
SOUTHERN TREES

Maybe I have worked a few things out
And in the right light I’ve got skills
Do I see it in their eyes?
Am I the target, am I the kill?
Is this the twig-like snapping of my will?

Sitting round the table late at night
Hands barely brushing blushing cheeks
Can you see it in my eyes?
I must be red and within reach
Is this the bending hunger of the peach?

Southern trees, don’t get me started
But southern boys could 
If they would and they would
Oh I swear I’ve now departed this party
I’M Coming home baby,Always for good

I’d like to shake off the juicy smiles
I’d like to shake this fruit feeling
But I can see it their eyes
I am the taste, I am the stealing
Appeal and appealed and appealing

I better crawl out of this garden
And beat a path back to my retreat
Where I see it in his eyes
Baby is waiting, baby’s so neat
The way he lets me fall down at his feet
So sweet so sweet 

Southern trees, don’t get me started
But southern boys could 
If they would and they would
Oh I swear I’ve now departed this party
I’M Coming home baby,Always for good
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LOWER

How dID that story that story go
about finding somebody who’s low?
Somebody feeling low and you make ‘em feel
Just a little bit lower, JUST A little bit lower, 
YOU make ‘em feel just a little bit lower

Roll them bones
They nice they dice
Rolling pin, where you been? 
Club cab got room
plenty O’ room 
plenty O’ room, pile on in, 
THERE’S Plenty O’ room 
for all the boys and all their toys
all the boys and all their NOISY toys
Come on come on go lower, go lower
Come on come on go lower

Limbo, limbo arms akimbo
Get into the cab 
gET under the blankets
Get way down low 
GO LOW, LOW LOW 
GO lower 
lower 
lower 
lower

Limbo, limbo arms akimbo
Where you gonna go?
Where you gonna go when you’re feeling so low?
Go lower 
Go lower
GO LOWER 
Lower, way down low.
Way down low
With your low down ways
Lower still 
On this low down day
Low down lower
GO Lower 
ON THIS Low down day

©2008 MICHAEL BARRON

MICHAEL BARRON: VOCALS, ELECTRIC GUITAR, KALIMBA, ORGAN, MIDI DRUMS
WILLIAM X. HARVEY: BASS, SHAKTI VOCALS



ALL I KNOW

I saw you today in the procession
Out in front with the blues 
And a red dress on
I remembered that one day we all knew
That you would never be famous
Not even here in your hometown 
Though I thought I might be 
It hardly matters now 

All I know is one thing
That I know nothing
Yet to know that is everything

That light in my eyes, you want to know
Where did it come from
It came from nowhere
I did nothing to get it
And nobody can take it away
Nobody can ever take it away

I am free, but so are thee
On your box on your grate 
In the cold in the dark
If you want to be

It’s only the world that says 
That only the world can see
Those eyes are blind to mystery

I’m not the last one, or even the only one, but I am one
I want to walk with the angels and 
talk to God and 
hear him talking back
I want to see with my eyes 
I want to touch the hem

All I know is one thing
THAT IS nothing
All I know is one thing
THAT IS nothing
ALL I KNOW, ALL I KNOW
IS NOTHING
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HOLLOW

Been away awhile
I see you’ve changed some things
Look around and wonder was I ever here?

There’s nothing that we ever thought 
Was real that isn’t changing
Anyway, here we are

I have only what I’m wearing
And the strap across my back
Dirty and unshaven
As I wash up on the shore
The last words that you said
Are ringing in my ears 

I cannot raise my head up 
AND I have no voice to shout

You don’t have to tell me 
Where you’re going 
When you leave here
You don’t have to tell me 
Where you’ve been
When you get back

Just remember 
You can’t go home again
Home is where your heart is 
Your heart is on your sleeve
I hope you’ll take your jacket With you
when you leave
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COME BACK

Come back
I want to hold you near my heart again
Come back
I want your head against my head again
Come back
I want your head against my heart
Come back
head back
head back to me again

Here I’m wishing it were so
I’m still here listening to that worn out horn
Those sweet bells and those two rings
Those round and shiny golden things
That got us up 
Got us up again
Set us up 
Stepping up to do it all again
never again
never again

Don’t walk away little baby
Don’t walk away into wonderland
Oh don’t let yourself tell yourself that I’m not missing you
Don’t try telling me I’m not missing you
Because missing you is all I do
It’s all I do
Come back
Come back
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FREIGHT

Early every morning
I show up
I drive it right
My freight is tight  
Every time
Won’t go any other way
Keep it moving 
Freight flowing 
Overtime over time
Freight flowing over time

I’M LOSING MY place 
on the map
Late for the bridge 
Late for the moat
Blocking out the exit signs
Blocking out the sun
My truck
My throat
The freight
	
I Don’t care what I’m feeling
I only know what I hear
THIS Feels like a hurricane 
GATHERING HERE

I Don’t care what I’m feeling
I only know what I hear
THIS SOUNDS like a hurricane 
AS I’M LYING HERE HERE

Still I FEEL so lonely
SITTING HERE
Waiting on the dock of this bay
No one to tell

No one to tell
No one to tell
No one to share my appetite
No one to tell 
About my freight Tonight
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PINK SPOT

Tiny bubbles 
blowing out
From the Vibraphone 
up on the stage
Pink spot
soaking everything 
in happy light

Rub-a-dub-dub, love 
bug in a mug
Mug for plug, dove
tug on the drug
Three men in a tub rub 
rub-a-dub-dub
A strange tableau 
for anywhere but here

Silver sparkles 
swishing in time
Swirling, whirling
flaming batons
Perfect pink pony boots
With snap-tappy heels

Back flip 
don’t slip
Catch the flaming baton

The baton never drops
The show never stops
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