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1. Lafferty’s reel – Tamlin Reen (reels) – Pages  
2. Pastures of plenty (chanson) – Page  

3. Suite Dusty wine bottle (valse/reels) - Page  
4. Godspeed (chanson) - Page  

5. Marco polo – Tango to Evora (airs) - Page  
6. Homeward bound  (chanson) - Page  

7. En attendant la suite (valse/reels) – Page  
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(The works that remain) 

 
 
 

It’s a might hard row my poor hands have hoed 
My poor feet have travelled this hot dusty road 
Out of your dustbowl and westward we roam 

Through desert so hot and through mountains so cold 
 

I’ve wandered all over your green growing land 
Wherever your crops are I’ll lend you my hands 
On the edge of your cities you’ll see me and then 
I come with the dust and I’m gone with the wind 

 
California, Arizona, I’ve worked on your crops 

And northward up to Oregon to gather your hops 
I’ve dug beets from the ground, 
I’ve cut grapes from the vine 

To set at your table that white sparkling wine 
 

Green pastures of plenty from the dry desert ground 
From the grand Coolie dam where the waters run down 

In every state of this union we migrants have been 
We work on the land and we’ll fight ‘till we win 

 
It’s always we ramble that river and I 

All along your green valley’s I’ll work ‘till I die 
Travel this road until death sets me free 

Because pastures of plenty must always be free 
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I'm sittin’ in the railway station 
Got a ticket for my destination 
On a tour of one night stands 
My suitcase and guitar in hand 
And every stop is neatly planned 
For a poet and a one man band 
 
Homeward bound 
I wish I was 
Homeward bound 
Home, where my thoughts escaping 
Home, where my musics playing 
Home, where my love lies waiting 
Silently for me 
 
Everydays an endless stream 
Of cigarettes and magazines 
And each town looks the same to me 
The movies and the factories 
And every strangers face I see 
Reminds me that I long to be 
 
Homeward bound 
I wish I was 
Homeward bound 
Home, where my thoughts escaping 
Home, where my musics playing 
Home, where my love lies waiting 
Silently for me 
 
Tonight I'll sing my songs again 
I'll play the game and pretend 
But all my words come back to me 
In shades of mediocrity 
Like emptyness in harmony 
I need someone to comfort me 
 
Homeward bound 
I wish I was 
Homeward bound 
Home, where my thoughts escaping 
Home, where my musics playing 
Home, where my love lies waiting 
Silently for me 
Silently for me 
Silently for me 
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