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RITE OF PASSAGE

Mrepedrd by Darved
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Time o lock ar




And start again

v Baen diown this road
e seen things get old
Time b0 ged contnal

And s1art it all again

Time bo leck and lasd
Time to get contnsl
Time 1o seanch the soul

And Stan agsin

I"we beren dhovin This ngad
1" s thin okd
Stand up, get

And start again
Time to lock and load
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BY THE RIVER
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| felt 50 sEromg
A | wealked on

Thede was thylhm
And there was order
There was a balance
Theeei was a fliow

There wiais patienie
Irsdu ]

There was a power
I could not know

And | felt it all made sense
Thi innpCence
The permansace

| Ik my young son
iy Chis riveesr

1 held his hand ot
1oy feel the rain
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Jeffery IC1) - bryboaed

ey Shinmoyy - dremy

Shakey Davey's gol a beelve
gauge In his hasd

H'&;nuduﬂulph;lhl

e's gol ava n

Thare’s this liquer stane o
Madi

20N
Thiere's another one dowe on

‘Waskisglon squane

He's pawity Sune mo one's. mver

seen him
Bigmm arcund there

The first one's birdshod
1H‘I'I-th low are double aughi

bug
Thee [a51 one's a slug
Just for gead luck
Ha's got ks works in his pocket

He wanis b0 SC0ne AS SO00 A% be's 1
done

Hié £4n'E weaiil ta et stralght

to gt long gone

Hi puks on his coat

0 nﬂlmme

Sies. himsel dowm and wasts bar

the sun bo go dowm
s arcund midnight
Hﬂmﬁe’!!ﬂlll too damn marry
an ks street

He's walked all the way fram
Battery Park
Fe's gob sweaty hands and
n' leel

He's e for a lix

His SEresmin” "Get me
high®

He bursts throusgh the doos

and lets ane fiy
e

cold as siome
He o soehe bad meschandise

angd he vas all alone
T mosn unsabeed mysberies
lmnfrapﬂpumm
Morst folks. are just wakin® up
Ini this great big own
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I'lmmrlt e Wander

What's it like gt there 1

Tar from the city lighis

Ang your dreams the same
Iwnindar Il maked me wonder
Iwonder it makes me wonder
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ITS A MYSTERY
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But it bores us

b
m

All the reaTiies
All the “can’t says”

It's A Mystery

Ebeciran guns fire images

Thety end in interstellar space
mnhﬂ;r

And (keough it all
We dance amd starwe and
Burm and clear

It &
Hﬂ-ﬂﬁgm
Horw [Bey meak [l
Thiey'ne upos us

All the anchaors

‘Withs thisir helmats
Getiing ratings
Withi malois

All the pundite
&ll the salesswe

I A Myrifery

s A

Horw thee heart bats
Hiorws (e Sun thines
Hos Gur gypes mael

In's A My=
lt'saml'ldu:-rr
How we aver
Fied mch other
I's & Mystery
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REVISIOMNISM
STREET
Predvcnd by Beb

Ciadg fiesm, Vs B il

I &bver 1Reers Slanding on a cosner

Blathed in oedinany light

They turned awary and started
walkin®

And Taded off =0 the nighe
Some rlmmlﬂym in
fashion

Torsghd they coubda’ et a 4eat
ThmF theaseloes a beand
new hisl

From Revisionidem Sineet
Writhen on Renisipnism Stneet

Thi years of sacrifice and
urutge

The arc of stasdom’s naneal
Lo

Thi ingsitalle docine
The wolvwes waiting at the door
“Let's dig up something really

"Let's get some clay arcand their
feet”

“Mo oned mesmany ks sacmed
i hide
On Revisionism Street”

“We'll netrer B2 in the arena™

| "Hey, wa'll never hanve o
compate”™

“We'll mewer write a classic nowel™

Ayl wa'll Pevier hanee to be
disgraet!”

Alfrad Hitchéack, Haae Mewtan

Ehvis Preshee Caglain Bliigh

et b

D-Eieundlng on hook you
¥

Charles Dickens, |ackie Gleason

Burm “em W, furn wp the: heat

IF thisre™s nd trulh, use innuenda

this i5 Revisignism Sires

“Let's find oursebees some old

BUAINEEnLE™
"Let's se what they have b sy
“Some disgruntied ex-cmployes™
“Prestal Paydayl™

iI:l'll:lilzl;all-s-In_ﬂ'lurh'.'nl'l-:.l':w1

millian eopies go 1o print

Some parasitic litile feader

Sits back and makes a min

Somawkere & Baby's wofiby
sleeping

it's Inngcence complate

Uhsiaveare theey're workin® lale
tonight

On Revislonism Street
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GOLDEN BOY
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Motker's yes
warm you when you sheep

Thaew's & tree
Iy a brook
in the glade

Theer's 3 wanvm
aff a cape
mking way

Galades
Fush iy from you

Il be there
in the wind
im your sails

Through the clouds
Tl'lm-l.luhﬂ'tm"
Theough the
Il b hsbrg
golden Bovy lor you
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I CAN'T SAVE
YOU AMGELEME

I_-_-'Irﬂﬁr
ol Corwegy

| wiand & rolling stome
bk s e coese bk home

I*we wp that trail

| iy Aeed 1o el

50 take rimidnight runs
| up the

Funs
| £an'E Sinve wou Angelene

Thlimmrurmm
This weekend warrces dieam
1% godaie Slake for s

It doesn't set me lnee

You want a kindred soul
Somaore L sy lef'y

| can't s wu.ﬁnuegm

You maéy find yourself out
somdhieie babe

e
m n na
Mo Surprise 1t surprse

| wanna gel from here
I wanna get mysell chear
E:nuntummrl;l&wnwm

ef 4 guilty plea
&h babe just walk ey From me
I can’t save you Angelens
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16 SHELLS
FROM A 30-6

Flugged 16 shells Iram & thirty-

And the black crow flew throwgh
A hode in (ke sky
And I spent all my baltons on an
ald pack mule
And | made me a ladder from a
Do
o up against a
dandelion

tree

Le.a'rrudﬂ up againt a dandelion
i

h-'-ﬂdlmil up against a dandelion

Well | cooked them feathers en
the inem spit
And | filled me & sachel fsll of old

feench hen
And kicked that mwle 1o the top
of the t

Kicked that maule to the top of the

tree

Blew me a bobe "bout the sine of a
kitkdrum

And | cut eve & swilch From & long
bramch olbow

m ui:l'l'ﬂ wihilthe intd kimdls"

Bilack crow v6 from a thirty-
aught-six

Whirtle you into kindlin®

Black crow 16 shirlls from a thrny-
Bught-six

Wiell | slept in the holler of a dry
creek

And | pore oul the buckets from a
e convethe

Tore ouf the bisckets from a ned

cornelie
Lionel, Dure and Uhe Bulcher
mack three

Wou got 1o maet mes by the
knuckies af the skinmy bone
Enee

‘With the sirings of a washbam

Stredched like a clothesling

Fou know me and that mule
ﬂﬂhﬂﬂgh[lhmth L

e and that mule scrambded right
throwgh the hole

I'm ganna whitile inko kindlin®
Blsck crow 16 ffrom a thirty-
aught:six

Whitthe you Inta kindlin®
Black crow 16 shells from a thirty-
aught-six

Mow | haadd bl prisoner In a
washburn jal
And | stea it o the back of

mmy b kel mashe
Strapped it on the back of my old
ik ol
o the strings just 1o drke
hifm £rasy
ﬂni“:‘lfum it I st R0 rakile

cage
Stiurmi it boasd juss 1o rattle his
cage
Strum It bossd jush i ragile his

cage
Steum it hoaed just to rafile his
cape

'm gonna whitile iro kindlin®
Black -;w-tllﬁ-she ks Iram & thirty-
5

a
‘Whittle you into dndlin®
Black trow 16 Shells fram a thirty:
augha-six
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WEST OF HANDS IMN
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Ihanxs &% always bo Punch Andnews, Uhns

and mster moonlight

A%, Wy S

Lode and his wonderiu

T Glenn Presion, Eim Lig

Foe Wita, Samantha and Cole

Mastored by Wally Trauectl Punck Andrews and Bob Seger

e Sopela ifrcandy, b Momafaciawd by Jopta! Brcesdi, inr. Prismad'aa 4



