
Sunday, November 12, 2023 3 p.m. 

Englert  Theatre 

The Family Folk Machine is a non-auditioned, intergenerational, nonprofit choir.  We build 

community  through singing  songs with our neighbors, explore  American history and culture 

through song,  foster individual musical growth, and pursue excellence as an ensemble. 

The Family Folk Machine is a non-auditioned, intergenerational, nonprofit choir.   
We build community through singing songs with our neighbors, explore American history and culture  

through song, foster individual musical growth, and pursue excellence as an ensemble.  

 



  

 



 
 
STRING OF PEARLS              Laurelyn Dossett 
                            via Laurelyn Dossett and Rhiannon Giddens   

Susan Stamnes, soloist 
 

I am a stranger on a winter’s night, mile after mile, light after light. 
The moon a lantern for the frozen world, moon after moon on a string of pearls. 
I am a mother, I count the years, day after day, tear after tear. 
My boys beloved, my precious girls, joy after joy on a string of pearls. 
I am a daughter, I am a son, heart after heart, hope begun. 
My mother’s hands, my father’s curls, love after love on a string of pearls. 
I am a stranger on a winter’s night, reach for the joy, lean for the light. 
The moon a lantern for a frozen world, moon after moon on a string of pearls. 
 
 

 
SQUEEZE A LIME                                    Aprille Clarke 

                                              arr. Aprille Clarke, Alma Drake, and Jean Littlejohn 
 

Every messy-headed Monday, every crust cut off the toast, every joke that isn’t funny:   
that’s what makes us laugh the most. Cut the toast, laugh the most. 
You’re learning things I never taught you. I watch you leap and I watch you fall. 
I’m just awfully glad I’ve got you; I love you short and I love you tall. 
Leap and fall, short and tall. Yeah, you leap and fall. Yeah, you’re short and tall. 
When you’re feeling unwelcome, when you’re feeling uncertain, 
peek on out through the curtains and try to feel the breeze. 
And we’ll raise a glass to the future, keep on asking the questions; turn your face to the tensions,  
and squeeze a lime with me. 
I’ve felt it too: out of place, in outer space, another kind.  
Always pressed to rearrange our bodies, brains, and fall in line. 
You teach me things I never learned, brand new joy and brand new pain; 
You deserve to have the nerve to turn and face the strange. 
Joy and pain, face the strange. You give me joy and pain, turn and face the strange ch-ch-changes. 
Sleepy morning, sweaty little head. 
Whispering the stories of your dreams as they sublime into a mist above your bed. 
When you’re feeling unwelcome, when you’re feeling uncertain, 
peek on out through the curtains and try to feel the breeze. 
And we’ll raise a glass to the future, keep on asking the questions; turn your face to the tensions,  
and squeeze a lime with me. 
‘Cause you’re sublime to me. 
 
 

 
GIVE YOURSELF TO LOVE                             Kate Wolf 
                                        arr. Jon Ranard 
 

Kind friends all gathered ‘round, there’s something I would say:  
that what brings us together here has blessed us all today.  
Love has made a circle that holds us all inside,  
where strangers are as family and loneliness can’t hide. 
You must give yourself to love if love is what you’re after. 
Open up your heart to the tears and laughter, and give yourself to love.  
I’ve walked these mountains in the rain, I’ve learned to love the wind.  
I’ve been up before the sunrise to watch the day begin.  
And I always knew I’d find you, though I never did know how. 
But like sunshine on a cloudy day I stand before you now. 
Love is born in fire. It’s planted like a seed.  
Love can’t give you everything, but it gives you what you need.  
Love comes when you are ready, love comes when you’re afraid. 
It’ll be your greatest teacher, the best friend you have made. 
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Alma Drake, guitar 
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John Grebner, ukulele 
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Jean Littlejohn, Director 
Alma Drake, Associate Director 
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IN LOVING MEMORY 
 

Krysty Bujakowska (2011–2024) 

Rob Dietrich (1941–2025) 



WE MAKE MAGIC                                 Craig Kessler, Janet Lessner, and Orion Orrico 
                                          arr. Jon Ranard 

Orion Orrico and Craig Kessler, soloists 
 

Together, we make magic; we paint the sky with song. The spell we cast will linger; our harmony is strong.  
Together, voices weave a spell that single voices can’t. A single voice can charm us all; together, we enchant. 
The choir’s sweet embrace brings comfort to our souls.  
With powers fierce and gentle, its magic makes us whole. 
A voice she thought could barely sing now soars in harmony. A voice that angels bend to hear completes the alchemy. 
One part sound to one part spirit in a close circle of friends. 
Our hearts will start to beat as one; the magic never ends. 
The timid grows bold, the bold holds back in service to the whole. 
Bound in reverent wonder, we reach our magic goal. 
We may begin as strangers, but singing makes us friends. Each note makes connections; the song will never end. 
Softly, without fanfare, the joy of it arrives. Singing in the choir brings magic to our lives. 
The choir’s sweet embrace brings comfort to our souls.  
With powers sweet and gentle, its magic makes us whole.  
 
 
LOVE IS LOVE IS LOVE IS LOVE                                    Abbie Betinis
  

Love, love, love. All we need is love, love, love. 
Love is love is love is love. 
 
 

SHINY HAPPY PEOPLE                                          Michael Stipe, Mike Mills, Peter Buck, and William Berry 
                                                  via R.E.M. 
                    arr. Jean Littlejohn 
 

Shiny, happy people laughing.  
Meet me in the crowd. People, people, throw your love around. Love me, love me. Take it into town; happy, happy.  
Put it in the ground where the flowers grow. Gold and silver shine. 
Shiny, happy people holding hands. Shiny happy people laughing. 
Everyone around: Love them, love them. Put it in your hands: take it, take it. There’s no time to cry; happy, happy.  
Put it in your heart where tomorrow shines. Gold and silver shine. 
Shiny, happy people holding hands. Shiny, happy people laughing. 
 
 

LOVE, REIGN O’ER ME                                                                       Pete Townshend, via The Who 
                    arr. Jean Littlejohn 

Gene Light, soloist 
 

Only love can make it rain the way the beach is kissed by the sea. 
Only love can make it rain like the sweat of lovers laying in the fields. 
Love, reign o’er me.  
Only love can bring the rain that makes you yearn to the sky. 
Only love can bring the rain that falls like tears from on high. 
Love, reign o’er me. 
On the dry and dusty road, the nights we spend apart, alone, I need to get back home to cool, cool rain. 
I can’t sleep and I lay and I think; the night is hot and black as ink; ooh, God, I need a drink of cool, cool rain. 
Love, reign o’er me. 

 

Thank you to the City of Iowa City  

for supporting today’s concert with a 

Public Art Matching Grant! 

The Family Folk Machine extends our  
sincere appreciation to the following: 

The Iowa City Senior Center 
The Englert Theatre    
Brad Mowrey, video production                 
Hospers and Brother Printers 
Our advertisers and sponsors                                   
Hazel Boerner, childcare 
Mabel Wittenkeller, childcare                       
Melinda Myers, movement instruction                      
Susan Stamnes, poster/website 

 
 

The Family Folk Machine Board                      
Sasha Jakob, original poster art            
All FFM members, past and present                                      
Dennis Green, KCCK Radio                             
Emily Edrington, audio/visual support 
Heather Widmayer, treasurer 
Senior Center Technology and Video 
Sara Feldmann, keyboard 
Tyler Hagy and City High, choral risers 



 
 
 
GUANTANAMERA                    José Martí, José Fernández Díaz, and Julián Orbón 
                           via Pete Seeger and the Weavers 
                  arr. Jean Littlejohn 

 
Mike Severino-Patterson, Susan Henke, Star Marcelino, Jenna Ladd,  

Aprille Clarke, Alicia Taylor, Sam Taylor, Evan Taylor, and Alma Taylor, soloists 
 

 

Guantanamera, guajira Guantanamera 
I am a truthful man from the land of the palms. Before dying I want to share these poems from my soul. 
My poem is a light green and a burning crimson. 
My poem is a wounded fawn seeking refuge in the mountains.  
I grow a white rose in June as well as in January for the true friend who gives me his hand. 
And for the cruel one who would tear out my living heart, I grow neither thistles nor nettles;  
I grow a white rose. 
With the poor people of the earth I cast my lot.  
The mountain stream pleases me more than the sea. 
 
 
DON’T YUCK MY YUM                              Nicole Upchurch and the FFM Kids 
 
Don’t yuck my yum, don’t yuck my yum. 
When I’m trying to have fun, don’t yuck my yum. 
I love the smell of fresh mint. I love to craft a mug. 
I love a good slice of pizza, and to give my friend a hug. 
Well to you it may not sound fun, but don’t yuck my yum. 
I love to eat some sweets. I love hugging my pet friends. 
I love reading a good book. I love being at the park and playing pretend. 
Well to you it may not sound fun, but don’t yuck my yum. 
When I’m trying to have fun, don’t yuck my yum. 
I love the smell of roses, and daffodils too. 
I love writing prose, and making art with glue. 
Well to you it may not sound fun, but don’t yuck my yum. 
I love to walk in the rain, splash in puddles on my way, 
Back home to bake with family: red velvet cake for you and me. 
Well to you it may not sound fun, but don’t yuck my yum. 
Don’t yuck my yum, don’t yuck my yum. 
When I’m trying to have fun, don’t yuck my yum. 
‘Cause we can like different foods, and we can be in different moods, 
So there’s no need to be rude: Don’t yuck my yum. 
 
 
SIT DOWN                                          Gavan Michael Whelan, James Lawrence Gott,  

              James Patrick Glennie, and Timothy Booth 
                           via James 
                  arr. Joe Duddell 
 

I’ll sing myself to sleep, a song from the darkest hour; secrets I can’t keep inside of the day.  
Swing from high to deep, extremes of sweet and sour; wisdom that I seek won’t just wash away. 
Drawn by the undertow, my life is out of control; I believe this wave will bear my weight, so let it flow:  
Oh sit down next to me; sit down in sympathy. 
Now I’m relieved to hear that you’ve been to some far-out places; it’s hard to carry on when you feel all alone.  
Now I’ve swung back down again, it’s worse than it was before;  
If I hadn’t seen such riches, I could live with being poor.  
Oh sit down next to me; sit down in sympathy. 
Those who feel the breath of sadness, sit down next to me. 
Those who find they’re touched by madness, sit down next to me. 
Those who find themselves ridiculous, sit down next to me. 
In love, in fear, in hate, in tears: down. Oh sit down next to me; sit down in sympathy. 
 
 

Family Folk Machine: LOVE 
 
 

SEVEN BRIDGES ROAD                                           Stephen T. Young 
                                          via the Eagles
                          
There are stars in the southern sky, southward as you go. 
There is moonlight and moss in the trees down the Seven Bridges Road. 
Now I have loved you like a baby, like some lonesome child. 
And I have loved you in a tame way, and I have loved you wild. 
Sometimes there’s a part of me has to turn from here and go. 
Running like a child from these warm stars down the Seven Bridges Road. 
There are stars in the southern sky, and if ever you decide you should go, 
There is a taste of time-sweetened honey down the Seven Bridges Road. 
 
 

 
ALWAYS LOVE                                                Daniel Prieto Castro Lorca, Ira Elliot, and Matthew Rorison Caws 

                via Nada Surf 
         arr. Jean Littlejohn 

Ned Epps, soloist 
To make a mountain of your life is just a choice. 
But I never learned enough to listen to the voice that told me, 
Always love. Hate will get you every time. Always love. Don’t wait ‘til the finish line. 
Slow demands come ‘round. Squeeze the air and keep the rest out. 
It helps to write it down, even when you then cross it out, 
but always love. Hate will get you every time. Always love, even when you want to fight. 
Self-directed lives, I want to know what it’d be like to aim so high above 
any card that you get dealt, you always love. Hate will get you every time.  
I’ve been held back by something (yeah) you said to me quietly on the stair, you said,  
Hey, you good ones.  

 
 

PEACE                                                                              Poem by Paul Éluard 
                                                                                                                                                             translation by Walter Lowenfels                                                               

                                    Music by Nitanju Bolade Casel 
                                                    via Sweet Honey in the Rock 
                                                              arr. Jon Ranard 
 

Brandy Mitchell and Kristi Abuissa, soloists 
 

I write your name on my school desk, on treetops 
On all pages anyone ever read 
On jungles, on deserts 
On eagles' nests, on echoes of my childhood 
On the margins of night, on the day's bread 
On seasons that love one another, on my faded blue rags 
On the musty pool of the sun, on the living lake of the moon 
On fields across the horizon, on wings of birds 
On shadows behind the rain 
On every breath of dawn, on the sea, on ships, 
On crazy mountain paths, on footpaths that wake up,  
On highways that branch out, on public squares that are flowing over 
I write your name on that fruit cut in half, on my bedroom mirror and my bedroom 
On the empty shell of my bed, on my greedy and affectionate dog 
On his limp, awkward paw, on the springboard of my door 
On every common object, on the top flame of the fire 
On my friends' foreheads, on each body I love 
On every outstretched hand, on absence without loving 
On loneliness behind bars, on the stairway to heaven 
On health won back, on danger passed, on baseless hope 
I write your name 
And by the weight of one word I start my love all over again 
I was born to know you, and call you by your name 
Peace 



DIRECTOR’S NOTE 
 

 

Welcome to Family Folk Machine: LOVE! It has been good for our spirits to spend concentrated 
time each week singing the meditations on love that we share with you today. This concert is 
not about love in a don't-worry-be-happy sort of way. It's about keeping our hearts tender dur-
ing times that encourage numbness. It's about facing the evils and the hate that we see in our 
country with a love that has been tempered in the fire of our intentional, dedicated work in 
community. We in the FFM feel these bonds getting stronger each time we meet for rehearsal, 
with each connection we make. We extend this love to you today—thank you for being here to 
sing with us, smile with us, and imagine what happens when love rains down. 

May Love prevail.  

Jean 

 
 
LIKE YOU LOVE ME                          Sasha Jakob and Alma Drake
                                                                            arr. Alma Drake and Jean Littlejohn 

 

Sasha Jakob, soloist 
 
You call me out when I’m hating on myself. You lift me up when I start tearing myself down. 
You remind me that I’m worthy of my own love. I can be my own light when darkness surrounds. 
You’ve got to know what feels like love, so you know it when you find it. 
Love has to start from within, has to grow up strong and wild before it can go out in the world. 
Starting now, I’m gonna treat myself better, learn to love me like you love me. 
I call you out when you’re hating on yourself. I lift you up when you’ve got yourself on the floor. 
It’s so easy to see it on the outside, but invisible when it comes to the mirror. 
You’ve got to know what looks like love, so you don’t end up blinded. 
Love has to start from within, has to grow up strong and wild before it can go out in the world. 
Starting now, I’m gonna treat myself better, learn to love me like you love me. 
 

 
NEVER SO FAR                        Greg Brown 
                  arr. Jean Littlejohn 
 

Reed Renneckar and Jeffrey Morgan, soloists 
 
Too many miles there between us; too many kisses, nowhere to go. 
Don’t want to moan, don’t want to fuss; I’m calling you up now just so you’ll know: 
You are never so far that my love can’t find you; never so far I can’t see your face. 
We are never so far, let me remind you: we’re never so far from our loving place. 
Love is a gift, life is a journey. We’ll get ‘em together some sweet day. 
When we’re apart it’s all such a yearning, but listen now, darling, to what I say. 
I can feel your hand in mine right now; I feel your sweet love in my bones. 
Let’s not cry, let’s not fight now; love will hold us even when we’re alone. 
 
 

WE ARE ALL MADE OF STARS                  Richard Hall (Moby), via the LA Philharmonic 
                  arr. Jean Littlejohn 
 

Dave Larew, Josie Dunnington, and Denise Kanne, soloists 
 

 

Growing in numbers, growing in speed. Can’t fight the future, can’t fight what I see. 
People they come together. People they fall apart. 
No-one can stop us now ‘cause we are all made of stars. 
Efforts of lovers left in my mind. I sing in the reaches, we’ll see what we find. 
People they come together. People they fall apart. 
No-one can stop us now ‘cause we are all made of stars. 
Slowly rebuilding, I feel it in me. Growing in numbers, growing in peace. 
People they come together. People they fall apart. 
No-one can stop us now ‘cause we are all made of stars. 
 
 

LOVE IS STRONGER THAN DEATH                                                  Matt Johnson, via The The 
                  arr. Jean Littlejohn 
 

Michael Crow and Janet Shepherd, soloists 
 

Love, love, love, love. 
Me and my friend were walking in the cold light of morning. Tears may blind the eyes, but the soul is not deceived.  
In this world, even winter ain’t what it seems. 
Here come the blue skies, here come the springtime, when the rivers run high and the tears run dry.  
When everything that dies shall rise. 
Love is stronger than death. 
In our lives we hunger for those we cannot touch.  
All the thoughts unuttered and all the feelings unexpressed play upon our hearts like the mist upon our breath.  
But awoke by grief, our spirits speak: How could you believe that the life within the seed that grew arms that reached, 
and a heart that beat, and lips that smiled, and eyes that cried could ever die? 
Here come the blue skies, here come the springtime, when the rivers run high and the tears run dry.  
When everything that dies shall rise. 
Love is stronger than death. 

You can make a secure online donation to the FAMILY FOLK MACHINE by scanning this QR code  

or by mailing a check to:        

 FAMILY FOLK MACHINE      
P.O. Box 1421      

Iowa City, IA 52244 
 

EIN:  82-5372688 

 

Happy Graduation to our 

grandson LEO PARTRIDGE! 
 

You are a gift that keeps on giving! 

Love, 

Grandy Lynn and Poppy 


