
BLUE BIRD BAYS BLUES

Words by Chuck Kershenblat (and Trails West campers), 7/80

Music by Chuck Kershenblatt, 7/80

(Music score on minidisk)
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C*=C w/pinky on 3rd fr 3rd st.

Chords repeat as shown in verses below.
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-Live Version-

Tapes rollin', ok, Blue Bird Bays Blues Part II,

or Ellens Ragtime Blues.

C*                    G

This is a song, about our tour called Trails West.

C*                                       G

From New York to Denver, they said this tour's the best.

C*                             G

We started campin', and don't ya know. 

C*                                         G

We heard all the drug rules, glad I forgot my snow.

We saw an airforce academy, it sure was a bore.

We drove three hours to get there, for a five minute tour.

We finally left Colorado after our tent training.

To go to Moab and go roller skating.

We went together everyday on this tour.

Like Ellen said, in groups of four or more.

Up in the Arches it almost made me cry.

Surrounded by amazing sights. How I wish I was high!



Walking through Bryce,

There wasn’t a trail we missed.

But we had to look around. To see if we lost Chris.

Then there’s Fribitzio from Italy

who never seemed to tire.

Doing what he does best, eating toilet paper on fire.

Sitting in our hotel room. Stayin' up 'till four.

Smoking a bowl in the bathroom.

With a towel under the door.

There was a knock on the door,

While smokin' our Chicken-Foot pipes.

We all got paranoid,

But Groucho said "it's alright".

'cause it was only Dave. 

And he knew we were high.

He didn't really care and let us slide by.

(He's gettin' high)

Woke up this mornin', fell out of bed.

If I hadn't awoken, Ellen said I'd be dead.

(Now everyone sing along on this verse)

In the afternoon, it was very hot.

Oh what a bummer, no beer or pot.

(That one's a classic)

Walkin thru the arches, but at what a cost.

That idiot Dave, he got us all lost.


