were bee-u-ti-ful! So big, so filling, we won’t have to 
eat again til tomorrow! This is the best session ever!” 

It’s always a good move to feed musicians, even classical cats, 
so if you’re ever making a record, keep that in mind and your 
session will go smoothly.  These string dudes were a lot older 
than I, and I wondered what became of them. Turns out that 
Seymour Wakschal died the year after this session. Midhat 
Serbagi, the viola player, is now 90 years old, lives in Westchester 
where he still performs around Carmel, NY — pops up at 
restaurants there and serenades diners with his viola.  Richard 
Locker the cellist has an album, JEWISH CELLO 
MASTERPIECES at cdbaby - store.cdbaby.com/cd/locker. David 
Nadien died in 2014, but wow, did I learn a lot about him here: 
violinist.com/discussion/archive/5510/. I was intimidated by the 

https://store.cdbaby.com/cd/locker
https://www.violinist.com/discussion/archive/5510/
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skill and reputation of these string players, but they were very 
kind, and the thing that stays with me all these years later is not 
only their beautiful playing, but how they raved about those 
sandwiches. 
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13. SENSITIVE NEW AGE GUYS


Who like to talk about their feelings?

(Sensitive new age guys)

Who's into crystals, who's into healing?

(Sensitive new age guys)

Who like to dress like Richard Simmons?

(Sensitive new age guys)

Who are hard to tell from women?

(Sensitive new age guys)


Who like to cry at weddings?

Who think Rambo is upsetting?

Who tapes, 'Thirty Something' on their VCR's?

Who's got child on board stickers on their cars?


Whose last names are hyphenated?

(Sensitive new age guys)

Who loved 'Three Men and a Baby’

a movie I hated?

(Sensitive new age guys)

Who's consciousness is constantly raising?

(Sensitive new age guys)
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Yet, whose tax free income is amazing?

(Sensitive new age guys)


Who thinks that red meat is disgusting?

Who's into UFO's, channeling and dusting?

Who believes us when we say we have pre-menstrual 
syndrome?

Who doesn't know who plays in the Seattle Kingdome?

Let's ask these guys - do you know who plays in the 
Seattle Kingdome

Let's ask these sensitive guys right here

Do you know who plays in the Seattle Kingdome?

[Andreas Vollenweider]

Ooh, good answer, good answer


Who likes music that's repetitious?

(Sensitive new age guys)

Who likes music that's repetitious?

(Sensitive new age guys)

Who's concerned about your orgasm?

NO ANSWER . . . TIL THIS:


Well, we're sensitive, but not that sensitive 
I guess it's more important that they have 'em

(Sensitive new age guys)
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Who carries the baby on his back?

Who thinks that Shirley McLaine is on the inside track?

Who always sings on sing alongs even when

They can't stand stupid sing along songs?


“Sensitive New Age Guys” © Christine Lavin CL 2 ASCAP & John Gorka, 
Blues Palace Music ASCAP from the 1990 album ATTAINABLE LOVE


Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar

Mark Dann: bass 

Chorus vocals: John Gorka, Joe Virga, Cliff Eberhardt, David Roth, Willie 
Nininger, Eugene Nininger, David Massengill,  David Buskin, Robin Batteau                                         


The original vinyl package for ATTAINABLE LOVE was also 
designed by my cousin, Maureen Bennett O’Connor, daughter of 
Carolyn, niece of Aunt Patsy, written about a few songs back.  


When I recorded this song — back in 1990 — we recorded it with 
a gap after the line where I asked, “Who’s concerned about your 
orgasm?” I then asked, “Why wouldn’t you guys sing after that 
line?” and in real life I did NOT know what the guys were going to 
say.  We recorded their parts at a later session, where they came 
up with, “We’re sensitive, but not that sensitive.”  That worked for 
me.  That’s how it was last century in the recording studio with 
giant reel-to-reel recordings.  


But over the years the lyrics changed.  The Seattle Kingdome 
was demolished. Hardly anyone remembers “Three Men & A 
Baby.”  The babies with the “Child OnBoard” stickers are now 
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grown up driving those cars. There’s many different recorded 
versions of this song out there, but I decided to include the 
original on this album, and also to remind you that it was John 
Gorka who originally got the idea for this song.


John is a regular guy, not fancy, not one to put on airs. He quickly 
saw in the late 1980s - early 1990s that a lot of men were 
feigning a sensitivity he knew was phony and needed to be 
pointed out.  John and I co-wrote this together, and he even sang 
his version of it a few times — but as time went on our two 
versions were really two different songs, and he stopped doing 
his version altogether.




Earlier in 2019 I recruited sensitive dudes from the audience at 
the Rolling Hills Radio Hour in Jamestown, NY.
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But THESE guys are the ORIGINALS on the 1990 album. 
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One night I was doing a concert outdoors in Cleveland, Ohio and 
had a bunch of smart-aleck DJs who sang the chorus. By that 
time I had two versions of the song I did — one with the “O” line, 
and a version without that line, if there were kids in the crowd (I 
don’t want to cause family trouble).  But that night one of the DJs 
told me it was OK to sing the line with the “O” word in it, because 
he had a good come-back that he wanted to try out on me.  He 
even asked if I wanted to know it in advance, and I told him no, 
just spring it on me and we’ll take it from there.


So we get to the line, “Who’s concerned about your orgasm?” 
and all the DJs stop singing.  I ask, “Why wouldn’t you guys sing 
that line?” and that particular DJ steps forward and says, “We 
didn’t want to fake our response.”   

The audience screamed with laughter.  I’m sure I turned bright 
red, noticeable even in the dark.  It’s one of the great things 
about folk music, and songwriting in general — songs are never 
truly “finished.”  They are works-in-progress that can be 
improved years later.  I never got the name of that DJ, but 
whoever you are, I thank you for elevating the humor in this song.  


There are songwriters who go crazy if someone changes a lyric. 
I’m not one of them. There’s always someone out there who is 
smarter than I who will come up with a line better than mine and 
I’d be an idiot to discourage that kind of thing.   
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I love springtime in Paris

summer at the shore

autumn in New England

but the season I love even more  

Is winter in Manhattan

you never know what you will 
get

some days it's a snowy 
wonderland

other days it rains you get wet

some days the shiny sun 

bounces so brightly off buildings on Park Avenue  

other days the sky is so foggy and grey

it makes every Manhattanite bluer than blue


when it's winter in Manhattan

it could be a balmy 50 degrees - heat wave!

but you can still skate at Rockefeller Center

in bluejeans and shirt sleeves

you put up with the people who come here to gawk

at that freakishly enormous decorated tree

and the fancy shop window displays 

and all the Broadway plays

(Dame Edna's back, but she never stays)
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Whatever this winter will be in Manhattan

it won't be like any winter we've seen before

at least once a week we'll break some record

(the weathermen love to keep score)

And the cabdrivers love it when it's windy and cold

they make money all day and all night

and the horse and buggy drivers in Central Park 

take sweethearts for a spin, and then

kissin' in the moonlight


(Accidentals mimic Manhattan street sounds) 

Talkin’ ‘bout winter . . . 

winter in Manhattan

is like living in a movie set

we wave to the crew of 'Law & Order'

(as good as TV can possibly get)

maybe we're only extras in their crowd scenes

but star in our very own play

and when the sun sets over New Jersey it's a wrap

we raise a cocktail and we say


Here's to winter in Manhattan

where the snow rarely sticks to the street

where restaurants stay open 24 hours
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you might be cold but hey! you can eat

no matter how blustery it gets

no matter how much snow 

the Canadian air mass brings

just remember that winter 

in Manhattan

is very often followed by 

Manhattan in the spring . . . 

oh it's winter . . . 

I love winter . . . 

yes it's winter in Manhattan


The Accidentals:  Margaret Dorn, Emily Bindiger, Rosie 
Vallese, Marcia Pelletiere, Dennis Deal, Jim Vincent, 
Stewart Gregory, Bill Mitchell


“Winter In Manhattan” © Christine Lavin Music (ASCAP) From the 2005 
album folkZinger and also the album by The Accidentals, I’M NOT GOING 
HOME FOR CHRISTMAS

Engineered/produced by Brian Bauers


Over the years I came to the realization that sometimes I write 
songs that are difficult for me to sing and play.  “Winter In 
Manhattan” is a case in point.  After I finished writing it and 
struggled to learn the guitar chart (that I wrote) and hit the high 
notes (that I wrote), I started fantasizing about The Accidentals 
singing it.  They are past winners of The National Harmony 
Sweepstakes in San Francisco, but based in New York City, and I 
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daydreamed about what the song might possibly sound like if 
they sang it. This daydream went on for months.


Then I daydreamed about them somehow stumbling across my 
recording, and I imagined them saying, “Oh, this poor dear!  
She’s written a song she can’t sing or play well. If only she had 
given it to us. It’s right in our wheelhouse.”


And then one day I awoke with a start — I had a dream that I 
hired them to write an arrangement of the song, in their style.  
And as I lay in my bed, waking up from this dream, it was a not a 
stretch to think, well, if I hired them write an arrangement, maybe 
I could hire them to record it?


And that’s what happened.  I stopped daydreaming because a 
real dream showed me what to do.  How much time did I waste 
wishing and hoping The Accidentals might somehow find my 
song, might think how too bad it is the songwriter can’t sing it 
well, might think, hey, we can sing this! So I went straight to them 
and hired them. Musicians should always get paid for their work. 
A good rule to live by.


I’ll never forget that recording session — it was in Brian Bauers’ 
basement recording studio on Manhattan’s Upper West Side, it 
was in June, and it was (that day) the hottest day so far of 2005.  
And we had to turn off the A/C while they recorded.  So there 
they were, glistening with tiny, shiny sweat droplets slowly 
trickling down their necks, singing about the joys on winter in 
Manhattan on the hottest day of the year. 
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UPDATE ON THE ACCIDENTALS: Emily Bindiger continues to be 
very active in the recording studio. She produced my album, 
“The Runaway Christmas Tree,” has produced many albums by 
Grammy winning songwriter Julie Gold, and others, and is a 
most-requested session singer and vocal arranger. When I 
recorded the audiobook version of my book, COLD PIZZA FOR 
BREAKFAST: A MEM-WHA?? The Accidentals recorded short 
bumpers that appear throughout it as little vocal surprises, 
joining Jeff Daniels who wrote (and read aloud) the foreword, 
Julie Gold, who re-enacted a Four Bitchin’ Babe memory, and the 
late Ervin Drake, who sang two new verses to his song, “It Was A 
Very Good Year.” Any chance to get The Accidentals to sing, I 
jump at it.


The rest of The Accidentals are all far flung and are no longer 
singing together but do get together for special occasions (hire 
them!). Stewart Gregory is in Tucson, Jim Vincent is in Palm 
Desert, Bill Mitchell is in Kansas City, Emily Bindiger lives in 
upstate New York, Marcia Pelletiere splits her time between 
Montclair, NJ and Italy, Rosie Vallese is still in New Jersey, and 
Dennis Deal and Margaret Dorn are the only two still in NYC.  
Visit theaccidentals.com to learn more. 


http://theaccidentals.com
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15. THE LIAR TWEETS TONIGHT 

       by Christine & The Callithumpians 

The melody is in public domain, the lyrics are a variation 
on lyrics written by Mr. Whitekeys & The Fabulous 
Spamtones and new lyrics by James Foley


He fired Comey fired Comey               vocal & guitar: Christine

Melania . . . slapped his hand              vocal: Brian Bauers

Stormy Daniels Stormy Daniels           bass: Steve Doyle

In The White House                             joined by 

the whitey White House                      The Callithumpians 
The Liar tweets tonight                        on handclaps

Ooooh when will he be gone?


One night at Birdland at “Jim Caruso’s Cast Party” I cobbled 
together an instant group to sing a political version of “The Lion 
Sleeps Tonight,” except we sang, “the Liar sleeps tonight.”  It got 
a strong response from the audience.


Coming off the stage, going back to my seat at the bar, James 
Foley the bartender said, “You know you could sing, “The liar 
TWEETS tonight.”  


James came up with that, I didn’t, and he knew me well enough 
to know I wouldn’t take offense or feel like he stole our thunder.  
So that’s how I sing it now, and give him credit. Thanks, James! 


“The Liar Tweets Tonight” 

vimeo.com/260106104




 


� �78




16. WHAT WAS I THINKING? 

by The Four Bitchin’ Babes


MEGON McDONOUGH: 

It was a last minute invitation

I did not have a thing to wear

I ran into the store I said 

I need something black
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something formal

other than that . . . 

I don't care

I made it to the theater 

as the lights dimmed

the first act was brilliantly fun

when I caught my reflection 

during intermission

I thought . . . what have I done?

 

CHORUS:  What was I thinking?

                  what was I, blind?

                  when I bought this outfit

                  I must have been temporarily out of my mind

                  What was I thinking?

                  look at this dress

                  my endorphines are sinking

                  my astrological chart is a mess


DEBI SMITH:

My hairdresser said it's time for a new 'do

you've had that look for way too long

so he showed me a perm in a magazine

and I thought sure, what could go wrong?
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I should have known 

by the sounds he was making (oh boy)

something was going awry

after two hours I put on my glasses

I could not believe my eyes

 

CHORUS:  What was he thinking?

                  I can't believe what I see

                  I look in the mirror

                  Art Garfunkel's looking back at me

                  What was he thinking?

                  quick, find me a hat

                  I should look on the bright side

                  In 10 years it will grow back
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       Oh my hairdos

	 oh my clothes

	 why we do these things

	 heaven knows . . . 


SALLY FINGERETT:

It was late

I had insomnia

that TV stair-stepper started to look good

So I thought to myself should I buy it?

When I heard Mary Travers say

'Yes, you should 
and that snackmaster, and that BeDazzler,  
And that Bald Headed Spray-on Hairkit’ 
now I can barely get around my domestic environment

it'd so full of all this stupid stuff
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CHORUS:  What was I thinking?

                  look what I’ve spent

                  now I am over my limit

                  and I can’t pay my rent

                  (I’ll live in a tent)


                 what was I thinking?

                 when will this end?

                 what was I thinking?

                 when will this end?

                 what were we thinking?

                 this song has no end

                 what were we thinking?

                 this song has no end . . . etc.


[Mary Travers of PP&M breaks into the studio and tries 
explaining to us why having a song with no ending is a 
terrible career move] 

Did we listen? Noooooo.  On the original version of this 
recording the fade ending goes on for ANOTHER WHOLE 
MINUTE.  Maybe the first time it was funny.  No, even the 
first time it wasn’t funny, just annoying.  At least we came 
to our senses and took Mary’s advice 24 years later and 
edited this down. What were we thinking? 
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Alternate verses for this song over the years: 

My good friend said

I think you're gonna hit it off

I've known him for a long long time

and if I wasn't happily married myself

in a heartbeat I would try to make him mine

so I figure OK I'll take my chances

what harm could it do?

makes you wonder bout the motives 

of your married friends

when something like this happens to you 

 

What was she thinking?

who is this guy?

maybe I'll just choke on this porkchop

and conveniently die

What was she thinking?

quick, sharpen this knife

my endorphines are sinking

I'm taking my life

——————————————————————
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Oh his name is Dan Rather


anchorman at CBS

thought he could prove Bush was a scoundrel


instead he just made a big mess

with a copy of a fax of a copy


of a fax of a copy of a fax

it got Republicans all smiley


like their flack Bill O'Reilly

cause all of this distracted from Iraq


 

What was he thinking?


hasn't he learned?

you mess with the Bushes


you tush is bound to get burned

What was he thinking?


is this the worst of all fears?

oh what a mess Bush made


over eight long years

----------------------------------------------------


Oh his name is Karl Rove

some call him "Bush's Brain"

he sent a super-secret email to a journalist

said "guess who's a spy?  Valerie Plame!!"

now he's acting all hurt and huffy

saying "I didn't do anything wrong”
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Bush won't say a word

this whole thing is absurd

proves Rove's been 

in charge way too long

 

What was he thinking?

nobody'd find out?

ah, the delusions of grandeur

of those with too much temporary clout

what was he thinking?

time to spruce up your resume

If I were the brainless one

I'd fire your fat ass today

---------------------------------------------


Oh my name is Harry Wittington

this here is my gun


I came to Texas to shoot quail

never imagined I resembled one


the last thing I remember

was this crazy look in Dick Cheney's eyes


I screamed 'you old coot, don't shoot, don't shoot!'

but much to my surprise


BLAM!  
What were you thinking?

you didn't see me here?


I don't believe at lunch you only had one beer
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what were you thinking

how can you be this dumb?


is it because this is as close to combat

as you've personally come?


(This is a book the shooting 
subject Harry Wittington wrote a 
long time ago. Maybe this is why 

Dick Cheney was aiming at him? A 
love triangle cover-up, perhaps?) 

-----------------------------------


Oh his name is Elliot Spitzer

governor of old New York

one day he got that age-old hankerin'

needed to pop his cork

he loved the expensive bubbly

not the cheap domestic stuff

he must have been drunk with power

to pay two grand an hour

though who doesn't love champagne in the buff?
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What was he thinking?

a call girl website?

how stupid for a man once considered

so honest, so bright

What was he thinking?

he ruined his life

now comes the hard part

facing his wife

--------------------------------------------


Oh his name is John McCain

went looking for a running mate


he passed over the usual suspects

found a uniquely unqualified candidate


a candidate who didn't even have a passport

'til she got one last year


she attended five different colleges

and yet her lack of knowledge is


something we should question, no, fear

 


What was he thinking?

what in the world?


does he think women will vote for women

just because we're all girls?


what was he thinking?

here comes Joe the Plumber


Joe, meet Sarah . . .  Dumb meet Dummer
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————————————————————

He’s a young man by the name of Chase

Works for the FBI

One night he went dancing in Denver

Fancies himself quite the guy

Oh he wiggles and jiggles and he shimmies

says, I know, I’ll do a back flip

Out flew his gun

From somewhere near his bum

It went off when he grabbed for it
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Chase — what were you thinking?

bringing a gun to a bar?

shooting while showing off

Proves what an idiot you are

what were you thinking?

on the FBI you’ve brought shame

so I don’t make it worse for you

I won’t say your last name

(it’s BISHOP)


© CL2 (ASCAP) from the 1995 album FAX IT! CHARGE IT! DON’T ASK ME 
WHAT’S FOR DINNER with Megon McDonough, Debi Smith, Sally 
Fingerett, and Christine Lavin, The Four Bitchin’ Babes


Vocals: 

Megon McDonough (first verse)


Debi Smith (second verse)

Sally Fingerett: (third verse)


Mary Travers: cameo 

Ronn Price: keyboard and percussion arrangements


Tom Roady: percussion

Larry Cook: acoustic and electric guitars


Tom Martin: bass

Dan Green: producer/engineer


Dan Green in Columbus, Ohio has been recording and producing 
for 43 years. He writes, “I am putting out videos for causes I  
believe in. Last year I published a rock video, “Devil’s Loose in 
Vegas” — my reponse to the mass shooting problem still 
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unsolved  in our country. Close to 42,000 views so far on you 
tube: youtube.com/watch?v=CYotFE1Hm7Y   

I have a very fun song in the works that involves Muslim singers 
with me . . . world beat like Paul Simon’s GRACELAND. ‘What 
The World Needs.’ I am trying to get the video done; it’s a peace 
song. My gut response to the policies of fear propogated by the 
current political regime in our country.” 

Dan also writes that Ronn Price is somewhat retired, though he 
and Dan produce jingles together.  Ronn’s youngest son Ben is in 
LA and Ronn’s helping to produce demos for him. Dan says he’s 
a gifted, good lookin’ kid making progress in the music scene out 
there. 

Drummer Tom Roady passed away while on the road in 2011, the 
night before the first concert of a holiday tour with Ricky Skaggs. 
Everybody loved Tom - over his career he also recorded with 
Kenny Chesney, the Dixie Chicks, Sara Evans, Vince Gill, and 
Martina McBride. 

Guitarist Larry Cook produced two CDs with Dan Green for a local 
songwriter and noted artist (oil painter) Kelly Moody in 2018. 
  
Dan writes that he just sold the Amerisound Studio to Champions 
of Diversity Media, where he is now on the board and production 
director, and will be co-producing former Ohio Players’ lead singer 
Ronnie Diamond, who he describes as “a very gifted guitarist, 
powerful gospel vocalist . . . and now a minister.” 
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Working as a member of the Four Bitchin’ Babes 
from 1990-1997 was like a traveling pajama party, 
and doing shows with them again all these years later is a dream, 
now that I’m back in the pajama party.  Getting Mary Travers of 
Peter Paul & Mary to be part of this song was also a dream.  She 
refused payment for the session, so we put our heads together to 
figure out how to show our appreciation, then bought her the 
biggest, baddest, most tricked out Swiss Army Knife we could 
find and had it engraved, MISS MARY T.  She loved it.  Who 
wouldn’t love a Swiss Army knife with wifi, facial recognition, a 
breathalizer, lie detector, GPS, netflix, SPF 15, a yarn untangler, 
forever flashlight, and hairdo alarm that warns you if you are 
leaving the house with an Art Garfunkel pompadour?


The Four Bitchin’ Babes were birthed the summer of 1990 and 
just keep rolling.  I hope someday there will be a book — but for 
now the best thing to do is to visit fourbitchinbabes.com to see 
what’s the latest on the group, and individual websites to see 
what’s shakin’ solo:  megonmcdonough.com, 
nancymoran.com, debismith.com, sallyfingerett.com, 
juliegold.com. and deirdreflint.com 

 

17. GOOD THING HE CAN’T READ MY MIND

Arranged by Bruce Trinkley for The Washington D.C. Gay Men’s Chorus 


I am at the opera

I don't like the opera

But he loves the opera

and I love him 


http://fourbitchinbabes.com
http://megonmcdonough.com
http://nancymoran.com
http://debismith.com
http://sallyfingerett.com
http://juliegold.com
http://deirdreflint.com
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I follow the libretto

I follow the conductor 

I follow the plot 

my head begins to spin 

I don't understand a word

even when it's English 

Everyone around me says

this is divine 

I don't like the opera

but look I'm at the opera 

It's a good thing he can't read my mind


(He’s a wonderful Parsifal and she’s the best Tundra ever)


Look at me, I'm skiing 

when I do not like skiing

But he loves skiing 

and I love him 

I rent the boots and poles

I shiver in the cold

I'm charging down the mountain 

risking life and limb 

There's no exhilaration

I am  only feeling terrified 

Everyone around me's 

having such a great time 
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I do not like skiing

but look at me I'm skiing 

It's a good thing 

he can't read my mind 


(Yes, exhilarating is just the 

very word I was thinking of . . . 

Scared of heights? 

Oh, no, not me.)


I am not complaining

I'm just making observations 

Expanding your horizons 

is a sign of sophistication* 

Now I tolerate cigars 

'cause he's a smoker 

I'm playing chess though I confess 

sometimes I long for poker


I am eating sushi 

when I do not like sushi

But he loves sushi 

and I love him 

I'm poking with a chopstick 

at a living, breathing fishstick 
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Oh, my God! 

I think it's trying to swim


Some say eating sushi 

is like chewing on your own cheek 

Or sucking down a bucketful 

of tentacled slime 

I do not like sushi

but look I'm eating sushi

It's a good thing 

he can't read my mind 


So if you see me in the sushi bar

see me in the mezzanine

See me on a ski slope

looking scared 

Hey, don't feel sorry for me

I must be in love 

why in the hell else 

would I be there 

before I met him life was dull

I never took any chances 

now I leap at 

every opportunity I find 

I do not like sushi

I do not like skiing or the opera 
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maybe I will in time

yeah, maybe I will in time

(seconds? Oh sure . . . Yum)


*The original word here was “maturation,” which was never the 
right word and I mentally winced whenever I sang it.  When I 
rewrote the song for the “dude” version I changed that word to, 
“sophistication,” which is more of a tongue-twister, but a better 
lyric overall.  


“Good Thing He Can’t Read My Mind” © CL2 (ASCAP) from a 
cassette handed to me backstage in the early 1990s.


NOTES from Bruce Trinkley, the vocal arranger:


In 1989 I had the privilege of being the Director of the Gay Men’s 
Chorus of Washington D.C. (GMCW).  This was a long distance 
gig for me, since I lived and taught in the middle of Pennsylvania 
and had to make a four-hour commute to Washington each 
weekend for chorus rehearsals. One Friday I was filling the tank at 
the local College Heights Exxon, getting ready for the long drive 
to D.C. My partner Jason sat in the car and happened to hear the 
most wonderful song on the radio.  Jason made me stop and 
listen to this funny, touching tale of the lengths we will go for love. 
All the way down to DC Jason and I talked of what a terrific song 
this would be for the chorus. I quickly set to work, making an 
arrangement of the song for men’s voices and piano, flute, trap 
set, and string bass. The number was, of course, an immediate 
hit with the Chorus. And GMCW audiences have enjoyed the 
song for decades. 
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GMCW performed Good Thing He Can’t Read My Mind at the 
Gay and Lesbian Association of Choruses (GALA) National 
Convention in Seattle in 1989, and the arrangement went viral, 
being quickly picked up by other gay choruses whose members 
loved Christine’s lyrics and engaging melody. Audiences around 
the country responded with guffaws, self-recognition, and 
standing ovations.    

GMCW featured the arrangement on its first CD, SINGING FREE, 
released in 1994 and still available at cdbaby.com. 

Bruce Trinkley taught composition, orchestration, and opera 
literature, and directed the Penn State Glee Club in the School of 
Music at Penn State University from 1970 to 2005.  He is a 
prolific composer of music theatre works, choral works, and 
songs.  He was Music Director of Centre Stage for 25 years and 
was Artistic Director of the Gay Men’s Chorus of Washington DC 
from 1983 until 1989.  His music theatre works can be viewed by 
googling: Trinkley opera. 

———————————————————————————-

Thanks, Bruce, for the kind words, but now, dear reader, dig this:  
Bruce doesn’t know who is singing the song on this particular 
recording. He is sure it is not the Washington D.C. Gay Men’s 
Chorus, but is sure that it’s his arrangement.  So in case YOU 
know who this is, please let me know, and I will add it to the 
credits. Thanks if you can help solve this mystery. This recording 
was handed to me on a cassette in the early 1990s following a 
Four Bitchin’ Babes concert at Sanders Theater in Cambridge, 
Massachusetts. It had a yellow label, my Walkman batteries were 
dead, so I forgot about it and walked around with the cassette in 

http://cdbaby.com
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my bag for weeks before I listened to it. I simply don’t remember 
who gave it to me. Giving a performer something at the end of a 
concert is when we’re the most scattered and forgetful, so if 
you’ve ever given something to someone following a show and 
never hear back from them, don’t despair! It’s possible whatever 
it is is rolling around in the bottom of their gear bag or suitcase. 


Let’s hope it’s not anything perishable. 
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18. THE DAKOTA


It was a Monday morning

I was coming in from a long trip on the road

I flagged a cab near the East Side Terminal 

I said please take me home

we drove up along Third Avenue

crossed through Central Park

when we came out at 72nd Street

I felt a cold chill in my heart


Every time I see the Dakota 

I think about that night

shots ringing out

the angry shouts

a man losing his life

well it's something we shouldn't dwell upon

but it's something we shouldn't ignore

too many good men have been cut down

let's pray there won't be any more


Rush hour traffic was bottled up

we slowly inched by

I didn't want to look

but I couldn't help staring
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at the scene of the crime

there was an old man 

sweeping last night's dirt 

out of the darkened vestibule

and a uniformed guard 

in a gold-trimmed cap

watching the world pass in review


But every time I see the Dakota

I think about that night

shots ringing out

the angry shouts

a man losing his life

well it's something we shouldn't dwell upon

but it's something we shouldn't ignore

too many good men have been cut down

let's pray there won't be any more


I don't believe in coincidence

so why then on the radio

did an old familiar voice

Echo back from not so long ago

Imagine all the people 
living life in peace 
well that’s hard to do 

when you’re on this blood-stained street
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I wish I had the answer

to the simple question Why? 
I wish this taxi would go 
faster

oh I wish the driver would try

to leave this street

and leave this old building far behind

I wish I could take these bitter thoughts

And just shake them from my mind 


But every time I see the Dakota

I still think of that night

shots ringing out

the angry shouts

a man losing his life

well it's something we shouldn't dwell upon

but it's something we shouldn't ignore

too many good men have been cut down

let's pray there won't be any more

Imagine all the people 
living life in peace 

“The Dakota” © CL2 (ASCAP) from the 1984 album FUTURE FOSSILS 
Christine Lavin: vocal and guitar

Andy Teirstein: viola

Mark Dann: guitar and bass

Album produced by Mark Dann
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There is no mystery in this song - it’s about what happened: 
getting stuck in morning rush hour traffic outside the building 
where John Lennon lived and died, and hearing his song come 
on the taxi radio while replaying the events of that awful night in 
my head.  It was a dark night, indeed, for New York City, and for 
the world. 


We recorded FUTURE 
FOSSILS in Mark Dann’s 
fourth floor attic in his 
parents beautiful Victorian 
house in Brooklyn in 1984. If 
you listen closely you can 
hear birds chirp. It is worlds 
away from Manhattan. 
markdann.com 


                         

Mark knew a violist, Andy 
Teirstein, and asked him to 
play on it. All these years 
later Andy Teirstein is in the cast of “Woody Sez,” headed up by 
David Lutken, who was the show-stopping singer I saw on 
Broadway in 1999 and who sang on “Something Beautiful,” a few 
songs back. In 2017 the NYTimes wrote in the review of the 
production of “Woody Sez” that ran (and was extended) at the 
Irish Rep Theater, praising the entire cast and stating the show is 
“Exhilarating; Mr. Lutken’s Guthrie avoids aw-shucks 
sentimentality, while Mr. Teirstein demonstrates remarkable 
instrumental versatility.” How lucky was I to get to work with 
Andy back in 1984?  And David in 2002? woodysez.com 


http://markdann.com
http://woodysez.com
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Meg Loomis, Helen Russell, David Lutken, and Andy Teirstein in 


“Woody Sez” at the Irish Repertory Theater, NYC, in 2017


19. SPACE BETWEEN RINGS


This is an instrumental I wrote as a buffer between all the 
songs on the 1984 album, FUTURE FOSSILS, and the 
final song on that album, “The Dakota.”  Like many New 
Yorkers — and musicians — I was traumatized by the 
shooting death of John Lennon in 1980, and worried that 
writing a song about it might appear exploitative in some 
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way. So I was careful not to even mention John’s name, 
waited a few years before putting it on an album, and 
thought of this instrumental as a “moment of reflection” 
before singing that song — space between the rings of 
the vinyl album.


I brought this song back, but put it after “The Dakota” 
here, as a space between two songs on the topic of gun 
violence. Here’s two other songs on this heartbreaking 
topic: “More Than 1,000,000 Americans” 

vimeo.com/34351420 and “Don’t Take Anyone” 
vimeo.com/236503386. There is something deeply 
disturbing about living in a country where so many of us 
are armed, mass shootings are commonplace, and 
nothing about our gun laws have changed much, if at all. I 
hope these song can move the hearts even of people 
whose passion for guns outweighs their love of country.  


20. CARY GRANT, ESTHER WILLIAMS, TOM CRUISE & 
THE ROMANCE OF THE GUN


When Cary Grant made movies

men wanted to be like him

when Esther Williams made movies


https://vimeo.com/34351420
https://vimeo.com/236503386
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we all lined up to learn how to swim

when Fred Astaire made movies

the whole world learned to dance

when Catherine Denueve made movies

we wanted to move to France


When Julia Child was on TV

we all learned how to cook

when “I Love Lucy” was a hit

so was that red headed look

yet when Tom Cruise makes a movie

and his co-star is a gun

we’re supposed to believe that violent images

don’t influence anyone


Are you kidding me?

Are you kidding me?

Are you kidding me?


There’s 315 million Americans (now 329 million) 
4 million in the NRA (now 5.5 million)

that’s 1.26 percent of us (now 1.52 percent)

who bully to get their way

they want everybody packin’ pistols

in churches, bars, and schools
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but if everybody carries weapons

everybody is a fool


98.74% of us  (now 98.48%)

are not in the NRA

311,000,000 of us (323,000,000 today)

want to live to see another day

but in the last 24 hours

82 more Americans were killed with a gun (now 100)

In homicides how to we compare to the world?

 

We’re Number One 

We’re Number One


Are you kidding me?

Are you kidding me?

Are you kidding me?


       Whoever thought we’d see the day

	 you couldn’t smoke in restaurants?

	 we put limits on behaviors

	 that sometimes curb our personal wants
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       We do it for the greater good

	 what is best for ALL

	 this is a civilized democracy

	 not a Wild West barroom brawl


There’s 300 million firearms (now higher - 

one estimate is 393 million) 

(I now sing “there’s more than 300 million firearms”)

from sea to shining sea

some say it’s too late to do anything 

but I disagree 


When they do gun buybacks in California

They run out of money before they run out of guns

History has taught us

Some wrongs can be undone


So please don’t sit there silently

tell everybody how you feel

let’s strengthen our collective backbones

we can be that squeaky wheel


We’ll do it for the children of Newtown

Aurora Colorado, too

we do it for Columbine and Virginia Tech 
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and for you and you and you and you


We can do this   

together we can do this

together we can do this


together we can do this 

together we can do this

together we can do this

WE CAN DO THIS


NOTE: In 2018, Small Arms Survey reported that there are 
over one billion small arms distributed globally, of which 
857 million (about 85 percent) are in civilian hands. U.S. 
civilians alone account for 393 million (about 46 percent) 
of the worldwide total of civilian held firearms.


“Cary Grant, Esther Williams, Tom Cruise & The Romance Of The 
Gun” © 2012 Christine Lavin Music (ASCAP) from the 2015 
album HILLARY ROLLINS PRESENTS CHRISTINE LAVIN & 
FRIENDS LIVE AT McCABE’S.


I wrote this song back in 2012, after reading a number of news 
stories that tried to downplay the effect of violent films on our 
culture. I thought of the many film actors who affected our 
behavior — good and bad — and one of the actors I thought of 
was Esther Williams, unique in all of Hollywood because she was 
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a champion swimmer and diver who made popular films.  She 
not only inspired so many people to swim, she also 
revolutionized the swimsuit industry.  


Until she started designing bathing suits using stretchy fabrics 
that dried quickly, most bathing suits were made of heavy 
absorbent material like flannel.  In her memoir she wrote about 
how at the end of a long day of shooting a movie in a pool she 
would sometimes slip the suit off when done and let it sink to the 
bottom, as she stepped into a dry towel (I’m sure she stepped 
into that towel modestly — she was Esther Williams, after all).  
She explained that saturated suits were so heavy, and she was 
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so exhausted, she didn’t have 
the strength to climb out of the 
pool while still wearing one.  


Her films were wildly popular in 
her day (1940s - 1950s) and are 
still broadcast regularly on 
TCM, Turner Classic Movies.  
That’s where I got to see her in 
action.  At the end of 2012, my 
darling long-time love was ailing 
and there was not much that 
brought him joy or could keep 
him entertained for any length 
of time — but Esther’s films 
could.  His favorite was, “Thrill 
Of A Romance,” which not only 
starred Esther, but Van 
Johnson, who played a US 
Army war hero, and more 
importantly, Lauritz Melchior of 

the Metropolitan Opera, who was making his screen debut.  My 
sweetheart was a faithful member of The Metropolitan Opera 
Club, and a film that starred Esther and had opera music in it was 
something he couldn’t resist.  Plus Tommy Dorsey and his band 
were also featured, and he loved big band music, so this was our 
“go-to” movie many, many times.


I got to know her film “Thrill Of A Romance” so well, that I wrote 
a song about the film and re-cut the trailer and then made a 
video that has both my song and this new trailer.  I recorded my 
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song in that dear man’s apartment on the day that Hurricane 
Sandy hit NYC.  It was very windy outside, but you can’t tell 
because we were up above the tree line.


After I wrote this song and made a video for it, knowing that 
Esther was still alive, I decided to try to send it to her. I found her 
bathing suit website esther-williams.com where I filled out the 
contact form, wrote her a letter explaining what I had written, and 
attached a link to the video.  


Imagine my shock and surprise when I got this email back:


I wrote back immediately that of course they could post it.  
Here’s the video I sent, and I’d put good money on you renting, 
“Thrill Of A Romance” the next time you are hankering for a 
movie with opera, jazz, and a bathing beauty in it — not to 
mention a young bell hop who dreams of becoming a 
professional singer, played by the young Jerry Scott, (who in real 

https://esther-williams.com
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life did fulfill that lifelong dream). Make sure you play my video all 
the way through — I also steer you clear of an Esther Williams/
Ricardo Montalban fiasco that strains the bounds of credulity. 


Two-Part Tribute to “Thrill Of A Romance” starring Esther 
Williams, Van Johnson, Lauritz Melchior, 


Tommy Dorsey, and Jerry Scott:

vimeo.com/52433700 

A few months later I then wrote this song that referenced Cary 
Grant and Esther Williams, and also sent this to her to make sure 
it was OK with her. This was the response:


ALL CAPS. Good on them, though sadly, less than six months 
later Esther died, a few months after my sweetheart did.  He was 
not a good swimmer, but I imagine him following Esther around 
now, pestering her for lessons.  I am grateful that at the end of 
her life Esther was still using her image and name in the cause of 
good, and brought fleeting joy to a devoted fan in his last days.
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If you have the studio recording of this song from the album IF 
YOU’RE DRUNK YOU CANNOT BUY A PUPPY, in that version 
the original lyric was “When Angelina Jolie makes movies and her 
co-star is a gun/we’re supposed to believe that violent images 
don’t influence anyone?” 

I put her name in the lyrics because at the time she had made so 
many violent films.  I couldn’t believe an actor of her beauty, 
sensitivity and stature could squander her talents like that. 
Thankfully she seems to have outgrown whatever possessed her 
to do that, but not so for Tom Cruise. I think he’s a more relevant 
example of how foolish it is to use your gifts to showcase 
violence, especially when you are old enough to know better. 


This recording is from a live show I did in Santa Monica in 2015, 
HILLARY ROLLINS PRESENTS CHRISTINE LAVIN & FRIENDS 
LIVE AT McCABE’S.  Hillary Rollins, who sang on my first album, 
ABSOLUTELY LIVE in 1981 as part of her trio Hilly Lilli & Lulu, is 
all grown up now and a songwriter/playwright/producer and mom  
who splits her time between LA and NYC.  She put a show 
together with me that included LA standouts MaryJo Mundy, 
David Lucky, Gary Stockdale, Cynthia Carle, and Pat Whiteman, 
along with London-based Daniel Cainer at McCabe’s Guitar Shop 
in Santa Monica.  I recommend this CD highly because all of 
them are so deserving of wide acclaim, and you know I do the 
best I can to trumpet the good work of others whenever I get the 
chance.
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Nobody knew a tape was rolling that night except for the 
soundman, Alan Kanter, and me.  It was the last thing he told me 
before the show started, “By the way, you know we’re taping — 
right?” I shushed him immediately so no one else in the show 
knew, not even Hillary.  My plan was to say nothing about it if it 
was just OK, or, heaven forbid, not good.  But at the end of the 
night he gave me the discs, and before he left the dressing room 
I gathered all the performers together and said — and I knew this 
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was a leap of faith, but I just couldn’t resist — “Guess what, kids? 
I think we just recorded a live album,” as I presented the discs to 
the show’s producer, Hillary Rollins. 


I’m not good at keeping secrets, but I kept that secret for almost 
three hours.  The only thing we had to deal with were a couple of 
cuss words spoken/sung over the course of the evening.  I’m 
sure if they knew a tape was rolling they would haven’t cussed, 
but I didn’t want anyone to be self-conscious. I know how 
nervous I get when I know a tape is rolling.  So in case you’d like 
to know what a night out listening to this kind of music is like 
when you trust the producer who’s creating the lineup, you can 
get it right now at cdbaby.com, iTunes.com, and 
hillaryrollins.com.


Please visit my website, christinelavin.com, or my concert 
booking agent, flemingartists.com, to view my concert calendar 
and latest videos. And thank you for supporting live music.


Thank you to all the musicians I have worked with over the years, 
especially The Four Bitchin’ Babes (long may you reign), the late 
Ervin Drake, the late Dave Van Ronk, the late Mary Travers, the 
late Dick Cerri, the late Mark Hawley, the late Marty Laster, the 
late Jack Hardy, the very much alive Hillary Rollins, Dame Edna, 
mastering engineer Phil Klum, producers Brian Bauers, Mark 
Dann, Steve Rosenthal, Robin Batteau, John Platt, Sleepy John 
Sandidge at KPIG, Phil Kurnit, Martha Faibisoff, Betsy Franco 
Feeney, Rounder Records, Shanachie Records, Appleseed 
Recordings, Red Wing Records, and Winthrop Records. 


http://cdbaby.com
http://iTunes.com
http://christinelavin.com
http://flemingartists.com
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Check out Ron Olesko’s new internet radio station, 
folkmusicnotebook.com for the best of folk music 24/7. Every 
day more listeners subscribe, and more folk DJs are sending their 
shows to be broadcast to this ever expanding number of 
listeners across the globe.


The front cover photo was snapped by Gabriella Angotti-Jones 
gabriellaangojo.com on her first day on assignment as 
photographer for the NYTimes, January 1, 2019, outside The 
Cornelia Street Cafe, on its last day of business.  In that cover 
photo that’s songwriter John Forster leaning down talking to me 
(we were both part of the day of final concerts). Gabriella is quite 
an artist. And so is John: johnforster.com.


nytimes.com/2019/01/04/arts/music/cornelia-street-cafe-
closes.html 

Robin Hirsch, the long-time owner of The Cornelia Street Cafe, is 
taking some well-deserved time off. Also a writer and performer, 
we are all waiting to see what he will do next.  


corneliastreetcafe.wordpress.com/tag/robin-hirsch 

The back cover was snapped by a photo jewelry specialist, The 
Commercial Art Lab, comartlab.com. It’s a gold bowtie pin that 
my long-time love gave me, shined up by my goldsmith friend 
Mary Enright, on an environmentally friendly cloth table napkin.


This album is dedicated to Eileen and Allan Pepper.  Allan, 
with business partner Stanley Snadowsky, owned “The Bottom 
Line,” NYC’s premiere live music venue for 30 years. So many 

http://folkmusicnotebook.com
http://gabriellaangojo.com
https://www.nytimes.com/2019/01/04/arts/music/cornelia-street-cafe-closes.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2019/01/04/arts/music/cornelia-street-cafe-closes.html
http://comartlab.com
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musicians got to polish their craft on his stage, plus make friends 
there — life-long friends — and some of us became life-long 
friends with The Peppers.  Eileen and Allan continue to bring out 
the best in everyone they meet.  And I learned some of the best 
lessons about life — and music — from Allan.


One was that if you are opening up a live music venue and sell 
out the very first show, always hold a few extra tickets back in 
case some unexpected VIPs show up. They never understand 
the words, “This show is sold out,” means you can’t come in. I 
sure hope Allan is writing a book. That’s a lesson he learned that 
you have to hear in his own words.


Another one was the day he said, “Never promote something you 
have to make excuses for. Don’t hand someone a song and say, 
’The bass is a little too loud in places, and one of the harmonies 
is off, but it’s still pretty good.’ Don’t give it to anyone until you’ve 
got it right.” Words for musicians to live by. 


I asked for advice from family and friends when putting this 
project together.  I know there are songs not here that you might 
have expected, but while working on this, I remembered 
something said to me by New England singer/songwriter/
journalist/novelist Scott Alarik. What he liked most about my 
music, he said, was that I wrote songs that people could use (you 
mean like this, Scott? youtube.com/watch?v=fYl4myRglU4.) It’s 
not that I set out with that in mind when I started writing songs, 
but sometimes it takes someone with a fresh point of view to 
notice things that we don’t. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fYl4myRglU4
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I hope these songs inspire you to think, laugh, learn to bake 
entremets, work for sane gun laws, put up with winter, tolerate

temporary bad permanents, reject the lies of tweeting politicians, 
but appreciate old friends, sensitive guys, ex-spouses, the 
beauty of figure skating, Esther Williams movies, art, a cappella, 
the lengths we go to when it comes to love . . .  and roses, even 
if they’re from the wrong man. 


Or brownies from the wrong woman.            — Christine Lavin 
                                                                           Summer 2019   NYC
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Melchior, Lauritz 110, 112

Melwani, Anil 2, 7, 38


Metropolitan Opera 110

Metropolitan Opera Orchestra 64


Mitchell, Bill 74, 76

Mockatines 6


Montalban, Ricardo 112

Montalvo Arts Center Theater 126 (photo)


Moran, Nancy 83, 92

More Than 1,000,000 Americans (video) 104


Mundy, MaryJo 113

My Lucky Star (Sonja Henie movie) 35


Nadien, David 64

Newtown, CT 107


New York Times 17-18, 102, 116

Nininger, Eugene  68, 70

Nininger, Willie  68, 70


NRA 105

Ochs, Phil 89

Ohio map 90


Olesko, Ron 116

On A Winter’s Night (compilation) 52


O’Reilly, Bill 85

Owen, Maribel 15, 17-18


Owen, Maribel Vinson 17-18




 


� �126

Page numbers for musicians on this album 119

Palin, Sarah 88


Pelletiere, Marcia 74, 76

Peter Paul & Mary 82 (photo)


Penny Lane (45 rpm) 19

Pepper, Eillen & Allan 2, 116, 117, 129

Perkins, Sue (Great British Bake-Off) 3


Peter Paul & Mary 82

Pittsburgh Center For The Arts 62


Plame, Valerie 85

Platt, John 115 

Please Don’t Make Me Too Happy 24, 38, 64

Plumber, Joe the 88


Ponce, Lorenza 8, 38

Price, Ben 91


Price, Ronn 90, 91

Prince, Howard 24, 64

Protesting octopus 95


Pumpkin head (Tom & Mary’s porch)  122

Rather, Dan 85


Red Wing Records 115

Reed, Lou 9


Reject the lies of tweeting politicians 118

“Reprise of I Was In Love With A Difficult Man” 7


Roady, Tom 90, 91

Rochester Music Hall Of Fame induction concert 127 (photo)


Rolling Hills Radio Show 69

The Rolling Stones 9


Rollins, Hillary 108, 113, 114, 115 

Romero, Cesar 35


Rosenberg, Marshal  31, 32

Rove, Karl  85


Richards, Dudley 15

Ronstadt, Linda 31


Rosenthal, Steve 8-9. 13, 24, 45, 61, 64, 115
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“Roses From The Wrong Man” 48

Roth, David 68, 70


Rounder Records 115

Russe, Charlotte 6

Russell, Helen 103

Sanders Theater 97


Sandidge, Sleepy John 115

Scott, Jerry 111-112


Scuba divers 26

Seattle Kingdome 67 

“Sensitive New Age Guys” 66

Serbagi, Midhat 64

Sex & The City 32


Shanachie Records 115

Shining My Flashlight On The Moon 58


Simon, Paul 14

Sinatra, Frank 9, 53, 91


Sister Sledge (45 rpm) 44

Smith, Debi  50, 78, 83, 90, 92, 97, 115


Snadowsky, Stanley 116

“Space Between Rings” 103


Spanky & Our Gang (45 rpm) 57

Spitzer, Elliot 87

Steele, Carol 25


Stockdale, Gary 113

Swiss Army Knife for Miss Mary T 92


Teirstein, Andy 38, 101, 102, 103

Timewatch (BBC Series) 3

Tom’s dial collection 123


Travers, Mary 80, 82, 90, 92, 115

Trinkley, Bruce  92-98

Trvmp, Donald 2, 5, 77

Unexpected VIPs 117


U.S. 1961 Figure Skating Team 15

Vallese, Rosie 74, 76
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Van Ronk, Dave  25, 56, 115, 120 (45 rpm)

Vega, Suzanne (45 rpm) 14


Vincent, Jim 74, 76

Virga, Joe 68, 70

Virginia Tech 107

Vote in 2020 130


Wakschal, Seymour 64

Washington D.C. Gay Men’s Chorus 92, 96

Whaling Church on Martha’s Vineyard 61


“What Was I Thinking?” 78

Whiteman, Patricia 113


Williams, Esther 104, 108-112, 118

“Winter In Manhattan” 72


Winthrop Records 115

Wittington, Harry 86-87

Woody Sez 48,102, 103


The Yeasty Boys 7 (photo)

“Yonder Blue” 30 


Zayak, Elaine 35, 37


Special thanks to producer Brian Bauers, bassist/Doyle’s 
Crib Studio owner Steve Doyle, and mastering engineer 

Phil Klum. I couldn’t have done this without you.  
brianbauers.com   

stevedoyle.com  


 phillipklummastering.com  

http://brianbauers.com
http://stevedoyle.com
http://phillipklummastering.com
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