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(Don’t Trust No) Skinny Woman 
© Alan MacLeod 2020; A. MacLeod/W.Crowdis  
SOCAN# 81947423; Key of E; Time= 2:50;  Bass & Perc. by W. Crowdis 
From Adam & Eve to last week, this fun, cheeky, gospel-ish, sing-a-long, 2-

chord, funky fable just might help with your trust issues! 

Oh no. Oh no. Oh no. Oh no. 
The day before God Almighty rested 
He was bored out of his mind 
Made Adam and Eve 
And then he used to watch them all the time 

Now Evie, she went shopping 
Loved how apples seemed to glow 
Made Adam lug a bushel with ‘em 
When they had to go 

And Adam said:  “Oh no.” 
And Adam said:  “Oh no.” 
And Adam said:  “Oh no.” 
And Adam said:  
“I don’t trust no skinny woman 
next time I know what to do. 
I don’t trust no skinny woman 
since I met up with you, oh no.” 

Sampson told Delilah 
“Babe!  I like my hair this long.” 
Delilah, she knew better 
So one day his hair was gone! 

And Sampson said: “Oh no.” 
And Sampson said: “Oh no.” 
And Sampson said: “Oh no.” 
And Sampson said: 
“I don’t trust no skinny woman 
next time I know what to do. 
I don’t trust no skinny woman 
since I met up with you, oh no.” 



Last week my buddy met my girlfriend 
Said “She’l only skin and grief.” 
They ran off, left me 
Low and Wet, on Lovers’ Reef 

And now I say: “Oh no.” 
And now I say: “Oh no.” 
And now I say: “Oh no.” 
And now I say: 
“I don’t trust no skinny woman 
next time I know what to do. 
I don’t trust no skinny woman 
since I met up with you, oh no.” 

(Don’t Trust No) Skinny Woman BLOG POST:  My best friend was born, 
raised and lives in Cape Breton , Nova Scotia, where there’s a treasure trove 
of funny sayings.  “Runnin’ ‘round like a blue-arsed fly” was a fave.  “Sure as 
their’s shit in a dead cat” was pretty weird but true I suppose.  “Skin and 
grief” was another that rattled around in my brain for years before finding a 
home in this song. 

I was pondering Adam and Eve after learning that the first apple tree in 
North America was planted in Nova Scotia. I thought “I bet Eve was a skinny 
gal!”  And so the song began, thinking of stories from the bible like Sampson 
(I assumed Delilah was rather slim as well). 

It’s an irreverent tale for a guy who believes in God to tell, but, so it goes. I 
think it’s hilarious to cast God as Adan and Eve’s creepy stalker.   

Musically, it’s basically just E and A.  A friend who knows about chords told 
me the song works in part because it never resolves to the third chord our 
ears have been trained to expect. 

The music video of text I did up was intended to offend all my graphics 
friends as it breaks all the rules about how many different styles of fonts 
you’re “allowed” to include on a single page.  (Hmmm, guess I should really 
get out more!) 

William and I recorded this at The Bat Cave. 



WILDFIRES   
© Alan P. MacLeod 2020; A.MacLeod/R.S. Martin 
SOCAN #205820951; Time= 3:28 @ 92 bpm 

A close up look at a  
relationship burning down. 

For a good long time 
my love for you 
would always shine 
my love for you  
was too huge to hide 
filled me with pride 
and made me feel stronger 

Now we could fill books 
with what we don’t say 
and sad long looks 
for the things we don’t say. 
Sometimes it seems  
we packed all our dreams 
on a ship, that sailed. 

Our desires 
are willdfires 
burning away 
burning everything away. 

So we watch for a while.  
‘Cuz we don’t know 
to wail or smile. 
And we don’t know 
if I yelled to the sky 
would you rush to my side 
or would we be single sooner? 

Our desires 
are willdfires 
burning away 
burning everything away. 

if this is just silly me 
thinking love should be 
as high as the sky and as deep as the sea 



if I’m way out of line 
wanting “Joy In Our Time” 
then tell me I’m crazy 
show me we’re fine! 
‘Cuz I hear us say 
"we gotta’ go go go go today!" 
I hear us say 
"the best thing to do is stay" 

Our desires 
are willdfires 
burning away 
burning everything away 

Yeah, we’re burning away 
burning everything! 



I Didn’t Need Ya’ 
© 2020 Alan P. MacLeod;   SOCAN# 208192551              
Capo on 2; Low E to D; Time=3:11 @ 116 bpm 

An upbeat, post-relationship  
"day in the life" recap. 

When I woke up today 
I didn’t need ya’ 
So I went on my way 
And I didn’t need ya’ 
I was feeling OK 
‘Cuz I didn’t need ya’ 
The whole wide world was there for me 
  
Some times we know 
Most times we’re fakin’ it 
But we soldier on 
We chug along, a-makin’ it 
As hard shadows change 
and buildings are re-arranged 
In time-lapse video 

When I woke up today 
I didn’t need ya’ 
So I went on my way 
And I didn’t need ya’ 
I was feeling OK 
‘Cuz I didn’t need ya’ 
The whole wide world was there for me 
  
Some times I stop 
I look and I stare 
At the sky, at the city 
At that junk over there 
At the lines in my hands 
And I can’t understand 
What binds me to you 

But when I woke up today 
I didn’t need ya’ 
So I went on my way 
And I didn’t need ya’ 
I was feeling OK 



‘Cuz I didn’t need ya’ 
The whole wide world was there for me 

I go walking, with my ear buds blastin’ 
I’m safe within sound but my safety ain’t last - in’ 
Oh here comes the pain 
And I’m drowning again 
Like a child, lost, gone ... 

Well now it’s beddie-bye time 
And I used-ta’ need ya’ 
I’m gonna’ sleep fine 
‘Cuz now I don’t need ya’  
And the stars are aligned 
And I don’t need ya’ 
And the whole wide world is there for me 



Stronger 
©  Jan 23, 2019 in Cuba to Aug. 2020 in Toronto, Alan P MacLeod     SOCAN 
#208192554;  Time= 3:16 @ 66 bpm 

A Cuban beach, surf, wind and the sunrise combine  
to result in a decision about moving on. 

You look west 
when the sun is rising 
and you’re the best 
at compromising 
on what I need 
ya’ do it easy as breathing 
ya’ water me down  
‘till there’s nothin’ , 
nothin’ but me leaving.  

I am getting stronger 
as my road gets longer 
‘cuz I refuse to be 
the reef below your sea 
so I setting myself free. 

Miles of wasteland 
 being too long alone 
were good for me 
for my brains and bones. 

The wind and the sunrise 
cleared a space for giving 
and they told me: 
time to start living again 

I am getting stronger 
as my road gets longer 
‘cuz I refuse to be 
the reef below your sea 
so I setting myself free. 

Time for believing in me 



STRONGER BLOG POST:  
I’ve been watching waves for decades.  When sailing, swimming (with 
trepidation) and from the shore (with joy & awe).  In 2017, while spending 
countless hours walking Woodbine Beaches’ waterline in all weather 
pondering my circumstances, I started wondering how to describe waves 
hitting a shore to someone who had never seen this amazing occurrence.  
That was the first idea for this song. 

In 2019 I blew the last of my savings to take my travel guitar & I on a winter 
vacation to a Cuban beach resort in Holguan. Our days were 3 or 4 repeated 
cycles of:  sleep, swim, eat, try to write a song, swim again.  This is one of 
the 4 songs that found me over those 7 days. 

Sunrises & sunsets were best 
spent watching the ocean.  I was 
thinking the surf might be like a 
thug, slamming into an innocent 
beach.  Or maybe they were like 
grins or smiles & so “grinning & 
going” was a line & the title when 
the chords & melody found me 
one very late night/early morning 
when I had enjoyed having the 
beach all to myself for hours 
(while normal people were 
sleeping). 

Then I thought about normal and realized the only reason a normal or 
unremarkable liquid wave becomes a noticeable, remarkable wave or “fancy” 
chunk-o-surf was when it was lifted up or impacted by something solid.  It 
takes both the solid & liquid coming together to create a wave worth 
noticing. 

I felt I had been the “solid” in a great creative partnership that dissolved two 
years earlier because our co-created intellectual property was suddenly 
claimed, stolen & sold or hidden away in private companies by my partner, 
who had become “a noticeable wave” because of us working together very 
hard for many years. So, verse 1 is them, verse 2 is Cuba, and the rest is, 
kinda’, yours truly. 



Chien Lunatique   
© June 5 - 23, 2018; Mar 27/19;  May 2020; Alan P. MacLeod     
SOCAN  # 208192545  Time= 4:23 @ 98 bpm 

An unexpected memory flash opens  
a deep wound during a haphazard,  

medically-induced, failing quest for Faith. 

By mistake I thought of you 
as her needle pierced my vein 
I watched my blood fill every vial 
Heard Doctors say:  “We can’t do nothin’, 
have you thought of maybe praying?” 

I had been thinking of learning to pray 
been having communion with the moon’s light 
Trying to forget:  
- looking up through your hair 
- squinting in the sun and  
- believing, you were The One 
Yeah yeah yeah 

I’ve got a town in the back of my head 
filled with everyone I’ve met  
saying everything I’ve ever heard said 
And if they ever talk about ya’ everyone is sayin’ 
“oh yeah, that gal’s a Chien Lunatique” 
If they ever talk about us everyone is sayin’ 
“oh yeah, that love’s  a Chien Lunatique” 

If you could feel pain 
I might vote on-line for you to be  wounded 
But that’s not, “a step in my Program” 
And besides you only give 
You always only give it out 
Yeah yeah yeah 

I’ve got a town in the back of my head 
filled with everyone I’ve met  
saying everything I’ve ever heard said 
And if they ever talk about ya’ everyone is sayin’ 
“oh yeah, that gal’s a Chien Lunatique” 
If they ever talk about us everyone is sayin’ 
“oh yeah, that love’s  a Chien Lunatique” 



When I soar or stumble 
I can’t let nothin’ go 
the bad, it never fades away 
even if I want it to 

But today I saw a door with a Chien Lunatique sign 
and it made me laugh a long, long time 

That’s all the news from here 
I’ve got sun and fun, and music 
Got faces flashing and fading 
In the town in the back of my head 
In the town in the back of my head 
Goodbye.  Goodbye.   
Amen. 

Chien Lunatique  BLOG POST: 
The effervescent Holly Vaughan told me the line "The town in the back of my 
head" in the early 1990’s. I asked if I could “use that” and she laughed and 
said “sure”. 
The Amen suddenly arrived after recording the vocals for the 12th time due 
to lyric changes - he's such a lousy pray-er!  Hilarious. 



Love Finds You 
© Jan 20, 2019 in Cuba to Apr. 2020 in Toronto, Alan MacLeod    
SOCAN  #205820948;   in 6/8; Capo on 5; Time= 3:44 @ 176 bpm 

A swaying, positive tune of encouragement  
for those keen for a new love. 

                              
Many will try  
to spin you sideways 
or give up the fight 
to be lonely for always 
but that’s just not right 
no, that’s no way to live 
‘till love finds you  

Someone will see 
past the sunburn 
and under the skin 
to where your heart yearns 
for love to begin 
and you’ll both go, soaring 

Let your fears go 
let your tears go 
they’ve ruled you, for too long 
Let yourself be open 
Honest and hoping 
Keep on singing your song 
‘till love finds you  
Love finds you                                 

Here’s what I know 
there’s more than one 
who’ll love you till the end 
many best lovers 
and many best friends 
they are looking for you, too (so) 



Let your fears go 
let your tears go 
they’ve ruled you, for too long 
Let yourself be open 
Honest and hoping 
Keep on singing your song 
‘till love finds you  

Love Finds You BLOG POST: 
In 2019 I blew the last of my savings to take my travel guitar & I on a winter 
vacation to a Cuban beach resort in Holguan. Our days were 3 or 4 repeated 
cycles of:  sleep, swim, eat, try to write a song, swim again.  This is one of 
the 4 songs that found me over those 7 days. 



Little Bit Of Faith 
 © May 25 to June 15th, 2018; July 9, 2020  Alan P. MacLeod      
SOCAN #208192543;  Key of G; Time= 4:04  @ 134 bpm 

In this pulsing song there’s plenty of blame to go around  
as well as (if you dare to take it) a route past it all. 

Go ahead.  If you wanna’.  Just blame me. 
For all the sins and sorrows, that ya’ carry. 
‘Cuz ya’ won’t blame you, but it’s always you 
who brings you to your knees. 
So go ahead, if you want to,  just blame me. 

Or maybe, maybe you should take a breath? 
Step back to figure out what you’ve got left. 
Lay it all out.  make a good list, 
so you won’t forget. 
Yeah maybe, maybe you should take a breath. 

Have a little bit of faith, baby. 
Have a little bit of faith, baby. 
Have a little bit of faith  
in you like I do.  
Have a little bit of faith in you. 
Have a little bit of faith in you. 

Sometimes a lost boat will find dry land 
and make its way home, to caring hands 
and all the storms and all the waves 
can’t sink her down. 
Yeah sometimes, a lost boat will find dry land. 

Have a little bit of faith, baby. 
Have a little bit of faith, baby. 
Have a little bit of faith  
in you like I do.  
Have a little bit of faith in you. 
Have a little bit of faith in you. 



But you just say no. 
You won’t even try. 
But you’ll fight to keep sorrow  
filling your eyes! 
And it kills me watching you 
not do what you could do. 

Have a little bit of faith, baby. 
Have a little bit of faith, baby. 
Have a little bit of faith  
in you like I do.  
Have a little bit of faith in you. 
Have a little bit of faith in you. 

Little Bit Of Faith BLOG POST: 
A problem I have is writing slow and mid-tempo songs.  It’s how almost 
every song starts out.  A fix for this ailment is to write a dirge like I do but 
then speed it up as if it’s “a happy song”.   

While driving home on Lakeshore at Leslie and thinking about this song, CBC 
Radio played Erin Costello’s wonderful “All In Your Head” and I realized how 
cool and up tempo it was.  When I got home I upped the tempo by 20 bpm 
and let that stew for a bit.  In the end I think the final version of this song is 
about 40 beats per minute faster than the original version.  Thanks Erin! 



Brave  
© March 7 to 19th. & June 15, 16 2015; Feb 7, 2018; June 2020 Alan P. 
MacLeod   
SOCAN #A2594394;  Key of G; in 6/8; Time= 3:56 @ 101 bpm 

Turns out the real hero  
is the friend we underestimated. 

I thought I was brave 
Or at least, I could be 
That no matter what 
You could always depend on me 

And so we went along 
With the “understanding” 
 I’d be there for you 
if and when you needed me 

I thought I knew, I knew all about heroes 
The how and the why, and the way 
But it was me, that you had to save 
How did you, become so brave 
How did you, become so brave 

Now, I should be sleeping 
But I can’t stop shaking 
How could I, ever be 
So wrong about me 

Oh I owe you 
You’re why I’m still breathing 
And I vow, that I 
Will, become, brave, for, you 

I thought I knew, I knew all about heroes 
The how and the why, and the way 
But it was me, that you had to save 
How did you, become so brave 
How did you, become so brave 

Oooh, so many hues of blue In early morning 
It’s so late now, there’s no sense going to bed 
I stand up, rub my eyes 
And hope the hope in me will rise again 



Now I know, all about heroes 
The how and the why, and the way 
And there, will come a day 
When you will look to me and say: 
How, did, you, become so brave     (x3) 

So Brave.  So Brave. 

Brave Blog Post:  
A friend mentioned that, unlike our parents or grandparents, our generation 
doesn’t have real human heroes.  So instead, our heroes all have to come 
from comics & fiction.  This got me thinking about bravery.  The verse music 
sequence came to me first, followed soon afterwards with the melody & two 
words that end the chorus:  “So Brave”.  For about 9 days, I played that 
verse chord sequence, on the guitar and in my head, just singing those two 
words.  Trying to figure out how to make those elements into a song. 

Around that time, two of my friends spent an extremely emotional, long day 
with a struggling, mutual friend - a mentor everyone immensely respected.  
They convinced him to finally get help.  They delivered him to a rehab facility 
and I know they added years to his life by their bravery. 

At a critical time, the driving force behind this rescue briefly faded.  The 
friend in need would have BS’d his way out of rehab and into life-ending 
trouble but for the efforts of the third friend, who had just “tagged along”.  
Afterward this, she & I stayed up until dawn talking about that day. 

Soon afterwards, in one evening, words & chorus music arrived.  The verse 
lines were tweaked and eventually, become what they are now.  The chorus 
holds a big reveal & it was a slog to find the right words.  The “boneyard” of 
rejected lines just fits, single spaced, on three pages. 12 different versions 
were recorded until it all felt true and sounded ok to me. 

My songwriting group was very helpful in confirming what worked.  The 
bridge came last & is my fave section as it has an interesting chord sequence 
AND, lets me wail a bit - something new for my songwriting.  

RIP, GB.  



Baby 
© August 29, 2010 to Aug 2020  Alan P. MacLeod   
SOCAN #205820952; Capo on 2 = Key of E;  Time =  3:07  @ 82 bpm 

This song knows  
how long true love will last. 

Baby 
I still love ya’, love you 
I’ve loved you since the third day 

Baby 
Our time together flies 
We struggle lose, we win we try 
Still all I want 
All I need is you 
Baby. 

Long as the stars stay in the Sky 
I’ll be at your side 
Long as the water flows down hill 
 I will.  Be your 
Baby. 

Baby 
The grass is greener 
Where laugh lines grow deeper 

Baby 
Seasons changing as our 
Shadows stretch or fade away 
I’m all for words, but all I can say 
is: 
Baby.   
Baby.   
Baby, I’m yours. 



Anywhere  
© Sept. 3, 4, 5, 2005; Oct 8, 2016;  Aug. 2020 Alan P. MacLeod     
SOCAN# 33995234; in 4/4;  Time= 2:54 @ 86 bpm 

About to be pulled apart by circumstances,  
this lover make a reassuring promise. 

Hey you-hoo, dada doot-do, dada do(x2) 

Sun will come 
Clouds will go 
Rains gonna’ dry up 
And the winds are gonna’ blow 
Anywhere 
Day and night 
Anywhere 
But it’s all all right 

Anywhere I am, I am in love 
Anywhere I am, I am in love with 
You-hoo, dada doot-do, dada doot-do 
You-hoo, dada doot-do, da  do 

For richer and poorer 
Crazy or sane 
Here, or way over there 
It’s all the same 
Anywhere 
Anywhere there is a sky 
Anywhere 
It’s you and I 

Anywhere I am, I am in love 
Anywhere I am, I am in love with 
You-hoo, dada doot-do, dada doot-do 
You-hoo, dada doot-do, dada do 

 Let me hold you 
 a little closer, for a little longer 
  Let me hold you  
 a little closer 
 a little longer (I need) 
 just a little longer (with) 
You-hoo, dada doot-do, dada do  



And If We Dream 
© February 16, 2012; Aug. 2020;  Alan P. MacLeod     
SOCAN #A2594391; Time= 3:19 @ 84 bpm 

Peace is found in those blissful moments  
of physical closeness just before  

the dreams of sleep begin. 

As we lay us 
Down to sleep 
I listen to 
Your soft heart beat 
These little moments 
These are the best of the day 
As we breathe out 
And fall away 

And if we dream 
May we then dream 
May we dream of love 
Oh if we dream 
May we then dream of love 

Worry 
She just steals our time 
Revving up our 
Racing minds 
But not tonight.  No. 
Tonight we’ll rest 
Without that weight  
Upon our chest 

And if we dream 
May we then dream 
May we dream of love 
Oh if we dream 
May we then dream of love 

Ohhh, that big olde moon 
Will shine on us all night 
And all those stars 
They are wishes 
Wishes in waiting 



And if we dream 
May we then dream 
May we dream of love 
Oh if we dream 
May we then dream of love 

Now as we lay us 
Down to sleep 
I pray the Lord 
Our souls to keep 
And these little moments 
Are the best of the day 



Worrying On You - unplugged 
© March 8-10, 2016; 2018 to 2020;  Alan MacLeod       
SOCAN #208192553; Time= 2:55 @ 88 bpm 
Piano Arrangement, performance & recording - Robert Campbell 

Seeing past social media’s bravo,  
this song asks, “So, are you really OK?” 

I read your post about 
The Lights of Paris 
saw your pictures 
from that storm a week ago 
then you shared that video  
of a murmuration 
countless starlings 
whirling through the sky 

so I’ve been, worrying 
I’ve been worrying on you 
I’ve been worrying 
worrying on you 

We’ve bought into the notion 
that we are all connected  
truth be told is we connect 
a little less each day 

And that loneliness 
Oh Lord I know 
can twist us ‘round like starlings  
writhing in the sky 

so I’ve been worrying 
I’ve been worrying on you 
I’ve been worrying 
worrying on you 

I always love to read the signs  
you always hide between your lines 
can ya’ tell me I’m wrong this time  
so I can stop ... 
worrying 
stop worrying on you 
stop worrying, worrying on you 



Worrying On You BLOG POST: 
Versions of this song that were not released had up to 35 tracks - 2 pianos, 
strings, a full rhythm section, sampled sounds and loops with heavy FX & 
guitars, etc.   

I can’t play piano to save my life so I was overjoyed when Robert kindly 
offered to add a “real” piano track from Halifax.  We talked about it a few 
times and traded test mixes back and forth.  
  
This version arrived in Toronto and WOW, I was tearing up before the 
ending.  After I cut in 6 bars of a little segment I had come to adore from an 
earlier version the realization came, finally, that after 29 versions of 
rewrites, remixes, tempo changes and recordings, this song only needed 2 
things:   Piano (Robert Campbell’s piano in particular!) and voice.   

So this, version 30, lived to leave the house! 


