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https://riverofsong.uk/

This song by the wonderful Bill Staines. Find out more about this amazing songwriter at:

https://www.acousticmusic.com/staines/index.htm
‘River’ is a song that resonates in particular as one grows older and reflects on life’s

journey — the river of life.
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I was bom in the path of the wn - ter wind And raised where the moun - tains are
whis - ting . ways of my youn - ger days Too quick -ly have . fad- ed on
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told, The sky, Ri - wver, take me a - long In your sun - shine
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sing me your song. Ev-er mov - g and wind_- ing and free, You roll g old n- ver, You
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chang - ing old n - ver, Lets you and me n - ver, Run down to the sea
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http://www.singinggamesforchildren.com/B%20Midis%202.2%20Awaywego/Away%20we%20go%2020++more%20games/River.MID
https://riverofsong.uk/
https://youtu.be/YqltNlBgaMc

[ was born in the path of the wintgr wind
And raised where the mountains arg old.
Their springtime waters came dancing down;
[ remegmber the talgs they told.

The whistling ways of my younger days
Too quickly have faded on by.

But all of thegir megmorigs lingegr on

lsikg the light in a fading skg.

Chorus: River, takg me along;

[n your sunshing, sing mg your song.

€ver moving and winding and free,

Jou rolling old river, ygou changing old river,
logt’s you and mg, river, run down to the sea.

['vg been to the city and back again;

Been moved by somg things that I've Igarned.
Met a lot of good people, and I've called them frignds
Felt the change when the sgasons turned. ‘

['vg heard all thg songs that the childregn sing
And listgned to love’s melodigs:

['ve felt my own music within mg rise

lsikg the wind in the autumn tregegs. Chorus

domgday when the flowgrs arg blooming still,
domgday when the grass is still green,

My rolling waters will round theg bend

MInd flow into theg opgn sea.

90, here’s to the rainbow that’s followed me here,
MInd herg’s to the frignds that | know, :
MInd herg’s to thg song that’s within mg now;
[ will sing it whergver [ go. Chorus



