FUN (2011)

Laugh, Lucy Laugh - July ’08
Well people often say I’m a funny guy, with a keen sense of humor that is very dry - I’ve made a lot of friends with my good natured smile, But I never thought my wit would have me walking down the isle - Laugh, Lucy laugh you’re my better half - We got married in Vegas for a buck-and-a-half (by the hotel staff) - Laugh, Lucy laugh on our honeymoon - I had you in stitches like a kids cartoon - We started out in search of the great unknown, but got hitched in Nevada when I rubbed your funny bone - Laugh, Lucy laugh - Laugh, Lucy laugh – Yea, I knew Lucy from when she was young - She was hot as a pistol, a son-of-a-gun - It took a little while to get that chuckle to pop, but once she got started she could never stop – Well I romanced Lucy with stories and jokes - One time I stuck the Jack of Diamonds in her Bicycle spokes - Just to make her giggle, to get her heart to race - I’d do anything to put a smile …on my baby’s face - Me and Lucy nearly ended up on the skids - I didn’t make a lot of money, but we had a lot of kids - We held it all together with nickels and dime - A whole bunch of love and a lot of good times.

Witch Jenny? - August ’07

Jenny was the dream girl that became my heart’s delight - An all American beauty by day, a teen-age witch at night - We met between Halloween and Thanksgiving day - No, I just can’t remember that night in November, she charmed my heart away - While we were walking one night, she showed me the light,  I nearly lost control - and then she told me not to touch it or she’d have to steal my soul - Now I can’t sleep anymore – I keep one eye on the door - Yea, I’m waiting to see – if she comes back for me - I started raising hell - she put me under a spell - I danced, I screamed, I fell … in love with her - She lived in the woods by a still black river where the town folk never go - We were holding hand as I walked her home when a cold wind started to blow - The sun went down, I looked around, my baby was out-of-sight - Well, the dead must be waking ‘cause my knees started shaking and terror filled the night - I felt her lips on my neck, she waved her magic ring – and then she told me if I stayed with her she’d give me anything - Darling you’ve been acting so strange - I swear everything’s okay - I’d really love to spend the night – so why do you run away? I’ve been chasing you around so much, I’m always out of breath - I love you baby but you’re scaring me to death

Dotty + Me - March ’08

Dotty and me was carved in a tree, that stood by the steps of the new library – Fate was to blame, curse it’s four letter name – Divided us just when it started to rain – Dotty and me, never to be – Lived in the land of imaginary – Kissed all day long, she wrote me a song called Goodbye – Dotty and him got married on a whim - moved from the city and the trouble he was in – A lifetime went by, he never replied - Left her to choke on the heartache and lies

Charlie Jones (2:56) - August ’08

I wrote a song about Charlie Jones – I don’t even know him, I only just met him - I wrote a song about Charlie Jones – I don’t even know him, I only just met him - And Charlie always keeps the conversation light - He says that ‘this is good’ he says ‘it’s out-of-sight’ - He shoots right from the hip he don’t exaggerate - Charlie tells it like it is, Charlie says it straight - And Charlie always has something good to say - His laughter soon becomes the order of the day - He’ll never talk you down, he don’t lay out blame - Charlie doesn’t argue, Charlie don’t complain - I wrote a song about Charlie Jones – I don’t even know him, I only just met him - I once knew his sister, so he called me mister - And Charlie says it takes a lot of perseverance just to be a pretty nice guy - He says the world can twisted you ‘round if you’re not careful - Hey everybody do you know Charlie – We’ve got to go now,  Charlie says it’s closing time - Then someone ask him what’s the secret of his life - He turned around and looked him right into his eye and said ‘I smile more than I frown, I laugh more than I cry’

Sweet Sunshine - September ’08
We sit at the end of another day, waiting for the wind to blow us away – Over the ocean, across the sky, under the radar so no one asks why – We dream of just one more day of sweet sunshine – You’re looking at me, I’m looking at you – Our eyes give away the things that we’ll do – Stumble on pity, get caught-up in lies, crying out for mercy with fear in our eyes – Sunshine - Sunshine - Sunshine.

The Happy Hop - November ’07

Well I went walking through the world today the sun had pushed the clouds away, stacked the overcast in a pile - I’ve been all around this neighborhood, the vibe is great the feeling’s good  - everybody wearing a smile - Yea, yea, yea – yea, yea, yea - I saw my brother in his brand new clothes strike pose then pick his nose, he was talking to a good friend - I heard him say that he was doing fine, making time, there’s no denying the thrills in life just don’t seem to end - Yea, yea, yea heartache’s on the run - Yea, yea, yea we just wanna have fun – Do The Happy Hop! Mister Jimmy asked the time he was stoned out of his mind, buzzing like a Green-Head fly - Mrs. Busy frowned at him, shook her head said ‘look here Jim, you’re letting you whole life pass you by’ - Yea, yea, yea sometimes we come undone - Yea, yea, yea when we’re looking for fun – Do The Happy Hop! Well the Happy Hop is what you can do - When the stress of life starts getting to you – And when they read you your rights, then punch out your lights - You’ll be laughing when you finally come to – Hop! Well, hate and fear, deceit and lies, tears of joy will fill your eyes if you pretend the problem’s not there - When the news reports catastrophe, rub your belly, slap your knee and laugh until you fall from your chair - When you’re depressed or blue well don’t despair, just take off your underwear and scream out loud ‘till it goes away - In these desperate times it’s critical that we remain hysterical, let trouble crack-us-up everyday - Ha-ha-ha, ho-ho-ho - Well, sex and drugs and rock ‘n’ roll, sins that might corrupt your soul, go ahead and give ‘em all a try - They’ll say your rude, they’ll say you’re crass, they’ll say you head is up your ass, but you’ll be laughing so hard you’ll cry

Patricia Knows - May ’07
Patricia stares out the parlor window, recalls romantic encounters as she watches the rain – Falling down on the street and sidewalk, she’d stay there all day but she has to go – “Cause she only has a week or two to fit-in with the others – And the joy that comes from the things she’ll do won’t make her feel better, Patricia knows it’s all a lie – An air of great anticipation is looming, as all Patricia’s friends gather on this fateful day – Her overwhelming charm has them assuming she will conform before they walk away – And in the interest of all concerned she will walk with grace as she finds her place – But she will never understand why they love her for her pretty face but a heart so true they can’t embrace.  

Funny Fred - June ’08
I just saw funny Fred standing on the corner, whistling his favorite songs from when he was young - He turned and looked at me, told me that I ought to hang around and tell him all the things that I’ve done - Uh, uh, uh, oh, said funny Fred - I’ve been living all the dreams that are still in my head - Uh, uh, uh, uh, there goes funny Fred playing all the dream land action in his head - I stopped and thought awhile about that conversation (and) what our accomplishments will mean in the end - Here’s just an average guy with a fascination for sharing all his childhood dreams with an old friend - Why do I work so hard - success is just a part – of an illusion that I just can’t consider - A wise man said to me ‘power can set you free’ – but life’s (still) a mystery and I just don’t know (just don’t know…) - I just heard funny Fred passed-away this morning – found him in his underwear out in the hall - They found his final words, it was no warning - just a happy memory from Fred to us all

Black Cloud - April ’08

I’ve got the weight of the world on these tired shoulders - I’m missing all the fun they said I’d have when I got older -I just want to climb back in bed, can’t face another day - I either walking up a hill or swimming into the tide - I swear to God my car breaks down every time I need a ride - I just want to start all over find another way - I got this Black Cloud hanging over me - I never thought my life would bring such misery - My self-esteem is at an all-time low - My friends try to cheer me up but they just don’t know - I got this Black Cloud hanging over me - My misery don’t even like company (Well first my girlfriend left me, and then I crashed my car – I just can’t get an even break – don’t have no lucky star) Well I was drinking too much so I went to see my shrink - He gave me seven kind of pills and said now you don’t have to drink - But the passion for life’s little pleasures is fading away - Well I wake-up every morning with this pain in my head - One time I reached out for the toothpaste, grabbed the hemorrhoid cream instead - My hiney was so shiny, but my mouth wouldn’t open all day (I thought I’d lost my wallet, I was worried sick all day – I told my friends ‘that’s just my luck’ things never go my way) Well I did everything I could to turn my luck around - I bought a rabbit’s foot – some magic dust when I went into town - But when I saw the gypsy to have my fortune read - She said according to these cards son you’re already dead (I am your guru, your Grand Wazoo – Far out! I just got so many troubles I wish I was … dead – Dead? I guess (My nerves are frayed and tattered, I’m such a god dammed mess – I love to bitch, piss and moan that’s what I do the best)
Fun - January ’08
Well I can sit here and sing about the broken hearted - I can get all sentimental ‘bout the dearly departed - We can gather all around and have a good cry together - Or I can give you my views about politics or the weather - But there’s a new sensation I’d like you try - You don’t need money you can have it on the eye - Fun, fun, fun I just want to tell you all about it - Well at first you seemed so interested but now I doubt it - Hey, I’ll just buy you a drink we can forget all about it - But you’ll never get loose or learn how to have a good time - when you’ve got so many pressing things stuck on your mind - But if you get the urge I can take you there - Leave your hat and your coat ‘cause we’re already here - In the Middle East they party-down by bombing someone else’s town - In gay Paris they say oui oui to love and sex and wine and cheese - Here in the states we go on dates, we dance and get drunk with our mates - You can walk; you can run, just get somewhere and have fun - Well I think that you’re prepared to be initiated - Except this group up front you’re too intoxicated - Just let the joy of the moment guide your situation – And trust you body and soul to your imagination - Your head will get light - your ears might ring - But scream out loud ‘cause it’s your turn to sing – Fun, fun, fun, fun

The Brokenhearted Song 

Tommy turns his head just to see the rain, and through a broken heart he tries to smile in vain – He has no one to talk to, has nowhere to go – He reaches out to turn on the radio – And he’ll just sing the brokenhearted song tonight – As all his friends keep saying ‘everything will work out right’ – But all he’ll feel is pain, and pain that hurts with all it’s might – He’ll (she’ll – we’ll) just sing the brokenhearted song tonight – Cathy waits outside for another friend – another broken heart right on time again - And as she walks inside she knows just how she’ll feel – another love crusade crushed beneath her heel – And don’t it always seem that this time it will be your turn – Your faith in true love is the reason that you never learn – Sit here waiting for some Prince Charming to take you far away or something

Annie Crime-Fighter - December ’07

Annie was indoctrinated yesterday - She’s a respected civil-servant earning entry level pay - Appointed to protect the little kids on the street - She’s a land-mine, porcupine pretending to be sweet - She’s fully clad, super-bad a lethal law machine - A sexy little number and the sweetheart of my dreams - Annie Crime-Fighter our future is brighter - Since you’ve been elected we feel so protected - A deputized vixen in our jurisdiction (I saw Annie on the street – She’s so fine she’s so sweet) Annie heard a scream while she was walking the beat - She saw the perpetrator making tracks across the street - She tried to cut him off before he made his getaway - But he push her down to the ground and now he’s gonna pay - She threw him up against the wall said “listen to me thief” - She cuffed him while she read his rights then kicked him in the teeth - Annie, Annie, Annie - Well me an Annie snuck a little hug yesterday - That’s when she locked-up my heart and threw the key away - Now they’re investigating me for that kiss that I stole - But with good behavior I can get an early parole (Look out … What you say? … She’s gonna get you ... What you did? … She threw me in jail … What? …just for crossing on red) Annie’s popularity was spreading through the town - Everyday the local media would follow her around - I heard her on the radio, I saw her on T.V. - She was giving her opinion ‘bout the way that things should be - She said that we’ve been coddling these criminals too long - And when they walk all over us we wonder what went wrong - An ass-kicking beauty when she is on duty (Look out … What you say? … She’s gonna get you – I saw Annie, she’s so sweet)

When Eileen Dreams

I was sitting in the class room holding my breath – Waiting for the courage to walk to your desk – To ask you if you needed someone to walk you home – And then to my surprise, you looked in my eyes, asked what took me so long to realize that you needed someone to walk you home – And when Eileen dreams I see her face how it used to be, she smiles at me – And when Eileen dreams her laughter echoes across the sky, now I know why I’ll never forget Eileen – And then all summer long we’d sing the same song – Two kids in the middle of something so strong – You would never need another to walk you home – Eileen, to a woman you soon would grow, such beauty I’m told – Eileen, when you left I just couldn’t know that I’d never see you again

Mercy Street - March ’09
Turn your collar up as you walk through the city night - Cast your eyes down, don't let your face in the light – ‘Cause you've lost a brother, you know you've lost a friend - Someone buried deep inside your heart is gone again - and you walk down Mercy street - waiting for your heart to beat - hanging on to a song that keeps on playing over in your head – You find a dark corner, sit down and try to understand - you can't talk to anyone - you let your head fall in your hands – ‘Cause you've lost a brother - you know you've lost a friend - someone buried deep inside your heart is gone again - and you walk down mercy street - waiting for your heart to beat - hanging on to a song that keeps on playing over in your head - Mercy street - maybe there's someone you'll meet - who will put their arms around you and tell you everything will be alright

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

Hello, Goodbye & Everything in Between (2007)
Hello

Quiet seashore night sleeps by your side – dreams that crash so hard into the tide – you took me over, you took me over yet again – I climbed so high on every word you’d say – just brilliant thoughts that somehow slip away – you took me over, you took me over yet again – A shining star to take you anywhere – you watched it burn you left it there – Hello you, hello me, hello you keep calling – Hello me, hello you, hello I keep falling – Hello you, hello me, hello goodbye and everything in between…

“Guard your heart, the love you give and the power of your energy- or learn to live with disappointment” 

We Always Lie
Davey called shotgun Johnny riding bitch – we’re trying to put a scratch on a middle-age itch – I pushed it to the floor got it up to 99 – jumped the railroad tracks just in the nick-of-time – I don’t know why we always lie but everybody wants to stay young until they die – and it’s one, two, three, four baby give a little give a little bit more – one, two, three , four – we’re crashing through your windows and we’re knocking down your door – We pulled into the roadhouse at 7:45 – the boys are telling stories all the typical jive – but coming from the club is the rockin’ sound of the girls on the dance floor jumpin’ all around – I don’t know why… (the lust for excitement is so hard to ignore) – Well, first we get loose and then we get tight nowadays my baby don’t put up much of a fight – we’re looking pretty good we’re going strong  - when I was young I used to do this all night long – We get up to dance I put my hand on your hip – I pull you real close and I nibble on your lip – I kiss you on the neck then I whisper in your ear – come on baby let’s get out of here – Back out on the highway things are getting pretty hot – we pull into the closest motel parking lot – throw open the door fall on the bed in a heap – a romantic revelation and we’re both sound asleep – I don’t know why…

“First song written just after the release of ‘Princes of the New Dark Age’ 2005” 

Boy Meets Girl
Boy meets girl on the train – duck into a coffee house to beat the rain – kiss goodbye they walk home – laughing and talking on the telephone – they’re the happy couple that lives down the street – such a precious union to behold – they got along so good together from the start – they’re so cute they’ll never part – Boy meets girl all over again – girl thinks he’s the living end – Boy meets girl all over again – the girl wants love but the boy just wants it to… - Boy meets girl in the park – kissing and holding hands in the dark – make a vow promising – that their love will carry them through anything – Now the happy couple don’t see eye-to-eye – things just didn’t work out like they planned – they’re both so busy trying to build the perfect life – he don’t care she don’t understand – Boy meets girl … (the boy wants love but the girl just wants to be friends) – Can you take another picture – so these memories will last – We can’t take too much commitment – cause our lives pass by too fast – Boy meets girl – Boy meets girl – Boy meets girl one last chance – for meaningful companionship with hot romance – if sparks fly from above – they might do something stupid like fall in love – Boy meets girl… 

“Ah commitment, the lost quality of a selfish society”

Love to Me
Margaret was untimely walked behind me – always picking flowers everywhere – pressed them in an album lost and found them – stuck them to the jackets that I would wear – she was electric strangely eclectic – never found a reason to disagree – lined my bed with roses, tulips, posies but she never gave her love to me – Christine was romantic, stressed and frantic – the slightest inconvenience would make her cry – a real pressure cooker and good-looker – Christine was the apple of every boy’s eye – She was terrific her beauty was prolific – people did a double take just to see – Chrissy hold me tightly three times nightly but she never gave her love to me – I watch other lovers walk hand in hand – I listen to the things that they say – little did they know I was a lonely man – waiting for
true love to come my way – Robin was a sweetheart she
liked Mozart – you could hear her humming every afternoon – pulled me close and kissed me said she missed me – when our lips would part I’d be whistling that tune – She was excited so delighted – when I told her that I liked the melody – a real live wire Tabernacle Choir but Robin never gave her love to me, Christine never gave her love to me, Margaret never gave her love to me

“Here’s to Margie, Christine and Robin wherever you are - And to my Mia for naming this one.   Well, I did ask for suggestions”

Dennis and I
Dennis and I walked home after school but he barely noticed me – He stared at the ground as we walked through the town people looked at him to see – The boy that would never come outside and play – the front door ended his universe he cried all night so he dreamed through everyday – And he never had anything to say – his mind was a million miles away – yea, he was flesh and bone and he stood alone but he wasn’t you and me – Dennis would show a smile now and then but it never lasted long – something at home or deep inside had suddenly gone wrong – His mother was always waiting by the door – he disappeared in the darkness no one knows what happened we were told to ignore – And he never had anything to say… - And Dennis you must have been a shining star on the day you were born – lighting-up the lives and faces of your family until your world was torn – was it your father’s hate that stings or your mother’s apron strings – or was it just a simple twist of fate that turned you out that way – (ha, ha, tick, tock) – And he never had anything to say … - And Dennis did it get easier at the end?

“Thanks to Shan and Tom!  This was difficult - Remember I.H. April ’05”

Plain Jane and Average Joe
Plain Jane asked Average Joe – How ya doing, what do ya know? – Joe shrugged and said I’m okay – Thanks for asking anyway – And Plain Jane and Average Joe were stuck in the middle class with no where to go – they don’t get too high they don’t get too low – but their in love with the rest of their lives – in love with the rest of their lives – Wild Bill and Gadabout Gert – spent all Bill’s money he nearly lost his shirt – out on the town gambling all night – Gert had a headache Bill got into a fight – Plain Jane and Average Joe watched Gert and Bill from the diner window – they felt a little joy they felt a little woe – but their in love with the rest of their lives – in love with the rest of their lives – And Bill said to Joe there’s a place I know – They serve highballs all night and keep the lights way down low – get out of your seat and give us a ride – tuck your shirt in Joe I can get you inside – Plain Jane said to average Joe – we don’t belong here let’s just go – Joe nodded and said Janie you’re right – at least we got each other for the rest of the night – Plain Jane and Average Joe – just two unknown faces in the book of so-and-so – they don’t move too fast they don’t move too slow – but they’re in love with the rest of their lives – in love with the rest of their lives 

“To everyone who climbs back into the ring each morning after being knocked down the day before”
An American Kid (Tuesday Weld) 
Do you remember Charlie Chan, Fu Manchu and Superman –  the comic books and T.V. shows, the super villains and heroes – that came to life on Saturdays at fifty cent matinees – we’d save the world from evil later on that afternoon – and do you remember Tuesday Weld I saw her at the late, late show –  Friday nights when we were young the movie house we used to go my hair stood up, my head got light, my heart would race all through the night – when she looked at the camera she was staring right at me – ooh, an American kid lost in elation – ooh, an American kid lost in elation – Do you remember Kennedy and how they killed him on T.V. – people crying in the street could not believe this tragedy – the dream was gone they crushed it all, but Camelot just had to fall – a nation washed it’s blood stained hands in ignorance and tears – and do you remember all the songs, radio and sing-a-longs – the Beatles, Stones and Paul Revere – the Rascals, Doors and Kinks were there – a cry for peace and unity our brothers dying over sea – ‘60’s pop was harmless (?) but it’s still the best to me – ooh an American kid … - and all the things that helped us learn to live in harmony – were swept right out the door with common sense and decency – now people stand in line just screaming where the hell’s my share? – The great American dream is now a great American nightmare – do you remember Tuesday Weld I saw her at the late, late show – ooh an American kid …

“Do you remember Tuesday Weld and the Jerry movie theater?  That was just last week, right?” 

You’re not as Tough As You Think 
You’re a big man out on the street – you walk so cool and talk so sweet – everybody knows who you are – you’re the little girl’s dream, you’re the bad boy’s czar – but change has come a new boss in town – you’re gonna have to answer for what’s going down – you’re reign is through, that’s all she wrote – but you just can’t swallow that lump in your throat – Cause you’re not as tough as you think – just flesh, blood and bone and some Indian ink – yea, you’re not as tough as you thought – when you’re not pushing ‘round all the people you bought – You’re a new millennium mom – you’re a hard-nosed chick , you’re a cherry bomb – you thought you were on top of it all – now life has you pinned up against the wall – you got burned once, you got burned twice – now you’re gonna listen to my advice – well, hold on honey for goodness sake – your old man’s coming home to give you a break – and you’re not as tough as you think – just flesh, blood and bone and a sexy wink – and you’re not as bad as you though – flying so high then you finally got caught

“While out walking I encountered a newspaper box that had “Scarface dies at the end” scribbled on its side.  This became the catalyst to vent some strong inner feelings about folks that think they are tough.  Remember, appearance and demeanor are only superficial - a uniform.  Tough is not about how much hardship and pain you can inflict, but how much you can absorb – so wise-up!  Along with “Dennis and I” and “Father Dear”, “Tough” was among the final songs written for this album in late October/early November 2006”

Jack the Ripper 
This is the complicated business of living in a mixed-up world – they turned the screws to tight and stretched out the main spring now logic’s twisted and curled – and baby I know you gotta go with the flow – put on that new blouse and jump out of your tree house – ooh, Jack the Ripper was a terrible boy – a new born baby is a bundle of  joy – love and devotion are one in the same – and you don’t always have to take the blame – the night time always seem to reveal our weakness for life’s pleasures and pain – one night you’re Casanova kissing your baby, next time you come up lame – but baby I think if you live on the brink – you just might slip through without anyone noticing you – Jack the Ripper … - and you don’t always have to take the blame for life – what happen to your plans – after the crisis you threw up your hands – ran in the street and screamed you were through – baby you let them intimidate you – the Devil runs a teahouse down by the river he deals in sugar and spice – a metaphor for reconciliation he says he serves Jesus Christ – then the Devil said to me: how hard can life be? – you run around the stones, spit out the skin and the bones – Jack the Ripper was a new born boy – a little baby’s gonna scream for his toy – love and devotion often bring you pain – and you don’t always have to take the blame

“Perception or reality? – Like looking through a kaleidoscope - We interpret things we see and hear however we choose – We then act accordingly - Ultimately, we often find error in our assessment – In spite of our failings it is not  always necessary to assume blame – Although to me, humility remains our most endearing quality - Along with “Rain”, “Love to Me” and “Yeah, Yeah, Yeah”, this was among the very first songs written for this album.  And done so in several locations of the old Ortlieb’s beer bottling building/garage (then, John Marzano’s Baseball Academy) Spring 2005 – There, I said it John – and I promise to keep my hands back after opening my front hip”

Logic
Logic gives the thinking man a structured course to understand – a blueprint toward a clearer view of dilemmas that are crowding you – and logic don’t care how you feel it’s not human it’s not real – makes no excuse or alibi just painful facts that make us wonder why – and logic tells me not to wait for you – logic says you won’t be home – logic says you’re out with someone else – logic tells me every little thing I want to know – Instinct is a mystery a first impression with validity – a sudden feeling that comes over you, the little voice that tells you what to do – and instinct sometimes lets you down subjective bias often can be found – when push comes to shove you will find you’re heart persuades you head most every time – and logic tells me …

“Pay attention!  What does it tell you?”

Casanova

Casanova, who are you? – I saw his picture on your bedroom wall – he’s every girl’s dream come true – his autograph says “give me a call someday I’ll come and visit you” – the paper says he travel ‘round the world in the lap of luxury – but there’s a sadness in his smile that shows a loneliness they just can’t see – He’s the Casanova with the bedroom eyes – he only wanted someone that would love him – but the promises all turned lies ‘cause they only want to be with him when they close their eyes at night – The crowd is screaming as you sing your song - the girls throw roses at your 

feet – you blow a goodbye kiss from the stage they mob you when you’re on the street – with Brando’s cool and Presley’s flair they put you high upon a thrown – but that someone special is never there to hold you when you’re all alone – He’s the Casanova … - Casanova, who are you? – The picture hanging on the bedroom wall is old and faded from the years – but the Casanova’s smiling face shows no worry, show no tears – He’s the …

“I always thought Rock ’n’ Roll idols – especially circa late ‘50’s early ‘60’s - were as much about their “Casanova” qualities as their music.  Some were not ready for the fame they so desired - If this were any greasier it would slide right off the CD – Yadig daddio” 

Devil
Devil, you are the reason so many live in fear – betrayal, deceit and treason – you’re tools are all still here – Devil, you trick the lonely, the weak and desperate souls – you feed with no compassion, you tempt with lust and gold – Devil, you are a season of anguish, hate and blame – just one “I’m Sorry” frees your soul just one smile cures your pain – Devil, you know the story – You’ve played your part so well – Devil, you are a season … 

Annie Walks Through Town
When Annie walks she sees so many beautiful things, hears so many wonderful sounds – the world breathes life in different colors everywhere – from the biggest cities to the smallest towns – but when she walks between those schoolyard gates all the children sing her rhyme – she always gets a big kick when they ask “Annie, take us up in your helicopter one more time”

“And the saga continues”

Morning Coffee
Morning coffee and the morning news – everybody trying to change my views – the right say this and the left say that – they both say nothing cause that’s where they’re at – and morning coffee won’t wake you up if you find the same person at the bottom of your cup – Now I don’t like my morning coffee too sweet – I find that little edge gets me to my feet – but a drop of cream is good for the soul – it turns that bitterness to rock ‘n’ roll – and morning coffee will quickly turn cold if you walk around complaining that you’re growing old (to rock) – when I’m on holiday I drink tea – those friendly leaves never challenge me – but any other situation you know I’ll be running down the corner for that cup of Joe – Morning coffee has such wide appeal – it has the power to change how you think and feel – it put a smile on Mr. Nasty and Mean – a lot of pressure for such a little bean – and morning coffee will knock you out if you grab it by the handle and drink it from the spout – but it will never wake you up if you find the same person at the bottom of your cup 

“To the memory of my late friend Russell Diana with whom I’ve shared many-a-cup – Charlie and I will always remember Indiana 1974”
The Night We Danced
Hold your head up high into the light so I can see your smile – and though I seldom say my heart feels this way you knew it all the while – and last Saturday night under the light of the fat old moon in the sky – as we watched uncle Billy get drunk and act silly for the teenage kids walking by – You said you’d dance with me for all the world to see – I felt the passion and pride never grew old and died when you danced with me – and as time carries on we’re all tempted and torn from the love we feel at the start – some fight back and stay others just walk away never fanning the flame in their heart – still the kids in the city all dressed-up and pretty dream of a night that brings love – where a backseat lover makes-out under cover from the blanket of stars up above – You said  you’d dance with me … - Now the power of love can be reckless or true – it can swing like a branch in the wind – but when faith in believing can keep you from leaving it all seems worthwhile in the end – Now another day of black, white and gray lies sleeping under the moon – You said you’d dance with me … 

“There’s nothing like a waltz to get those love glands pumping, huh? – That’s “Country” Cory Mecca singing harmony in the pre-choruses.  Turn off the Joe Nichols album, put that skateboard away and do your homework - NOW!”

Let’s See What We’ve Become
There are so many people that I used to know – I’m ashamed to admit but I don’t see ‘em no more – some have move far away, some are still here - sitting in their back yard swigging a beer – I wish that they would visit me or drop a line we could chew the fat, shoot the breeze, spend some time – Let’s see what we’ve become find out who we are – I’ll tell you ‘bout my life as a rock ‘n’ roll star – you can tell me ‘bout all the money you’ve made – the places that you’ve been and the dues that you’ve paid – we’ll laugh and cry, we’ll reminisce from dusk till dawn – we’ll tell each other that we’ll keep in touch from now on – Do you remember honky Joe from the blues saloon? -He’s a land baron, mogul, real estate tycoon – and Irish Jimmy K wants to be the mayor – we all knew from when he was young that he would get there – but did you ever think you’d live to see the day that Jackie Cullen’s sister would learn to walk that way – Let’s see what we’ve become … - Well, Marty drives a truck, Mikey hustles pool – and Jimmy married Julie when they got out of school – Charlie’s on the waterfront down in the hole – and George and Tommy still believe in rock ‘n’ roll – Let’s see what we’ve become …

“Let’s get together real soon” – Hey Jim, we may not have met up just yet, but our failed attempts did inspire this song – I regret no longer having you as a partner and best friend - I’ve always missed you”

Yeah, Yeah, Yeah
What’s the story, tell me what you hear – is there a reason that I still should care – look me in the eye and say yeah, yeah, yeah – hold me closer, take me to your heart – tell me about you from the very start – everything begins and ends with yeah, yeah, yeah – yeah, yeah, yeah - I don’t want to talk about it – you can scream and you can shout it – I don’t want to play that part, I don’t want to be that smart, take my hand and leave my heart alone – go on and say it, what you think of me – is there a future with the man you see – all I want to hear you say is yeah, yeah, yeah – yeah, yeah, yeah 

“Thanks to the “divine” Davis sisters for lending some class to the project” 

Father Dear …
Father dear it’s been awhile since I heard you laugh, saw you smile – and though you’d never meet the man you thought I’d be – I followed rainbows that you hung outside for me – Father dear I’m not alone – got a wife and kids of my own – and as I’ve grown I’ve come to understand your views, cause little boys grow-up to fill their daddy’s shoes and I’m waiting here for you

“My father died in 1979 at the age of 48 – he was a professional musician and according to his peers, a singer with few equals – he had a bad heart and was told to stop singing – I guess it comes down to what is really most important to you – and I’ll  respect that”

I Always Want it to Rain
When I turned 26 … didn’t know many tricks, had nothing hidden up my sleeve – just a mix-up boy trying to hold onto the joy of a childhood he didn’t want to leave – then somebody said “you should grow-up instead – don’t think twice just take my advice – forget the happiness that you once knew – you’ll grow to be a better man – even if you never understand” – You win, you win, you win - now I can say that I’m on my way – you win, you win, you win - I don’t know why but I always want it to rain – Burning in the heat on a small city street I’ll describe as a one horse town – eating little pills trying to keep up with the bills that pay for the success I’ve found – changing my plans (but) now I’m shaking more hands – sipping the cream of the middle class dream – counting (weighing) the wins and (against) the mortal sins - everybody gets a turn, you suffer first and then you burn – You win, you win, you win …

“I’ve always loved the rain.  Of course I do want it to stop when someone yells-out “play ball!” – Written in the 4th floor elevator shaft of the aforementioned Ortleib’s beer bottling building while looking down on the fashionably hip and constantly decimated and renovated Northern Liberties section of my hometown – Philly, Pa”

These Irish Eyes (Louise McGoldrick)
 Louise McGoldrick leaned on her broom, wiped the sweat from her forehead and sang a sweet tune – about her homeland (so) riddled with pain, how one side was crazy (and) the other insane – She sang Tu ra lu ra lu ra, to ra lu ra lo – life is so full of surprises like a late night mystery show – Tu ra lu ra lu ra, tu ra lu ra ly – baby there’s one thing I’m sure of, you’re the sunshine of these Irish eyes – Burnt by fire down to the bone, spent her last years in a four wheel throne – she said there’s no villain I’m a victim of chance, there’s no fool like an old fool now this one can’t dance – She sang Tu ra lu ra lu ra … some days you spit out the window, some days you walk down below

“In 1960, the open flame from a candle attached to a foot high statue of St. Anthony ignited Louise McGoldrick’s clothing as she reached to clean her kitchen windows.  Although her leg and hand were badly burned she begged my mother not to tell her husband what had happened since he had repeatedly asked her not to attempt those windows in recent months. That night she suffered the first of many strokes that would forever alter her mental stability.  As my mother (and father to some extent) was her sole care-giver, I was fortunate to live and help her for the remaining 13 years of her life – She always made me feel very loved and cherished even when she could no longer tell me – I am so much richer for having known my grandmother”    

Jack
Jack found a hole at the bottom of the world where he pondered his failure and demise – He hung his head in shame for all he had done – no tears to warm his eyes

Goodbye
Goodbye to you – it seems like all I ever do is say goodbye to a friend – It used to be life (held) was an eternity of time we had to spend – Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye – Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye – Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye it’s all in the “in-between” 

“Currently, life is all we have – the relationships we form and experience are the components of this journey – the fact that we eventually abandon them are simply a symptom of our plight - when we think of friends, we are thinking of parts of our life - when we see and hug a friend we are embracing a part of our life – Don’t regret the missing of a friend, but be thankful for their memory - until we meet again, goodbye”

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

Princes of the New Dark Age (2005)
William the Great

William the great was a pretty cool guy we hung around when we were young

He was known far and wide as a young man who can get things done

And I said William has it been that long since we sat on the corner and dreamed

You say that you’ve lost faith in your fellow man and that things are not what they once seemed

Do you remember all the things we talked about when we were young?

The hopes and dreams and the great expectations of things in life to come

And Willie we would change the world from the sad place it could sometimes be

We’d give away our money and dedicate our time to setting everybody free

And William you’re a good man a person of resources and means

If you put your finger on the problem at hand you can solve it before the last scene

And William you’re the salt of the earth a man of great integrity 

If you turn the other cheek - look yourself in the mirror you’ll see the sunny side of the street

And now it’s time that I move along cause I’ve done enough talking to you

You’ve got to pull this thing together and take it on the road I know the great things you can do

The Girl from the Sand

Well I was walking down the beach on a hot summer day when the locals started making a scene

There was a bald headed guy - he was telling the story about the daughter of a mermaid queen

She was an angel face beauty – an apple bottom cutie that came up from the sea every night

In a bikini tight and yellow – she shook it just like “Jello” – made the tourist boys squirm with delight

And she said “hey, whatcha doin’ this summer?” – She said “hey, whatcha doin’ tonight?”

Then he told me the legend about her – and the things she does to a man – but I don’t believe the story ‘bout the girl that lives out on the sand

Now on my way back home I came across a lifeguard who was counting his fingers and toes

He said he met a girl out in the deep now he can’t work and he can’t sleep – “Was it her do you suppose?”

Did she say “hey, whatcha doin’ this summer?” – She said “hey, whatcha doin’ tonight?”

then I told him the legend about her – and the things she does to a man - I still don’t believe the story ‘bout the girl from on the sand

Hey man did you see that?  (See what?) – She just jumped right out of the water and kissed me  (Who’s she?)

I ain’t never seen anything like that before  (Man you’re seeing things) – She kissed me!  (Far out!)

With my vacation leaning toward the supernatural or at the very least mildly surreal

I nailed my windows and I locked my doors – Freaked to the tee down by the sea 

(“Thank you very much for this bathing suit – very sporty - very little chafing”)

Well now the scene turned strange – my girl got naked – started running across the sand

I said wait a minute baby there’s a misunderstanding ‘cause I only want to hold your hand

And she said “hey, whatcha doin’ this summer?” – she said “hey, whatcha doin’ tonight?”

And though I doubted the legend about her – well I seen what she does to a man

Now I’m going steady with the girl that lives out on the sand (He’s going steady with the girl that lives out on the sand)

Annie Helicopter

Annie Helicopter is her name – I met her out on lover’s lane

She cleared herself for takeoff and then to land – swooped down on me took me by my hand

We flew in the school window and out the door – we knocked the teacher’s apples down on the floor

She sent us to detention – we flew right in – circled twice around the room and flew back out again

Annie Helicopter I’m so sweet on you – the other boys just like you for the things that you do

Annie Helicopter I’m telling you true – I just want to spend my whole life flying around the world with you

Annie Helicopter was high in the air – her little silhouette against the stratosphere 

She ducked into a rain cloud that hung over town but flew back into my heart before the sun went down

More Than a Man

Johnny went out to the world last night – hoping to see something that he hadn’t seen but it never came

Tommy got lost by the river bank – holding his breath he pondered his death as he screamed out Johnny’s name - Johnny just turned and walked away – what a cry baby he’d later say

But Tommy shot back – you’re a punk and a hack for leaving me alone

And I am more of a man than you I stumble and fall but most always come through

I question and doubt many things that I do but I am more of a man than you

Johnny strayed out of the neighborhood – lost and alone – beaten to the bone by the crowd from Greenwich Square - Tommy fought through the angry crowd – gallantly he broke Johnny free – paid the price in blood and pain - Johnny said you must be kidding me – you showed too late – fell so easily

But Tommy stood tall – having answered the call – spit his teeth out in the rain

New Green Shirt

My baby bought me a new green shirt – she said that it matched her old suede shirt

I put it on with my new black shoes – same old jeans that I always use

I went outside to take my morning walk – I heard the old ladies on the corner talk

They said I was handsome they said I was lean – by all accounts I am the seniors dream

Then Mrs. Wilson winked at me and said you ought to stop by and keep me company

In my new green shirt I’m quite the rage – young girls think I’m half my age

My baby thinks I’m really cute – I’m going out to buy a new green suit

Friday night I took a walk uptown – to see if my celebrity had spread around

Women screamed and called my name – I’ve grown accustomed to all this fame

I jumped in a taxi to meet my date the driver turned around and said “you look just great”

In my new green shirt I’m like the U.S. mail – I’m in the public’s eye and I got mass appeal

I’ll never change I’ll just leave it on – I’m a metropolitan phenomenon 

They say the national stage is where I belong – I’m the media’s darling I can do no harm

In political circles I’m a candidate – to the bourgeoisie I’m just a fashion plate

But if you want the scoop – you want the dirt – I owe it all to this new green shirt 

Silly Joey

Silly Joey said to me you don’t have to cry - You can be a prodigy if you just learn to lie

Now listen very carefully to these things I’ve heard - All the voices in my head have given me their word - Joey, Joey

If you live in Turkey its Thanksgiving everyday - And all the stars are made of chocolate in the Milky Way

Snow is just confetti from a party in the sky - One day I caught a sparrow and he taught me how to fly

Joey, Joey, where did you hear that, Joey

Well Joey was my best friend – Joey was an ace - And no one lied like Joey did – straight into your face

He filled my life with laughter – when I was a kid - Joey left when I was twelve – but his stories never did

Clouds are made of cotton balls the moon is made of cheese - My sister’s eyes turn different colors anytime I sneeze - In my back yard there’s a treasure buried underground - Jesus please save the Chinese their whole world is upside down
Joey, Joey, where did you hear that, Joey

Burn, John Burn

Standing alone on the corner after midnight – banging on that door

You’ve crossed the line so many times – refusing to be ignored

With honesty as your mission statement – misguided as it seemed

Frustration with your circumstances ate away at your dreams

So burn, John Burn – some say you’re a zero – burn on anger and insecurity

Burn, John Burn – I called you a hero then we walk down Second Street like princes of the new Dark Age

There was that time you took the blame for a close friend – you said hey cop it was me

I watched him drop you where you stood – now it’s just a blood stained memory

With a spirit that could not be broken you made it to your feet

You stared him in his coward eyes then fell back into the street

There are no cheers for broken dreams so climb back up on the stage

The Land of Upside Down

Baby fell up in the air – oh what a scream – oh what a scare

Daddy jumped off of the roof – always a joker playing a goof

In the land of upside down – in the land of upside down

Grandpa bought a house by the lake – he’s always treading water – what a terrible mistake

Grandma crawled out the front door – the flood on the ceiling started rising to the floor

In the land of upside down – in the land of upside down

Apples falling from the trees are bouncing off the moon

The president keeps telling us things will turn around real soon

And I just can’t get used to sleeping underneath my bed

Life presents so many challenges when you’re standing on your head

Took a ride cause I can’t sit still – I drove up through the valley and down in the hills

Watched the world carrying-on – blaming Mother Nature for everything that went wrong

In the land of upside down – in the land of upside down 

Do I Do

He’s walking home in the early evening – another trying dayHe’s always thinking of ways to please her with something sweet to say

She lives nearby in Saint Crispin’s Garden on a waitresses pay

She can’t decide if she really loves him – still she keeps him at bay

And soon she’ll have to reveal her feelings

He’ll be so hurt by her double dealings – And he’ll say…

Do I do I do those things to you - do I do I do

Do I do I do those things to you - do I do I do

He buys her flowers at the corner gift shop – A note says I love you

He rings her bell there is no answer – he don’t know what to do

She watches through her bedroom window – pretending she’s not their

He leaves the flowers on the door step – He walks away, she stares

And soon she’ll have to reveal her feelings

He’ll be so hurt by her double dealings – And he’ll say…

She calls him later on that evening to say she got his card

You’ve been so kind and understanding – I hope this won’t be too hard

She tells him that she’s found another – He’s lost for words to say

I didn’t mean to hurt or deceive you it just went that way – And he says

Say Goodbye to Judas

He puts his arms around you like he’ll never let you go

It’s the closest thing to freedom that you think you’ll ever know

Then suddenly he’s leaving you – walking for the door

Still you feel the need to conquer what you couldn’t win before

I walked into the party to take you into town

You kiss me on the lips but say you want to hang around

He’s watching through dark glasses – there’s something up his sleeve

He wants to come onto you – he waits for me to leave

Before you comb your golden hair and turn your nose up in the air

Tear yourself away to see it’s only just a fantasy

And if you make the choice to stay you’ll see your dreams just fade away

When you say goodbye to Judas

Now Judas wants to see you – he’s waiting in his car

You step across the threshold to the girl you think you are

Driving down the river road – his hands all over you

Still you can’t resist the traitor’s kiss – even though you knew

Now I often think about you – but in a lesser way

You never should have done the things you did to me that day

Bobby Golden Got Thrown Out of School

Behold the Christ child dead on a hill

For our forgiveness His blood would spill

But you forget his wish as quick as you can

Jesus Christ was more than a man

In elementary schools His name is revered

Recalled in decoration this time every year

But when he scrawled his name on a shrine on a wall

Bobby Golden got thrown out of school…

Cut down your savior you are his biggest fan

Run to him now His grace await you

And what do you say for yourself little man

Bobby Golden got thrown out of school…

I’ll Wonder 

I wonder if your you’re the one – will you be strong enough to handle the long run

And I wonder if you’ll be there – will you be cool when the world is square

And I’ll be saying my prayers every night – that someone just like you will hold me tight (make it all right)

And if I’m lucky and my hunch is right – I’ll wonder

And I wonder about my friends – will they stay with me when the good times all end

And I wonder about myself – will I take action or just sit on the top shelf

And I wonder about everything – do people hear a single word that I sing

The routine nature of the human drill – I’ll wonder yes I will

And I wonder about this world – who will be standing when the truth is unfurled

And I wonder about this life – where happy moments walk the edge of a dull Knife 

Yes I wonder
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 
Purple Monkeys (2003)

Suzie (Lone Star Hero) 

Suzie came from Amarillo - running from her alter ego that was just released from a juvenile detention facility - I was on the straight and narrow - grooming for a bright tomorrow - just a half Italian Irish boy apprentice in the big city - And I met Suzie on a parking lot - running from a man she shot - she aimed at his feet but put a bullet through his car

She said I know I don’t always do what’s right - but kiss your lone star girl good night - and when you grow don’t just think of me as that crazy girl that came to Philly

She said she drove across the nation looking for an inspiration to jump back up on the gravy train of honor and dignity - I told her that she shouldn’t worry she shouldn’t be in such a hurry to grow up and out of such a perfect state of individuality - Then Suzie took me by my hand - she said you’re gonna be my man - and in a fit of bliss she stole a car

And Suzie I know you must have been the apple of your daddy’s eye - running wild in the pan handle under that great big Texas sky – I want you to know your courage (memory) will endure - there’s nothing about you this Yankee boy will soon forget those cowboy boots and cigarettes

Suzie used her intuition - anticipating extradition to the not so wide open planes and prairies of a Texas penitentiary - She climbed out of the bathroom window - of a hotel that we just checked into and rode off into the sunset to find salvation in her destiny

Mary Claire with Silver Hair

Late last night I had a dream of the prettiest girl that I’d ever seen – I don’t know what it was all about but when it was over I let out a shout – see we had grown older and lost all our looks just a couple of geezers whose gooses were cooked

And Mary Claire had silver hair and wrinkles just about everywhere – no form fit bra or big underwear could conceal her natural beauty

Suddenly, I’m in a bar with fat Joe Turner and his ten inch scar – I watch him pour another beer into a quarter ton body on a six pound chair – he was once muscular handsome and brave until a gambling debt laid him out in his grave

And Mary Claire would sit and stare as Fat Joe ate away all his cares – betting on hunches, rumors and dares as he walked to church every Sunday

And Mary Claire would sit in her chair and say a rosary each morning for a world in despair - reminiscing of friendships and love that she shared – she’ll answer all of yesterday questions tomorrow

Turn on the lights Mary Claire it’s time to wake up and face your fears – growing old it ain’t that bad if you’d been paying attention you might even be glad – beware of maturity , advice and their schemes turn your back for a minute they’ll steal all your dreams 

And Mary Claire was everywhere like raindrops floating on summer air – she’s championed freedom with a graceful flair, but is known for her natural beauty

Holly 1-2-3

Holly was the smartest girl in town - always dragging that big bag of books around.  

And when she raised her hand her classmates knew she had the problem solved before they had a clue.

One, two idiots are down on the floor - can’t tie their shoes won’t hang their coats on the door.  

Three, four idiots in back of the room saying we can’t see, that’s why we’re not as smart as Holly.

One and one is two.  I saw Holly teaching all of you.  

Just use your fingers it’s so easy to do, like counting purple monkeys at the zoo

One, two idiots facing the wall - matriculating in detention hall  

Three, four idiots laughing out loud - they’re so happy they’ll never be as smart as Holly.

I know they tease me for the grace I lack.  They think that I don’t hear them laughing behind my back.  

But just to fit in I would give the world, cause after all - I ‘m just a girl.

I never understood her motivation - enthusiasm for class participation.  

But I was young and went along with the crowd where it’s a silly boy that thinks aloud.

Don’t call me stupid when I’m down on the floor - I hear your lessons (message) but I choose to ignore.  

I may be prone to immaturity, but in the end I’m a lot like Holly.

Holly one, two, three...

Oh! Caroline

Yesterday I saw a face I hadn’t seen in quite some time running from the front door to the street.  

She jumped into a taxi, fixed her face and then she disappeared into all the mixed up people she would meet.  

Oh! she never talks to those who really care for her.  No she only thinks in terms of passing nods and winks.

Oh! Caroline, she lives between the raindrops.  Oh! Caroline she falls right through the cracks.  

She’s strung out but you love her because she really knows no other way to be.

Moving through the summer heat she’s on display for all to see, blows kisses to the strangers passing by.  

Delightful and entrancing, she pauses only glancing at the only thing that cures her lonely life.  

Oh! she doesn’t feel emotion that comes from deep within.  No she only sees the superficial pleasantries.

We Called Her Saint Anne

We called her Saint Anne because she waited for a man that none of us believed would return to her side

She just closed her eyes and while looking at the skies she turned into the stone that her heart had become

And this statue of Saint Anne tipped over in the sand and the waves washed it out into the deep.  

And this vision by the sea eluded history because an Israelite had turned water into wine

A lady Eleanor was sitting by the shore when the image of two hands appeared in the sky

She felt a raging storm and then the sand turned warm, but when she raised her head she couldn’t believe her eyes

That this statue of Saint Anne had returned to the sand and the waves changed to ripples at her feet. 

And this vision by the sea eluded history because an Israelite had turned water into wine

And Saint Anne will you ever be the same again – the others they may doubt you but I’ll still be your friend 

And you won’t have to be the patron saint of pain – your strength is a mystery no one can explain

Many years have gone from a childhood lived in scorn when the girl that we knew as Saint Anne was finally saved

While standing on the beach her faith just out of reach it’s told that a stranger carried her away

And this statue of Saint Anne left footprints in the sand that no wave, tide or storm could erase.  And this vision by the sea eluded history because an Israelite had turned water into wine

Simple Cindy (and the great unknown)

Simple Cindy wants to show me how her garden grows.  She’s got broken bones from the sticks and stones 

that her so called best friends have thrown.  

And she don’t know how she got her name, or why they laugh when she’s there, 

or how things got so turned around in the end.

And I’ll bet she don’t know that I love her.  She probably can’t see that I’m head over heels.  

Come out of your haze and into the great unknown.

Simple Cindy it’s no mystery how things really are.  People put you on and they roll their eyes then they wish on their lucky star.  

And it’s alright if you’re different, as long as your heart stays kind.  

Cindy this garden don’t need another creep on its vine.

And Cindy’s got issues with the government, 

she says they follow her around 

some crazy story about a Christmas tree that she burned down.  

You see Cindy took a picture of Jesus Christ and hung it under the mistletoe.  

And when nobody kissed it - it’s just to deep you gotta let it go.

Simple Cindy finally showed me how her garden grows.  

She was sipping tea with those scraped-up knees wearing some old rich lady’s clothes.  

Ain’t it great when you’re different it’s always such a surprise.  

Cindy, I already see those teardrops leaving your eyes.

Billy the Bully

My Friend Joey came from Baltimore.  His daddy bought a candy store.  

His living room was filled with chocolate bars, chewing gum and baseball card.  

And Joey said that I was his best friend tried and true until the end.  

Then he made me swear to God that I never say what had happened to him yesterday.

Billy the bully had bloodied his nose, broke his glasses and stepped on his toes. 

And then Billy the bully ran into the yard and said “I did not do anything wrong”.

Eddie Smith was a street tough kid who didn’t know his daddy back when most of us did.  

One summer night while I was away Eddie got ran over on the South Freeway.  

And all my friend told me not to cry, Eddie was happy up in the sky.  

And even though I didn’t know him well I knew him good enough that I could tell.

And whenever Billy the bully would sneer his mother would wink and his father would cheer.  

Such an adorable little boy, you know he gives us so much joy.

Mary Maloney looked like Peter Pan, but she could steal the fingers right off your hand.  

I told Mary to steal Billy’s coat while the teacher was writing his detention note.  

Billy went crazy running through the school screaming where’s my coat, I’ll kill the fool. 

I tripped him up as he went rushing by, I stepped on his chest and poked him in his eye.

Then Billy the bully bloodied my nose, I didn’t wear glasses so he tore-up my clothes.  

But when Billy the bully ran outside he had no coat just the tears in his eyes.  

And when he said he was sorry for acting so dumb I told him it was too late the damage was done.  

I said I’d be alright once they stitched-up my head, but Joey’s still scared and Eddy’s still dead.  

And when Billy the bully’s day came to an end - he walked home without any friends.  Billy the bully had no friends...

Jewish Alan

Jewish Alan was a lonely boy - He lived on top of the corner hardware store

And while we played I felt him watching us - through the peep hole of his apartment door

And then one day I asked him to come outside – He just shrugged his shoulders and said no

I’ve got so many things on my mind - But when I’m ready you’ll be the first to know

All my friends have taken my culture and moved it so far away

Oh my god I’ve nearly forgotten how to play

Here’s a picture of my father and me - That’s us sitting next to my crazy aunt pearl

Those were happy times for my family - Before dad left mom for a younger girl

And he said Alan don’t you lose your culture even though I’m going far away 

Oh my god I’ve nearly forgotten how to play

I saw Alan not too long ago - He said he practiced psychotherapy 

And when his patients begin to question their faith - He says he tell them the same thing he told me

What’s the big deal about your culture if there’s no one there to share the day

Oh my god don’t ever forget how to play

The Friends of Joey Coyle

There will never be a boy like you - Could make things sound as good as you do

Selling everyone you find - on something that’s been running through you mind

Cursed to feed a burning heart - Always looking for the bigger part

No matter how you shed your skin - Something always seemed to pull you in

The river road was wide and bright and lovers held each other tight 

The rumor spread as fast as light – Davey saw Joey on TV tonight 

You sit alone and think it through - You hear the voice of fame start talking to you

You don’t know why you feel this way - To be someone is your only play

The river road is filled with joy for all the Christian girls and boys 

You prove you’re tough you prove you’re free – Davey saw Joey on TV

When all the friends of Joey Coyle would speak his name their blood would boil

They could not see the irony they always think - if that were me

Standing at the edge of real trying not to fall

With a common man’s belief that someday he could have it all

When you stumbled on the Holy Grail it only made you see

You would gladly trade you riches for a place in history

Crucified by circumstances no one really knew

They put you on the silver screen – tried to make a star of you

But the joy you felt was all but gone the trip had done you in

Your eyes kept sinking in your pale white skin

Such a heavy price he paid – A lifetime ticket to the fools parade

With only the past in his sight – Joey Coyle took his life that night

The river flows for all to see - your choices are your destiny

you swim above or sink below – Davey heard about it on the radio

I’m gonna ride this fever straight into hell tonight

I gotta head full of trouble and the devil better get me right

and if he starts to stutter we might just have to dance

but if he has a heart I’m gonna ask him for another chance
Angel

Angel, I can tell your sleepy eyes are not well - Pretty, I see the end is calling to thee

Now you’re leaving me far from you’ll be - And you’re leaving me with just this memory

Angel, I know it’s so hard to let you go - Pretty, hold me once more for eternity

And you’re leaving me far from you’ll be - And you’re leaving me with just this memory

Now you’re leaving me with such uncertainty - And you’re leaving me far from where you’ll be

With nothing to say when you’re gone - Only teardrops to greet me at dawn

And you’re leaving me for now

Angel, I fell but life is only the hell - Pretty, you’ll see some day you’ll stand next to me

Now I’m leaving you with so much work to do - And I’ll be watching through each drop of morning dew

Now you’re leaving me with just this memory…
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