
SINGING CONCLUSIONS 

Inspired by a taxi-tout who spontaneously burst into song at Singapore’s Changi airport, I have taken to 
singing conclusions of my public talks. Here are the lyrics of five of them 

 
Precambrian life on land (to the tune of “Love Story) 
 
Where should I begin, to tell the story of the life that was on land 
Before the Cambrian explosion could expand? 
Was it as barren as the textbooks all demand?  
Perhaps not so. 
It was alive, with large and tiny beings,  
With moisture, clay and slime conditionings. 
Back to the start, life’s favored places,  
Were in sun, rain and mineral faces. 
Could it be that after all, we are but soil grown tall? 
 
Why did the fish leave the water? (to the tune of “High hopes”) 
 
Once there was a fish  in a pond, 
Then that desert water  was gone, 
Sadly that fish was toast, 
And all the bones left  to roast. 
But there were other fish out in woodland streams 
Who were hunted by big fish with sharp teeth  that gleamed. 
So when long floods came down,  
Stiffened fins were found 
Good on watery ground. 
That biome a tetrapod could call home! 
 
Grassland coevolution as a force for global cooling (to the tune of “Oh what a beautiful morning!”) 
 
There’s some good news beneath the horizon, 
Next to swamps, grassland soils  have more carbon, 
Since these are the soils that we already use 
We can manage soil carbon and curb soil abuse, 
It was just coevolution, a process by  which we got sod. 
By grazing so hard on grassy sward, The Ice Age no longer seems odd. 
Still we have coevolution, a way  that we can go forth 
And use the soil against the oil to try to cool the Earth. 
 
The Silurian problematicum Rutgersella as another post-Ediacaran vendobiont ( to the tune of “I’ll 
never fall in love again”) 
What do you get when you  find a fossil, 
In rocks much younger than was thought possible. 
Rutgersella reveals a lot about 
Similar vendobionts much in doubt. 



It lived on intertidal flats, 
As scattered little pleated  mats, 
Rhizines bound it close to minerals, 
And that is why they could not have been animals. 
Rutgersella was lichen-like. 
 
 
World’s greatest midlife crisis (to tune of “ Camptown Races”) 
 
CHORUS 
Smackdown ladies sing this song,  
doo-dah doo-dah 
PT crisis came on strong,  
Oh doo-dah day 
 
VERSES 
Greatest midlife crisis when 
Species lost were nine of ten. 
Spreading volcanic plumes 
Rolling noxious fumes 
 
Plant roots rotted in the ground 
Spreading havoc all around 
Peats and soils were lost 
Down the gullies tossed 
 
Reptiles coughed up speckled froth 
Couldn’t breathe this sour stuff 
Those with better lungs 
Made it up the rungs. 
 
Carbon dioxide’s bitter breath 
Sent the ocean to its death 
Acid tingling shells 
Adding to the smells. 
 


