HOPELESSLY SAMW 

Mike Delaney 1/12/11

(Parody of “Hopelessly Midwestern” by Joel Mabus)

If you start your day with a chapter of Georgie; You’re hopelessly SAMW

And you end each night with a Chapel jam orgy; You’re hopelessly SAMW

And if you know that THIS WORLD is the real one for you

And something trad can be strikingly new

And there’s a song in your head no matter what you do; You’re hopelessly SAMW

If you play your music without much hope of getting paid; You’re hopelessly SAMW

And if you think sleep can be endlessly delayed; You’re hopelessly SAMW

And you know the importance of meter can’t be overstated

And the well-tempered scale can be hotly debated

And a minor-seventh-flat-five chord is not too complicated; You’re hopelessly SAMW

Hopelessly SAMW; Music that can’t be kept inside 
Hopelessly SAMW; Home of the sleep-deprived
If you can transcribe on the fly from key to key

And you know deep inside that you’re living the dream

And if you live to play; you can take it from me; You’re hopelessly SAMW

If you get a lot of mileage out of 1-4-5; You’re hopelessly SAMW

And you know the best music is what you hear live; You’re hopelessly SAMW

If you put the em-pha-sis on “two” and “four”

And you know deep inside what your diaphragm is for

And you drink it all in but still want more; You’re hopelessly SAMW
If the gods in your religion are Bob, Lorraine and Dick; You’re hopelessly SAMW 

And you’re worship service is to sing and pick; You’re hopelessly SAMW

If you’re sure your finger tips will never mend

And you look forward to jamming with your new bestest friends
And you’re fervent goal is to make a harmonica note bend; You’re hopelessly SAMW

Hopelessly SAMW; it’s not about the food?

Hopelessly SAMW; and those mattresses don’t create the mood

If you live your day between the Chapel and the Inn

And you can’t wait for the next open mike to begin

And to bed before midnight is a mortal sin; You’re hopelessly SAMW

Hopelessly SAMW; be sure to decompress

Hopelessly SAMW; hugging cashiers can lead to arrest
If your songwriting skills are now franker than Franke

And you can’t go through a student concert without using your hanky

And you didn’t think all week about Obama or Benanke; You’re hopelessly SAMW
Hopelessly, unabashedly, undeniably SAMW
(Intro: To celebrate the return of Joel Mabus as a SAMW instructor, I’ve written new words to one of his songs for this night in this place.) 
