Credits & Lyrics

Bob Killian [Founder of MCFC]

I Like the Jersey Shore
By Bob Killian ©1995 Windsong Music

Chorus [calyso beat]

I like the wide sand beaches

I like the deep blue sea

I like seafood and peaches

I like the bikinis [bi—ki—ni’s]

Some like to go to the mountains 

But to me what summer’s for

Is having some fun on the surf and the sun

I like the Jersey Shore

Help me get out of the city

In the summertime streets are so hot and so gritty

Breathing shoud be a crime

Let me go jump in the ocean and I won’t ask for more

Playing all day on a beach by the bay

I like the Jersey Shore
[Chorus]

Take me to Atlantic City

Wildwood is wild to me

Cape May or Ocean City, Belmar or Asbury [As—bur—y]

Seaside, Point Pleasant or Long Branch

Sea Bright is fun for sure

Well, I’ll take a book with me to Sandy Hook

I like the Jersey Shore

[Chorus]

There’ll Come a Day
By Bob Killian ©1981

 (note:  refrain from background singers)
There’ll come a day—When the wheels of war will evermore stand and decay

There’ll come a time—When the hunger in the youngest eyes will no longer stay

Chorus

Let the light (Let the light) shine out upon the land

Let the love (Let the love) flow out of everyone

And the way (And the Way) will break upon the darkness

Of the storm, There’ll come a day! (There’ll come a day!)

There’ll come a day—When our rivers will run again pure on their way

There’ll come a time—When we’ll cherish the life in our oceans and bays

[Chorus]

There’ll come a day—When the strong will no longer make the weak ones pay

There’ll come a time—Whenthe homeless will have a safe, warm place to stay

[Chorus]

There’ll come a day—When justice and truth will rule all that we say

There’ll come a time— When everyone, everyone will stand and say…

[Chorus]
Tom Chapin
This Pretty Planet 
by John Forster & Tom Chapin

© 1988 Limousine Music Co. & The Last Music Co. (ASCAP)

Performed by: Tom Chapin

This pretty planet spinning through space,

You're a garden, you're a harbor, 

You're a holy place,

Golden sun going down,

Gentle blue giant spin us around.

All through the night, safe 'til the morning light.

Someone's Gonna Use It 

 by John Forster & Tom Chapin

 © 1988 Limousine Music Co. & The Last Music Co. (ASCAP)

When you stand at the sink did you ever think 

About the water running down the drain?

That it used to be in the deep blue sea

And before that it was rain.

Then it turned to snow for an Eskimo

To use in a snowball fight,

Then it floated south 'til it reached your mouth

To help you brush your teeth tonight

Someone's gonna use it after you.

Someone needs that water

When you're through.

'Cause the water, land and air,

These are things we've got to share.

Someone's gonna use it after you.

When you sneeze like thunder 

Did you ever wonder 

If the air you set in motion

Might have helped to form a tropical storm

Way out in the Western Ocean?

Could have been blown out of 

A blue whale's spout

As he dove beneath the seas

And now that air is in your care 

'Til you're finished with your Snee-Ah-Ah-Ah

Someone's gonna use it, AHCHOO!

Someone needs to breathe it

When you're through.

 'Cause the water, land and air,

 These are things we've got to share.

 Someone's gonna use it after you.

 Like a wheel the world is turning,

 Forest green and sky of blue.

 It will turn that way forever

 As the old is born anew...

Someone's gonna use it after you.

 So leave it as you'd like it

 When you're through.

 'Cause the water, land and air,

 These are things we've got to share.

 Someone's gonna use it after you.
Danny Einbender

It Really Isn’t Garbage

By Danny Einbender 

Produced by Danny Einbender©1995  Mindbender Music (BMI)

It isn't really garbage till you mix it all together;

It isn't really garbage till you throw it away.

So separate you paper, plastic, compost, glass and metal--

And then you get to use it all another day.

There’s garbage in the kitchen, Yea, there’s garbage in the basement,

There’s garbage in the bathroom, there’s garbage in the backyard too,

Sometimes it seem’s like burying the future,

The stinking pile of trash gives me the Garbage blues!

Chorus

Landfill gets in the drinking water, gets in the drinking water,

It hurts the fishes and creatures dump it in the sea,

Reduce, reuse, recycle is the solution to pollution,

Don’t count on someone else, it’s up to you and me

Chorus

Now there are some people who think we ought to burn it,

So convenient, makes new job and e-lec-tricity

So if you burn it, you’ll know you’re going to breathe it

And what to do with what’s left there’s no guarantee

Chorus

All of this will only work is if everybody does it,

So always pay attention when you go to the store,

Encourage businesses that try their hardest to recycle

Don’t buy it ‘less it’s been something someplace else before!

Chorus

It isn't really garbage till you mix it all together;

It isn't really garbage till you throw it away.

So separate you paper, plastic, compost, glass and metal--

And then you get to use it all another day.

And then you get to use it all another day.
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Magpie
Hugh the Manatee

By Magpie: i.e., Terry Leonino and Greg Artzner

From Circle of Life album ©1997 Longtail Records

As I was snorkeling down in the cayes

I came upon 2 manatees

I looked at them and they looked right at me

As they chewed on their dinner of hydrilla weeds

One came over and said to me

I’ll tell you what life is like under the sea

My name is Hugh and I’ll show to you

Just what manatees do

 

Chorus:  Hugh the manatee

Swimming around from caye to caye

Oh how I wish that I could be

Like Hugh the manatee

Hugh the manatee

Swimming around the West  Indies

Oh how I wish that I could be

Like Hugh the manatee

 

Hugh said I like to come here and feed

Among the hyacinths and the seaweed

Rooting around in the seagrass beds

Flushing out fish so the herons get fed

I like salt water I also like fresh

I don’t mind it cool but warm is the best

When I get tired I take a deep breath

And go down on the bottom to rest

 

Chorus:  Hugh the manatee

Swimming around from caye to caye

Oh how I wish that I could be

Like Hugh the manatee

Hugh the manatee

Swimming around the West  Indies

Oh how I wish that I could be

Like Hugh the manatee

 

Instrumental Interlude

 

Repeat Chorus:  Hugh the manatee

Swimming around from caye to caye

Oh how I wish that I could be

Like Hugh the manatee

Hugh the manatee

Swimming around the West  Indies

Oh how I wish that I could be

Like Hugh the manatee

 

It isn’t as easy as you might think

‘Cause me and my kind

We are almost extinct

A lot of the places we lived are now gone

Making it harder to carry on

Just look at these scars on my back they were made

By somebody’s powerboat propeller blade

With boats and pollution and trash in my way

It’s harder to live everyday

 

New Chorus:  Hugh the manatee

It shouldn’t be so hard to be

He’s part of you and he’s part of me

We’re all humanity

Hugh the manatee

It shouldn’t be so hard to be

He’s part of you and he’s part of me

We’re all humanity

Blue Crab Blues

(words & music by Greg Artzner & Terry Leonino, © 1989)

 I've got the Blue Crab blues, I'm as blue as I can be

 I've got the Blue Crab blues, I'm as blue as I can be

 When I'm tryin' to find my dinner, everyone's tryin' to make a dinner out of 

 me

 Every time I go a-swimmin' out in that big blue bay

 Every time I go a-swimmin' out in that Chesapeake Bay

 I have to beware of all those things, that keep on getting in my way

     (Chorus:)

     So I go - locomotin' to the left, locomotin' to the right

     Locomotin' in the day, locomotin' all night

     I got the crab locomotion, yeah, I move from side to side

     I'm gonna dive down to the bottom, find me a place to hide.

 Well, there's traps and there's fishnets, tryin' to catch poor me

 Well, there's traps and there's fishnets, tryin' to catch poor me

 The trash is bad enough, but pollution is killing me

 Don't you try to grab me, or I'll pinch you with my claw

 Don't you try to try to grab me, or I'll pinch you with my claw

 Don't you mess with me, or I'll be the crabbiest crab you ever saw

     (Chorus)

     (Bridge:)

     Well, let me tell you 'bout my cousins: there's the Alaskan King

     There's the Japanese Spider, and they both have quite a sting

     There's the hermit crab, hides out in some other shell

     I've got so many cousins, too many for me to tell

 It's not easy to be a crustacean in the blue

 It's not easy to be a crustacean in the blue

 When you're tryin' to find your dinner, 

     everyone's tryin' to make a dinner out of you

     (Chorus)

Rick Nestler
The River That Runs Both Ways – 

By Rick Nestler 

Once the Sachems told a story 

Of a land the great spirit blessed 

And the people followed the legend 

From the great water in the west. 

They they stopped where they found 

That the fishing was good 

The earth it was fertile, Game ran in the wood 

[Refrain twice] 

And I could be happy just spending my days 

On the river that flows both ways. 

First came the trappers. then the traders 

Their own fortunes for to find 

And the valley treated them kindly 

So the farmers followed close behind 

Then the sloops sailed well laden 'round the batter 

With flour from Yonkers, fur from Albany 

[Repeat Refrain] 

Writers and painters have shown its beauty 

In its waters and on the shore 

While musicians sing its praises 

And keep alive the river's lore 

with the sun settin' golden o'er the Palisades 

Afternoon ends and the daylight fades 

[Repeat Refrain] 

Maybe it's the moonshine, maybe it's the starlight 

Reflected in Haverstraw Bay 

Maybe it's the fog that rolls off the highlands 

At the break of a brand new day 

But apple cider and pumpkins, strawberries and corn 

Make the people of the river glad they've been born. 

[Repeat Refrain] 

© 1980 Rick Nest!er

