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“I’M JUST A LUCKY LOSER”

I’m just a lucky loser, but I can’t wait to get back to my woman

to comfort and soothe her

I’m just a lucky loser, but if I could go back to the beginning of

my life, everything would be the same except for maybe a

little more winning and a lot less sinning

Of course, I’m just a lucky loser, and maybe a little bad and a boozer,

but, I’m just a lucky loser, standing on the skid row of things

When you want something and don’t have a penny to your name

and the person with the money don’t seem the same I’m just a lucky loser, lucky because I’m still alive, loser cause I don’t get the breaks, maybe I just don’t have what it takes
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I wish I could get what the big men rake in, just for once, or for a little while

I could ride in style, the big guys with their limos No one know the pain, think I’ll, think I’ll pound ‘em down to size

Think I’ll get a gun, give ‘em all a surprise.
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“MELODY”


Melody, the newborn child, Clamping my hand as she smiled

Melody, as pretty as can be


The prettiest baby in the nursery So all the way from head to toe Melody, so small and fair,

Her little nose, pink and shiny,

When she cries I’m filled with sighs of aching I have to stop to wipe her eyes


Her eyes twinkle like the stars above Her small eyes fill with happiness and love


His hand lift her to the sky with love sparkling in her eyes Melody, so soft and smooth Her love I would not surrender, Melody, I do adore her
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“DANDELION WINE”
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Playing in the dandelions and sipping on the wines.

Running thru the field feeling mighty fine. The sun beating down so hot and fiery red.

We sit down to tan in a dandelion bed.

We run to the water hose to cool ourselves down, Our toes wiggling thru the grass and pounding on the ground.

And as the sun goes down beyond the hill away We settle down with dandelion wine and wait another day.
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“SEASONS TO COME”
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In the Seasons to Come I hope our world will be At peace, and there will Be no hunger, and all

Our hatred will be ceased.



In the Seasons to Come I hope our children will Find their way through Our smoke and smog, And find their clear day.
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“A DAY IN OUR LIFE”

The newscast today was

filled with that hate and pain.

Both black and white pointed fingers, and the weather was filled with rain.

Today’s news was old before it got off the press,

There were new stories being written about some new mess

The cops were caught red handed, and the sentences were being handed.

The people arrested on that day, Were herded and locked away

The newscast finally faded, the people all went home,

To forget the pain and strife, Of a day in our life.
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“CRY FOR FREEDOM”

Another battle has just begun Somewhere across the seas, Bodies lying in the noon day sun, As the women and children flee.

Don’t you hear their “Cry for Freedom”, Gone another Father and Son

Don’t you hear their “Cry for Freedom”

Bullets fly into the setting sun, Hit their mark,

And an innocent one,

Another day comes to the sound of guns.

Don’t you hear their “Cry for Freedom”, Gone another Father and Son

Don’t you hear their “Cry for Freedom”
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“FOLLOW ME INTO THE LIGHT”

Follow me on this road,

There’s a place where it will lead,

A place of wonderous glory of peace and harmony.

Follow me on this road, Come into the light

Love will wrap you in it’s arms, and keep you through the night.

Feel the warmth surround you, Hear the music call

It reaches deep into your soul It’s there for one and all

Follow me into the light my friend, No price you’ll have to pay,

Let loose your burdens, open your heart, Jesus has shown the way.
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“PASSAGE”

Blood lies on the flower, and wind hits the face,

and blows the souls of missing Sailors, to some unknown place.


Gone is this Sailor, Who once rode the waves,

To return to shore, in so many grains.



Caught by the undertow Held by unseen hands,

Onto his passage to guide heavenly masts To return to shore,

in so many grains

[image: image]

“DANCE ON THE DEVIL”

There will be people trying to defeat you.

Trying to rob and deceit you,

Trying to steal your dreams away, But God is there inside you,

With Him all things can go your way.

There’ll be trials and tribulations, Smiles and frustrations,

Trying to live your life His way, Take His lead and trust in Him,

You’ll be blessed if you trust and obey, and Dance on the Devil,

and Dance on the Devil by doing God’s way.
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“IT IS WRITTEN”

The papers are filled with unspeakable crimes,

There are earthquakes and floods, and movies of our times.

Wars are being waged Against one another, Sister against brother,

and children are killing in the street

It is written in the Holy Book of man’s misconduct

The signs are there,

Just take a look, it is written.
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“SPIRITS IN THE SKY”


From snowy mountain peaks, to sun dried deserts

I can hear the horses hoof beats An I hear the drum of a Sacred dance.

And a lonely Chiefton’s cry, to the spirits in the sky.



Once left alone to walk this land, now he has no place to stand, forced to wear a suit

and shake the enemy’s hand to be fed another lie

and look to the spirits in the sky.
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“TOO MANY TIMES”

Too many times I’ve seen the Flag ripped to shreds and let fall to the ground

Where someone has taken what we stand for and thrown it all around.

The bombs seem to come from out of the blue. The enemy walks among us, and runs us through Too many times

Too many times
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“THE GUN AND BULLET”

The gun and the bullet
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