
Greg Brown, Dancing round and round
Hoots and hollers in the cityRivers rats all lay down lowPretty girls flash by in fast carsPast the taverns in a rowRing, ring you bellsRing all over the townSomebody's dyin', somebody's bein' bornSomebody's dancing round and roundHoot and holler at the new banks and churchesAs I walk down to the barLet my wool grow long for winterTry an' flag me down a carAs the steeple is unloadingAnd the pigeons swoop and glideAnd the burnouts stagger homewardHoney, could I get a ride?
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