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CLOSE ENCOUNTER OF A WEIRD NIND) 1.1 made myself some Hhis bond could nof then be undone. With Adolph well, the hvo
Lreskfort, hwo eqgs ond buttered toost, Then mrm: fromSumetre.  moved outand she became his wile, To share the mi hr gomble of
thaf's fhe aurl I ?m the moid. 1ol down by theliding door b o newly wedded like. 4 They had o litHe boy named Toe my
catch the rising sun, Oh, the pleasures of ||1e mummg ey bod just  gronddad he would be, And then greah-uncle Fred wer bam lojmn
hegun, Yes, the plecsures of Eﬂ marming thay hod just bequn. a1 family tree, Now Adoloh wen urlem mon but cords wore all he
2. The sky wes pink and doudless, with ur.mhr [ hrnm. Some kinew, And s they maved from Fown fo fown he found the balfle,
i squinieh ployed hide and seck omong the ﬂu Hiees When  Foo, 5. Somelimes twes fo smoky bary that Adoloh's crovingy led
10d dnn{i\r like on arrow fhese come hurlling down the hill B. parade e nighl he o ino o fighl, h ofher man Loy dead, Though no
jant furkeys wilh their calls so shell, A parode of gionturkeys  one know who sharted il our A ld\gnh: ear, The only ploce for
mﬁw fhir call so sheill. 3. | morveled of ia.gobhlen mdmnm Harinoh, then, war Oto's, it wos elear. 8. By now the boys were
hlnck ond brown, Their wattled necks, thair scarlet snoods. their ~ aight and fen, for Adolph they did yeom And Hennah foo looked

heards ol dongling down, They milled chout e feeders and they
scrciched the ground fo seed, While fhe chicksdees ond pigees
fled with ol due speed, Yes, the chickodeas and pigzons fled wilh
oll due spied EII%\L Then one young fom apacoached fhe door
i eyes mek mine, He seermed fo wantfo ener and upon
my bomst-fo dinel He pecked the glos ond glared of me with
incradulity, Then he went upon his futkey way and ot me be, Oh;
e went upon his furkey woy and let me be 4 Now since | am 0

human | could moke o hinq of this, [ could call # nature's blesing

or o kind of cosmic kiss, But whal | know for cerlain i o hurkey
el my aaze, dnd [l hold on fo the memory for all my days, Ve,

'l hold o fa the memary for oll my doys!

THE RALLAD OF OTT0, ADOLPH AND HANMAH 1. OHo was o meschand,
an ambitious man was e, lo make his forfune he sek sail across fhe

l:nmdlnq 336, He setfled in Ohia, sisber Homnoh hy his side, Shed
cook ond dean ond care for him until be'd found o bride. 2. Now

Adalph wos o gamble, o new life be dlio sought, But o uluhn g o

pock of cordh were ol thal Adalph broughl, One doy on omery
rested horse threw Adolph fo the streel. In front of weallhy Ofos

house; and Hannah bie did meet. 3. She brought him in and nursed

is wounds and soon their he nrh wera ne, And h'grm (it mlaH

fonward fo the fime of his tetum, St OHo 01 0 prosperous mon
wis given cstody, And Adalph hod fo stedl {hm'n when he of
Ik wan bree. 7. From stabe fo stale the fomily fled, bul they. were
baund ko lose, The sheriff finally mpiur:d Them, ond Hannah hod
to choioie, With Adolph she couldstoy, bul then her children never
see, Or go inckead with Joe ond Frn?lu {Ho's fomily, 8. The bonds
of motherhood won out, and with her sons the wenk, While Adolph
moved to New York }nwn and doleful lettety sent: The boys graw up
and made their way 'spite memories of thame, Thqr |varned some
thiny from OHe, yet npi fhetr father's name. 9. Granddad
Joe ran @ clothing shore ond played by oll the rules, Bul poker
winnings fet him send his -rE ta Fancy schook, My mom become o
writer and she u\w:{ ihn‘iulv along, And | ot greot-granddoughler
now bave pul it infosong. 101 |see no moral in this fale unless its
simply fhis: That blind young love fike Hannah's may not lead fo
losfing blis, But had she never gambled and with Adolsh qone
awdy, I'd ot be hate lo sing this song o all of you fodoy.

MIERORS 1. Once on o time, there ved g gil, o lively ipll+l: wha
wandered far ond wide, She woy her mathers wondrows pearl, unkil
o lost she deigned o be o bride, She bore hwo children h-'l
mate, ond set tham on thelr way, She gove hc: youth fo foil and
vare, bot oo found some joy in every doy. 2 S0 many yean hu'uc
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Toa befter ploce, where there's noughthot love, Or so | wish, m
the tan cbow. 7, There's one mare thing ot 14 1'd ke foray,
One thing | ok for, when |y toproy That s | et oo of your

tarkured pad, | foo shall find same pooce af lod, Thn | shall find

some pedce af ok

HACKWARD, Wmm WE ARE HARCHING 1. Backward, bodward,
we ot e marching fo o Joud ingis lont beol Led by prople who've
been pur chased by ¢ powerful ebte, Slahing programs' for the
needy 0 he ridywon't feel the heol, Nol righ#i Not noht!
2 From he heor flond they have come, hese new pretenden fo the
Hhrone, Wwisking fack ond worning ydence, they've o plotfom ol
Pﬁe:rm.n "Iy Hhe gover nmeni T
" : ||l’|;: wn\;|||wir|h
e bonel” Mol righll
4 lolri Bndg-q'h
| Ind wiha b 1l
§ ourNumber (he has fo
romise bnrra.kh
iugj things done, Byl
demacrney willlet us have
oursoy Welll electn v rom wha
rewgize foir poyl 3. Forward fovord well hama ichin
foward Hrlq‘:d of cleamer oir, Hath insurmee feru“peqﬁ.c and
abox mde ot i Faic We wil moke our leaden lvhen, we wil

shaut it everywhere, Thal's nght! Thal's right! Lefs Fighi

B LR TOTEBAGS YOU SHALLKNON US LBy cur ke bogs you
shallkriow vs, wiewho cate cboit Hhe earth, Sparling fomilies of
pond as shoiing ot nrm\;ﬂe girh, There @n beno dovht
whlover of uy Tolebog foten’ worih, For the ndmmll.omm
you that we are chout e earh. 2 By our labeb you shell know
us, we who careshout the poot whnlhﬂrl-’mlmn hp\?hh

Y,

Peg Espinola’s CD package gave me
the oppotunity to collaborate with her in
producing a tongue-in-cheek visual
approach.... By combining unusual
cover photography with my ownsky
photography we came up with this
solution. The typography chosen just
added to the whimsy of the project.

The components of Peg’s CD
package includes this 6-panel sleeve
with a die-cut pocket for the CD.
Simple.

On-Cd Art:

A slightly different
arrangement of
photography and
available

what fhensle inside nh:; Our relum oddr ess willsignal ol we
::rn oboufthe poor 3 By our decali you shall know s, you shal
inow_ sl where wulml Ve for pnimm of comdene nd o
mi that's planned, & you knock upan our door youl
ynure eﬁunmhdwfﬁ o lﬁd«utoncu
windovs will have told you whare we tnd. Bridge: Bt these
tots, decak ond Hw[tml;mmwa gove one hime: feoul be
thal in mae reeent years we hovent spent o dime. 4, Wevegol

tokeep e mm oy coming if we wanl bo gt i right, dnd our raphic
chahes o 1o 1 . bey hu::nlga{ S mich, S s i grap

progressive candidater, bing government o the fight. Whenwe're elements
ol in his fogekher, Fhen our dreoms wil seethe light, s gonna .
fake mudh mor fhan loe bo for our dieams fosee e light made this
THOLGHTS £ ROUTETOT HE HAIRTRESSER 1. Driving in my cor to -

my monthly kimmin ngnmytmtuh h”ht:dm:h Er; ; t4 C(:IOf t
o my 5t 4 dimming, How many hair |

Elniwrlwy::: |h‘m‘|\\rxlm|mqmnl:ymt(lm dd H:.u reatmen
mony haira ks 4ll 1 die? Shal | keep this ‘do oroo for anolher lid? unusual.

How manybaircuhs Il | die? 3 by next cor's garna hemyiml
e How many haiweuts hill die? s gama be red and if'd botet
be o fostone, How many haireubs ill [ 412 4. Uanmrwnl,rtmn
yean younget, How many hairuts Fill] die? What Il do whon he
cutby o longet How many haitesty Hl | dia? 5 When should |
move down by my doughier, How mony haireuk §ill | die? IFs
warmer hae n:] if's near the water How m any haieuts il | die?
6. ' bake cookies ond |'d spell the namny, How many haircuts Hll1
die? But 'd hove fo leave my dar old Doy, How many

eis sk Hll | die? Bridge: Lik iy shorl, I & sweet

Songs fowrie, new people fomeet 7 Here Iamol 8

he beauly parkog How many haiicots Tl die? He's %
faskening the cape with e foo-tight callar...

Phenly mare hairuts Hil | die!

FL

(DESIGN /& ILLUSTRATION )

LF,




