
Lyrics for the songs on Little Boat, by Rita Hosking  

 

 

Parting Glass 

by Rita Hosking ©2012 

 

I awoke this morning with a funnel on my mind, and we were lined up, going ‘round, toward the light in 
the middle 

Some would step aside to contemplate their lives, and we were lined up, and some fell through 

 And maybe this will be our parting glass 

 And maybe time has gone by too fast 

 Oh baby we’re the kind that just don’t last 

I awoke this morning with my mama on my mind, and she was right there, holding me, through the hard 
times and 

She said darling I will love you all your life, and I’ll be right there, loving you 

 And maybe this will be our parting glass 

 And maybe time has gone by too fast 

 Oh baby we’re the kind that just don’t last 

  Pretty doe on the road and she’s calling 

  Pretty doe on the road, she’s calling 

  Pretty doe on the road, she’s calling 

I awoke this morning with a forest on my mind, and I was home there, home there, dead or alive, and 

One tree fell and another grew beside, and I was home there, missing you 

  And maybe this will be our parting glass 

 And maybe time has gone by too fast 

 Oh baby we’re the kind that just don’t last 

 

 



Where Time Is Reigning 

by Rita Hosking and Kora Feder ©2012 

 

Take a little waltz, come and spend time with me 

This is all we got, continental choreography 

Blue and yellow crayons color outside the coastlines 

Pictures will fade, but today it looks so fine 

 It’s the kingdom of the first and second hand 

 It’s an infinite and most enchanting land 

 Where rocks fly, old cars try, where everything dies but time 

 Where time is reigning 

What did dinosaurs think? Says the kid in the dinosaur mask 

And in her tar pit dreams, she pulls out a bottle of glass 

And inside is a note, it’s a riddle of the treasure hunt type 

And as she grows old, every year the peaches will get ripe 

 It’s the kingdom of the first and second hand 

 It’s an infinite and most enchanting land 

 Where rocks fly, old cars try, where everything dies but time 

 Where time is reigning 

  Mankind walks out of the sea, wonders how she came to be / It’s raining 

  Mankind walks out of the sea, wonders how she came to be / It’s raining 

 It’s the kingdom of the first and second hand 

 It’s an infinite and most enchanting land 

 Where rocks fly, old cars try, where everything dies but time 

 Where time is reigning 

 

 



Sierra Bound 

written for Pam Ronald, by Rita Hosking ©2012 

 

I’ve been around the world, to the countries of the East 

The halls of science have felt the soles of my feet 

And I got my start in the sweet Sierra range 

Where a grove of trees and the mountains call my name 

 And I’d climb up in that old pine tree,  

with the sap on my elbow and a scrape on my knee 

 And I’d read about the places I’d see when I climb down,  

but in my heart I’m always Sierra bound. 

I’m at a conference in Washington D.C.,  

I’m there for work, and I got my little girl with me 

We’re in a sea of men and they’re not sure what to say 

She holds my hand and I go back to the day 

 And I’d climb up in that old pine tree,  

with the sap on my elbow and a scrape on my knee 

 And I’d read about the places I’d see when I climb down,  

but in my heart I’m always Sierra bound 

  la, la, la, la, la, la, la 

I was the child that climbed a mountain to see 

A boy and girl with a book of flowers, could this be me? 

Bend down low and hear the whispers of the plants 

Said a little girl with a mariposa lily in her hand 

 And I’d climb up in that old pine tree,  

with the sap on my elbow and a scrape on my knee 

 And I’d read about the places I’d see when I climb down,  

but in my heart I’m always Sierra bound 



Clean 

by Rita Hosking ©2012 

 

I am a merry maid, I put the smile upon my face,  

as I happily scrub your toilet, I do enjoy it. 

I want the same things that you do, to pay the rent and go to school 

I try to work where you won’t see me, ‘cause that’s how you want it to be 

 I’ll clean the fingerprints off your double pane doors 

 And I’ll bend down low and buff your hardwood floors 

 Give me some Comet and some Simple Green, and I’ll keep you, I ‘ll keep you clean 

 I’ll keep you clean. 

Poor man in the street today, nothing water can’t wash away 

Yes I can do that sir, I’ll make things as they were 

I got Johnny in my econ. class, his smile’s as smooth as glass 

But I know he won’t ask me, he just looks right past me 

 I’ll clean the fingerprints off your double pane doors 

 And I’ll bend down low and buff your hardwood floors 

 Give me some Comet and some Simple Green, and I’ll keep you, I‘ll keep you clean 

 I’ll keep you clean. 

I am a merry maid, I put the smile upon my face 

No, I didn’t take it Ma’am, what kind of girl you think I am? 

White pants in the summer sun, gleaming bright for everyone 

“You wouldn’t believe what we paid, oh no, leave it for the maid” 

 I’ll clean the fingerprints off your double pane doors 

 And I’ll bend down low and buff your hardwood floors 

 Give me some Comet and some Simple Green, and I’ll keep you, I‘ll keep you clean 

 I’ll keep you clean. 

 



Nothing Left of Me 

by Rita Hosking ©2012 

 

You place the blame on someone else.  

When you look inside do you find yourself? 

Before the year is through will you see? 

That there’ll be nothing left of me. 

The mouths move and the tongues flap around. 

The eyes bulge out but don’t look toward a sound. 

What use to tell a deaf and blind world? 

That I’m the disappearing girl. 

 Oh, haven’t you heard? We can die before we die, vanish without word. 

 So go on now and do you as you please, and there’ll be nothing left of me. 

The plow cuts through the deep dark earth. 

Rips apart the grass, digs up the dirt. 

The wind’ll come and carry soil away. 

It blows into a storm and it swirls all day. 

 Oh, where does it go? Does it settle back and rearrange in perfect rows?  

 Oh no, it falls from the sky and floats out to the sea, and there’ll be nothing left of me. 

 Oh, haven’t you heard? We can die before we die, vanish without word. 

 So go on now and do you as you please, and there’ll be nothing left of me. 

 No there’ll be nothing left of, 

 

 

 

 

 



Blow Blow Northwest Wind 

by Rita Hosking ©2012 

 

Blow Blow northwest wind, blow my baby back again, and I won’t fuss and I won’t fight. 

The St. Mary’s River is deep and wide, called him to the other side, now I can’t turn my eyes from the 
water. 

Laid off from Algoma Steel, I should’ve thought about how he’d feel, should’ve thought before I 
said those things 

Man and his little boat, thinkin ‘bout what he’s got to show, thinkin ‘bout trying not to think 

Blow Blow northwest wind, blow my baby back again, and I won’t fuss and I won’t fight. 

The St. Mary’s River is deep and wide, called him to the other side, now I can’t turn my eyes. 

   Both our eyes scan for changes to be seen. 

   A blow from the south, it can change everything. 

A man needs space they say, and sometimes he’s got to get away.  The water’s icy cold and the 
white caps play 

Blow Blow northwest wind, blow my baby back again, and I won’t fuss and I won’t fight. 

The St. Mary’s River is deep and wide, called him to the other side, now I can’t turn my eyes from the 
water. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Five Star Location 

by Rita Hosking ©2012 

 

Tawna’s place is trying to make it, she works nights as a motel clerk 

For sale signs and tables sitting vacant, ‘cause most of us here are still looking for work 

 ‘Cause they shipped our jobs to China, from North Carolina 

 They shot us down 

 Now we got a five star location, for that high-brow occasion,  

 On sacred ground, our hometown 

They put the blame on the other guys, but them who have, they just want more, 

So we stand and say our goodbyes, all the while the owners are running out the back door 

 ‘Cause they shipped our jobs to China, from North Carolina 

 They shot us down 

 Now we got a five star location, for that high-brow occasion,  

 On sacred ground, our hometown 

 We can park a lot of cars, and we got the most amazing stars 

 Anyplace around 

 We don’t need your infiltration, but we got to be your destination 

 To make it now 

 ‘Cause they shipped our jobs to China, from North Carolina 

 They shot us down 

 Now we got a five star location, for that high-brow occasion,  

 On sacred ground, our hometown, our hometown. 

 

 

 

 

 


