
                  ONLY A FOOL 
 
IN THE WAKE OF THE SUN, THROUGH THE UNIVERSE WE RUN 
 
IN THE WILD OLD DAY A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
ONLY A FOOL WILL WALK ALONE IN THE FAR FLUNG DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
ONLY THE FEARFUL CAST A STONE IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
 IN DECEMBER WE DID SAID, THROUGH A COMET’S WIREY TAIL 
  
 IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOING HOME 
 
 AN ERUPTION SHOOK THE GROUND, IN THE COUNTRY IN THE TOWN 
 
 IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
 WAY OUT ON A DISTANT STAR, GREEN=EYED YODELS CARRIED FAR 
 
 IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
 AND THE MOON WAS ON THE GORUND; IT WAS ROLLIN’ ROUND AND ROUND 
 
 IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
BY THE SPRINGIME OF THE YAER, WE WAS DRYIN’ OUR ;AST TEAR 
 
IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
NOW THE CHILDREN LAUGH AND PLAY, WHILE THE OLDER ONES PARLAY 
 
IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
WE PLAY FIDDLE AND GUITAR, FOLKS COME DANCIN’ FROM AFAR 
 
IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
IN THE WAKE OF THE SUN, THROUGH THE UNIVERSE WE RUN 
 
IN THE WILD OLD DAYS A-GOIN’ HOME 
 
 
 
 
 
 


