Richmond/DC Van Pool Song

(Sung to the Tune of “Camp Granada.”  Words by Connie Hill, 1999)

Here’s a song about our vanpool

And it’s travels back and forth to

That great center of our nation

When we get there we all go to Union Station.

Everyday we’re on the highway

Starting Monday, straight through Friday

Yes we travel rain or sunny

Motivated by the need to make some money!

Our vanpool is quite eclectic

Lots of stories we’ve collected

I think we are an amusing crew,

I’ll only mention one or two.

There is Johnny.  He’s from Hopewell

Wrestling stories, he loves to tell.

Wrestling makes him quite elated.

Even he admits he’s discombobulated.

Jean’s a sweetheart, people-pleaser,

Doesn’t mind when, we all tease her.

Like the time when we were leaving,

And she stopped the van with loud and piercing screaming.

There is Jackie, our debater.

Some folks love her.  Others hate her.

And John Durkin loves his cookies.

Now we’ve added Chris and Kim, they are our rookies.

Thomas is our fastest driver.

He drives better than McGuyver.

And his record has no rival.

I suppose because each day he reads his Bible.

Also Bryan, he’s well rounded

Avid reader, seems well grounded.

Bob is leaving.  Won’t be long now.

Will he miss us?  Well quite frankly I don’t see how.

There are others who do dare

To pay ten dollars – that’s the fare

To ride one way … And they know that 

when they get there “It all adds up to cleaner air!”
In our travels, we see others

Carpool sisters, Vanpool brothers.

It’s our own small contribution,

In the battle to reduce the air pollution.

