
Greg Brown, Letters from Europe
Letters from EuropeAll our pals far awayWho pack, pack it all upLeft the USAOne with a paintbrushOne with a musical instrumentOne with masks and juggling ballsWe cried when they wentWe said we know it's weird hereWe said we know it's weird hereWe said we know it's weird hereWe said we know it's weird here, but it weird there, tooWe're gonna miss yaPostcards from the coffee shopsThe station in AmsterdamThe hotel in LyonsLondon, riding on a tramAdventures in transportationAffairs of the heartAlso ah your lucky friendsAll the other partsWe said we know it's weird hereWe said we know it's weird hereWe said we know it's weird hereWe said we know it's weird here, but it weird there, tooWe're gonna miss yaAh my children sing their own songsI still, I still do tooI'm gonna send some on a cassetteOn an airplane to youI hope ya get a lot of workI know travellin suits youOh and if ya miss the USAWell sometimes I do too.We said we know it's weird hereWe said we know it's weird hereWe said we know that it weird hereWe said we know it's weird here, but it weird there, tooAh we're gonna miss ya
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