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THIS LVENING'S PERFORIERS COME FROM VARIOUS AND
VARIED PARTS OF SOUTHERN AFRICA.

THEY WILL BE PLAYING WITH A VARIED D VARIOUS
VARIETY OF WUSICALL INSTRUNENTS AKD  WORDS.

MAE WUSIC AND THE WORDS ARE THEIR OWN

WE #AVE BEEN ASKED NOT TO REVEAL THEIR BIRTH
SIGNS, LUCKY MINBERS OR THE QOLOUR OF THEIR
LYES, BEAISE THEY HOPE YOU CAN HEAR FRON WHIERE
YOU'RE  SITTING.




(2) :
!Someone' said that only the cries of the Alley Cats
cziolaccuaataéyneflectu/tatu,fem/fﬁe city is all
about.
There are a Lot of different cats in a Lot of differnent
alleys:

QOLIN _SHAWEY
P She got money, in hex shoes, she
got problems she can'i use, she
got Zelephones in every noom she
got nadan stailion in ine Bnoom.
Who's going 2o 1ell the people,
who's going to tuwn them on

who's going 2o 1ell the people
abouz her?

This was a beautiful Land, not so long ago. This was a
beautiful tand, not so Long ago.

She's got Thoubles in hen head, she got problems in hen
Bed. She's got Gold in her back yard. She goi Policeman
for personal guard.

Who's going 2o tell the people. Who's going to tuwn them
on, Who's going 2o 2ell the people 'bout her?

This was a beautiful Lland, noil so long ago.

(SHE QT HONEY. ALl nights resewed. © Thind Ear Music.
1972)

PAIL CLINGIAN
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There's darkness on the sea at

wintentime. (Louds 2o keep the

sailon home and happy; You keep

the sea a strangen 1o me. And /

t won'? have 2o sail away.

You don't have 2o be the Daylight
1 rA sun on the nain when iil's begun.

You don't have to be the spariling
niven's nun, you just have 1o be the one.

" There's cold upon the Chruistmas Lights al years end, songs
10 hkeep the old from seeing snowing; you keep the candle in
the ewly monning, | won'l have 1o touch the wind.

There's a wind upon the chimney and the fine's dying,
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embers in the grating are cold and crying; you Live inside
my thoughts not caning if the yean 18 gowing old.
(SONG AT YEAR'S END. AUl nighis resenved. (©) Thind Lan fliusic
1972.)
JON  OAKLEY-Siid TH
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| wsed o know a pirate Priestess who
Lived in a broken window, with a face
Like an anceint map of a foneign Land
and she showed me [awi cards and
photographs of the livscow she used 2o
know. She said an enemy of an enemy
PN 46 a [riend.

Sl P o, ['m just a Singer and a ravell-
ing | Lusionist, and | gei scared of staying behind. | gel
hung-up on innocence and choice, and | change my mind, Oh,
| hope you can forgive all the things | say?

Sometimes | atmost think, | think | atmost tove you, but
sometimes | neally wanit 1o hwd you Bad....then I'm glad
20 see you go, and |'m sory when you've gone, / don'2
mind if you can't find the lime to understand.

Someiimes |'m the only Seagull to auuive ai an empiy drive
/nn, and sometimes |'m the pivol on a nound-a-bout.

Look out, |'m the enemy of the enemy of the man who has no
tuiend.......hen the tide comes in /'m a boat that can't
get out.

(The AT SONG. ALl nights neserved. © Third Ean iiusic. '73.)
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El NEDERLANDER

lhen you're out upon the open noad,and
monning's kissed the sky, whene the sun
neflects her sparkle Hvw' the colon of
yourn eyes. When the rain begins 2o wash
away ihe memony of my smile, nest your-

N self, if only forn a while.

lnite me a Leiler when you'ne gone, /'L
be waiting just 1o hean from you each day
please wiite me a Lellen when you're gone, o remind me of the
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things we used o say. You filled my Life with happy
song Like the sunshine fills the day. The summers
Mujedamt/zeﬂlouxywdanca[toﬂletau;/uﬁma.éwe
played. But | guess the music had 2o stop, and the
cwdain had o fatl. | quess you heand that wander-
ing echo call.

/ wish that | coutd feel the pulse of Freedom in your
LLight, on find anothen home whene the darkness blends
with Light. iy countny's Lying dangling on Links of
broken chain, | guess my Life is preiiy much the same.
(THINGS WE USED TO SAY. Rights nesenved. © Third Ear fusic.

1972}
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ALAN_JEFEREY

/'m forced 1o be the witness bui
my mind protests, |'m nesiing

on my consceince, thene's a pain
in my breast. The sands of time
drift stowly, and all the prophets
have died and there's a dust
stonm in my how-glass that never
wild subside.

My mind it is divided and my heart's divided oo, some-
times | wish 1o be away, and then / wish 1o be with you.
Somewhene between the tost and found, | believe | Lost my
mind, niding on some shooling star 1o a place | 've yet 1o
Lind, Sometimes | see you naked, someiimes /| see you
plain, sometimes you are a picture that's falten from iL's
frame, and though our minds are different / believe /

Love you still,don't you ever beg me o stay against my
v (FOR TIES WWEN 1" DIVIDED. ALL Rights nesenved
Third Ean fiusic ©). 1973.)
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This Concerd was produced by: Colin, Paul, Jon, Edi, Allan,

Neit 'Mac' hidCatlum & David Narks.

THANKS : Dn. Randy Speer, Les Shitt, Stan Domp, Jill Pottard.
SUND: Don Wittiamson & David with 69 KEATS ROAD STUDIOS and
Jungen Zihningen.

LIGTS: Neit 'ilac' Nclallum.

FONT OF IVUSE: Wives and Fellow traveilerd.
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