OLD WOODEN CHAIR
(Written to honor the old wooden chair 
that fell apart beneath me 
at breakfast at SAMW 2007 Week 2)

Mike Delaney 8/30/07
From the porch I see the lake

Picking tunes with my friends

Smell the trees; hear the loons
Don’t let this day end

Playing old familiar tunes
And new stories to share

Singing all my favorite songs
On my old wooden chair
Chorus:

Old wooden chair

You’ll always be there

On the porch or back inside
You keep me satisfied

Old wooden chair

The permanence of wood
Knowing life is good
Old wooden chair

Gather chairs around the meal

And talk long into the night

Or doing puzzles with the kids

The bonds of home are tight

At the end of the day
Life has treated me real fair
I always loved the view

From my old wooden chair

Chorus
Now the birds are flying south

And the leaves (have) turned and gone

The lake is barely warmed

By the low slanting sun

Through the laughter and the tears

I figured you’d always be there

So much time has passed

From my old wooden chair

Chorus
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