DADDY, WHO'S MARK TWAIN?

(My "Twain" song)

(Based on "Daddy, What's a Train" by Bruce Utah Philips)

Mike Delaney, 2/2000
Chorus:

Daddy, who's Mark Twain? Is he someone I should know?

Is he a famous athlete or have a TV show?

Is he a millionaire? ‑ oh, how can I explain

When my little boy asks me, "Daddy, who's Mark Twain?

I remember as a boy I'd read long into the night

I couldn't put a book down and turn out the bedroom light

I hung out with Tom Sawyer and with Huckleberry Finn

I'd rush to finish one book and another to begin

The river flowing by

The meadow grass so high

Lessons to be learned as we grow

A slave is still a man

A frog jumps 'cause he can

It’s the lessons that my boy may never know

Chorus

We think that we have gained so much but also much is lost

A dulling of creativity is the cost

Our minds are programmed like an electronic device

With the flashing of the monitor and the clicking of the mice

Internet and MP3

DSL and DVD

eCommerce is the only way

Dial up and go on-line

Web pleasure will soon be mine

It's so depressing to hear my own son say

Chorus

But now I'm growing older and I think I'm losing touch

The world moves so much faster and I'm missing way too much

Not sure I make a difference now; my senses start to wane

I wish that I could live my life as if I were Mark Twain

Down the river on a raft

Driving words just like a craft

Instead of reading the TV’s on all day

Who will be a millionaire

I watch because I care

I can't believe it when I hear myself say

Last Chorus:

Who's Shania Twain? Is she someone I should know?

Did she write a famous novel or compose a Broadway show?

This modern culture is rotting out my brain

When I ask my grown up song say  “Who's Shania Twain?

(I needed to write a train song, but didn't want to write a "typical" train song.  So I thought about the different meanings of "train", train phrases (train a dog, train of a wedding gown, train a gun on someone, gravy train, soul train, toilet train).  I went to the internet and found a 14-page lit of train songs, so I decided to write a "TWAIN" song.  But I had to rip off a real train song to do it, so this song is "in the folk tradition".)

DADDY, WHAT'S A TRAIN?

(Utah Phillips)

  Daddy, What's a train?  Is it something I can ride?

  Does it carry lots of grown up folks and little kids inside

  Is it bigger than our house? ‑ oh, how can I explain

  When my little boy asks me, "Daddy, what's a train?"

I remember when I was a boy living by the track

Us kids'd gather up the coal in a great big gunny sack

And then we'd hear the warning sound as the train pulled into view

And the engineer would smile and wave as she went rolling through

She blew so loud and clear

That we covered up our ears

And counted cars as high as we could go

I can almost hear the steam

And the big old drivers scream

With a sound my little boy will never know

I guess the times have changed and kids are different now

Some don't even seem to know that milk comes from a cow

My little boy can tell the names of all the baseball stars

And I remember how we memorized the names on railroad cars

The Wabash and TP

Lackawana and IC

Nickel Plate and the good old Sante Fe

Names out of the past

And I know they're fading fast

Everytime I hear my son look up and say

Well, we climbed into the car and drove down into the town

Right up to the depot house but no one was around

We searched the yard together for something I could show

But I knew there hadn't been a train for a dozen years or so

All the things I did

When I was just a kid

How far away the memories appear

And it's plain enough to see

They mean a lot to me

'Cause my ambition was to be an engineer
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DADDY, WHO'S MARK TWAIN?

(My "twain" song)

(Based on "Daddy, What's a Train" by Bruce Utah Philips)

Mike Delaney, 2/2000
Chorus:

Daddy, who's Mark Twain? Is he someone I should know?

Is he a famous athlete or have a TV show?

Is he a millionaire? ‑ oh, how can I explain

When my little boy asks me, "Daddy, who's Mark Twain?

I remember as a boy I'd read long into the night

I couldn't put a book down and turn out the bedroom light

Hung out with Tom Sawyer and with Huckleberry Finn

I'd rush to finish one book with another to begin

The river flowing by

The meadow grass so high

Lessons to learn as we grow

A slave is still a man

A frog jumps 'cause he can

A simple life my boy may never know

Chorus
We think that we have gained so much but also much is lost

A striking lack of creativity is the cost

Our minds programmed like an electronic device

With the flashing of the monitor and the clicking of the mice

Internet and MTV

DSL and DVD

E COMMERCE is the only way

Dial up and go on-line

Web pleasure will soon be mine

It's so depressing to hear my own son say

Chorus
But now I'm growing older and I think I'm losing touch

The world moves so much faster and I'm missing way too much

Not sure I make a difference; my senses start to wane

I want to live my life again as if I were Mark Twain

Down the river on a raft

Driving words like a craft

Instead of reading the TV's on all day

Who will be a millionaire?

I watch because I care

I can't believe it when I hear myself say

Last Chorus:

Who's Shania Twain? Is she someone I should know?

Did she write a famous novel or compose a Broadway show?

This modern culture is rotting out my brain

When I ask my grown up boy, "Who's Shania Twain?

(I needed to write a train song, but didn't want to write a "typical" train song.  So I thought about the different meanings of "train", train phrases (train a dog, train of a wedding gown, train a gun on someone, gravy train, soul train, toilet train).  I went to the internet and found a 14-page list of train songs, so I decided to write a "TWAIN" song.  But I had to rip off a real train song to do it, so this song is "in the folk tradition".)

