“Every heart to love will come, but like a refugee.”
From Anthem by Leonard Cohen. Used with the kind permission of Mr. Cohen.

All words and music were written by Jim Abel.
The arrangements are the joint effort of Steve Phillips and Jim Abel.
When I began thinking about this project, I first considered including only humor. It
seems no matter how good the serious material is in the set, the audience gets the
most enjoyment from the funny stuff. Looking over the list of what I had written in
the last couple of years, the songs fell into 3 categories: political songs, bawdy bar
songs, and songs about relationships – what most people would call love songs.
Political songs are best heard live, before a crowd that shares my point of view. The
more colorful songs are not completely appropriate for some of my audiences, and I
want everyone to enjoy this CD. So, here we are with 14 songs about relationships.
(I admit, a couple of the slightly bawdy songs slipped in; but they are still about
relationships, and only slightly bawdy).
As Leonard Cohen says, in the quote above and in so many of his songs, love is not
easy and in some ways it is a last resort, a refuge. Its forms are without number and
beyond limit. There are more ways for love to go wrong than for it to go right and
there is a bad fix for every way that it does go wrong. Yet love never fails to surprise
or even astonish and, yes, sometimes it works. When I began writing songs I
claimed that every song I wrote was a love song, whether or not it appeared to be. I
no longer say that. But it may still be true.
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A bit of a bio, not all that accurate or revealing:
I came of age in the ‘60s and I remember them. I am in fact proud of them and I
wish we had today more of that innocent spirit of possibility, experimentation and –
dare I say the word? – love that we wore then. Well, some of us did. I remember
the ‘60s but I don’t romanticize them.
In the course of time I became a misfit corporate executive. After a longish stint as a
stay-at-home dad, I am once again reborn as a hippie, with stories to tell. All of the
songs on this recording are based on stories, whether mine or someone else’s. Most
of them are true, more or less. Some of them are complete fabrications. If you insist
on knowing which are which I will probably not remember. I was there in the ‘60s,
after all.
My influences start with Broadway: Jerome Kern, Cole Porter, Rodgers and Hart,
and Hammerstein, Frank Loesser, George Gershwin and Ira. I watched and loved all
of those great Fred Astaire movies, with so much music by the Gershwins and by
Irving Berlin.
When I was a high schooler I heard about this guy in the hospital in New York, the
one the new folk singers kept talking about. That sent me on an expedition to the
main library in search of Woody Guthrie. I already knew about Pete Seeger, both
through the music of The Weavers and from his banjo book, but I knew none of the
story then.
The ‘60s were folk, first, for me: Dylan, Phil Ochs, Peter, Paul and Mary, Ian Tyson,
The Kingston Trio, Eric Andersen, Janis Ian. Leonard Cohen, though none would
dare call him folk. Then the ‘60s were, well, what would you call them? Not just
psychedelic, but not just rock either. Country Joe and the Fish, The Airplane,
Hendrix, Joplin, the Stones, The Band, Credence Clearwater Revival. I can’t leave
out Tom Waits. All seasoned heavily with Tom Lehrer and Flanders and Swann.
I still listen to new music, of course, but I won’t tempt fate by dropping names. Two
seasoned artists I admire whose reputations are surely safe are Bruce Springsteen
and John McCutcheon. If you hear any echo of any of these people in my music, I
am happy.
The reason I write songs, however, is the incomparable Tom Paxton.
To keep up with what I am doing, where I am playing, new recordings, and general
gossip about my escapades, check your local paper. Or you may find it more
convenient to visit my website www.wordsandmusic.us.
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Previous recordings:
Live! from Death Valley Junction (2003)
Patriot Act: Nine Songs from the War on Iraq (2003)
Decoration Day (2006)
Technical notes:
Except for Jenny O’Farrell, which was recorded at Big Time Productions, all of my
own vocals and instrumental work on Thunder were recorded in my home studio. The
recordings were made using an Intel-based PC, which I built, operating under 64-bit
Windows Vista. Marshall Electronics MXL 2003 and Electro-Voice N/D767a
microphones were used. An ART Tube MP Pre-amp was used to warm both guitar
and vocals. Digital conversion was via Tascam US-122 and Edirol FA-66 external
sound cards. The Sonar 6 Studio Edition DAW was used for all recording and
editing of the tracks I recorded. No effects were added or other processing done to
these tracks at that level.
I took my tracks to Big Time Productions, where Steve Phillips performed big time
magic. Steve recorded his own instrumentals, inserted pre-recorded loops in a few
places, adjusted the reverb, equalization and other tonal qualities of the recordings,
balanced the tracks individually and mastered the entire project. He also recorded
the vocal performance of Laura Lisbeth. His studio is fully equipped to handle any
recording challenge, from a solo singer to a hot Celtic band. His primary recording
DAW is ProTools by Digidesign. Check him out at www.bigtimekc.com.
Artwork and photography:
I designed the CD cover, insert and disc.
The photograph on the front of the CD case, Lightning in the Night, is by Ståle
Edstrøm of Vollen, Akershus, Norway. The photo used on the back cover and on the
disc, Endless Meadow Runner, is by the artist using the name plrang, from Warsaw,
Poland. Both photos are reproduced with permission of SXC and HAAP Media Ltd.
www.sxc.hu
The physical CD was replicated and packaged by Oasis Disc Manufacturing.
www.oasiscd.com
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The Songs
1

Jenny O’Farrell
Vocal and guitar - Jim Abel
Mandolin and second guitar - Steve Phillips
March 15, 2006
I wrote this in response to a songwriters’ challenge to create a song in a style that I do not often use.
This is a jig.

Martin and Barry from down at St Mary's were beatin' the drum for all they were worth,
while Sean and O'Riley and my cousin Kiley were poundin' their heels on the face of the earth.
The rest of the band were at best out of hand and everyone shouted how life is just grand!
and Jenny O'Farrell stood all by herself to watch the parade pass on by.
Down by the river the lasses all quiver to think of the lads who are coming their way,
and every young buck who is lookin' for luck is convinced that his star will be risin' today.
There's laughin' and drinkin' and not too much thinkin' and as for tomorrow no one gives a damn!
but Jenny O'Farrell keeps still to herself to watch the parade pass on by.
Martin is gruff and can sometimes be rough and he's never been known for a joke or a smile,
but on this parade day he dressed in a gay way and seemed to be rid of his cares for a while.
Joined in the singing, his voice like a bell ringing, clapping and tapping like some other man!
when Jenny O'Farrell came into his eye just as the parade passed her by.
Martin McCurry dropped out in a hurry and marched in a confident way to her side.
Jenny saw Martin and hardened her heart for a moment but saw there was no place to hide.
He said, “You're a vision, I've made my decision, Please don't deny me, I'll take you a way!”
but Jenny O'Farrell stood silent and sure to watch the parade pass on by.
Jenny O'Farrell stood straight as an arrow and stared young McCurry full face in the eye.
“So now you've come to me, so you've come to woo me.
You think that I'll fall at your feet with a sigh.
It's I who have chosen.
I am one who knows when what I have been seeking falls into my hand!
So Martin McCurry step quick to my side before the parade passes by.”
Boom tra la la la lee fa la la dee dill dee
butter my biscuit and fill up my cup!
With holes in my pockets and crumbs in my beard I'll not let the parade pass me by.
It’s boom tra la la la lee fa la la dee dill dee
butter my biscuit and fill up my cup!
With holes in my pockets and crumbs in my beard I'll not let the parade pass me by.
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2

April
Vocal and guitar - Jim Abel
Second guitar – Steve Phillips
October 12, 1969
This is the oldest of my songs that I still play, and one of the first I wrote.

April is my dreamchild,
waking me in the night with dreams of delight,
visions of soft comfort and peace.
Waiting for a feast of dreams in her eyes.
August is a fair maid
walking close by my side, lending me her pride,
showing me the day while teaching me the way to where I’d have to stay
if she should go away.
Autumn is my lover,
the wonder of two becoming one.
Knowing what was done was now a part of all that ever was to be,
that I was part of her and she was part of me.
Winter is the wrong word
for telling tales that you’ve heard of silence too deep,
of people gone to sleep,
Of one that soon were two.
Not knowin’ what to do or knowin’ if to weep.
Time is the master
of visions uncounted and undone,
of glories never won,
of dreams that once were new,
loves that weren’t true.
All a part of me and all part of you.
And April is my dreamchild,
Waking me in the night with dreams of delight.
Visions of soft comfort and peace.
Waiting for the feast of dreams in her eyes.
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3

The Mystery of Life
Vocal and guitar - Jim Abel
June 20, 2007
Deborah and I were at a benefit concert by The Elders, dancing and watching the other dancers. One couple
was formed of a young woman obviously enthralled with her partner, who was in turn fixed on the distance
with the blank visage of so many young men. I wrote the chorus before returning to my seat and the rest of
the song when I reached home.

Nineteen and lucky, a time to be proud,
the boy unaware stares out over the crowd.
His girl's easy radiance, in his light embrace,
waits for the boy to look her in the face.
I dance on by, just a few steps away, waltzing my darling again.
I hope that boy doesn't close out this day, with no regard where he's been.
Does he know?
Has he any idea of the full extent of her charms?
It's not just a girl, but the mystery of life that he holds right there in his arms.
Fresh as the lilac washed over by dew,
a prodigal angel in sky shades of blue,
she floats while the boy's anchored tight to the floor,
not yet a beauty, but promising more.
Her gaze is steady, her manner is poised, hints of the woman mature.
Why won't he notice what's waiting for him, innocent, eager and sure?
Does he know?
Has he any idea of the full extent of her charms?
It's not just a girl, but the mystery of life that he holds right there in his arms.
Young love is a bubble of sweetest air,
the briefest embrace of a sigh,
too fragile for all but the gentlest touch,
too rich to let by.
Nineteen or ninety, handsome or plain,
lovers circle their partners in vain.
So many chances escape through the years,
lured by enchantment, turned back by fears.
I see the boy in the man he became, hands, eyes and face all awhirl.
Did he wake up to just how close he came? Did he go back for the girl?
Does he know?
Has he any idea of the full extent of her charms?
It's not just a girl, but the mystery of life that he holds right there in his arms.
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4

Mary in the Meadow
Vocal, guitar and keyboard - Jim Abel
April 13, 2007
Picture her, if you can, at the corner of your memory, where imagination and fact overlap.
Is she really here? Was she ever? Who was she? Would you know her if you saw her?
Does the fact of it matter?
Maybe the picture is all.
Maybe the picture is enough.

Mary, in the meadow in pale summer light.
Mary, in the schoolyard with books clasped tight.
Mem'ry, so uncertain and yet so clear,
seems like a last gift from my Mary dear.
Morning, when the last of the stars disappear.
Morning, when her odd laughter I'd first hear.
Echoes of a time I can just recall
still sounding so clearly I hear it all.
Mary, in the meadow in pale summer light.
Mary, in the schoolyard with books clasped tight.
Mem'ry, so uncertain and yet so clear,
seems like a last gift from my Mary dear.
Missing, all the secrets she once helped me see.
Missing, the shy way that she looked at me.
Photos that I took that are faded now
show me her loose hair and unwrinkled brow.
Mary, in the meadow in pale summer light.
Mary, in the schoolyard with books clasped tight.
Mem'ry, so uncertain and yet so clear,
seems like a last gift from my Mary dear.
Meet me, if just once in the dreamtime today.
Meet me, before life takes us both away.
Sailing on the sands of the fading time
where ships leave their cargoes of broken rhyme.
Mary, in the meadow in pale summer light.
Mary, in the schoolyard with books clasped tight.
Mem'ry, so uncertain and yet so clear,
seems like a last gift from my Mary dear.
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Doppelgängers
Vocal and guitar - Jim Abel
February 15, 2005
He took me on when I was just another lost teenager, teaching me what I did not know that I did not
know. Sometimes halfway around the world from each other, we were still friends when all of him
and a piece of me died.

Rat-a-tat of fingertips on the kitchen window,
rapping of an eager fist at the screen porch door,
footsteps I could never hear when you just walked in,
echoes of your easy laughter, outlines of your grin.
We were less than lovers, we were more than friends,
eddy pool and steady flow, where the river bends.
In what seemed a simple time we were not at all;
we swore we'd walk through any door, climb over any wall.
Tearing down the boulevard in your ancient Chevy,
perched up on a fencepost, bummin’ for a ride,
sharing our last dollar chasing the same girl,
trying to be altar boys in a godless world.
We were both such geniuses in a cast of fools:
dummy and ventriloquist, craftsmen with no tools.
We thought we'd timed it perfectly, every coast was clear.
Straight to the horizon we could see it all from here.
We were so damned different.
We were just the same.
We were doppelgängers running a con game.
We were all too eager to leave this town behind,
never giving that much thought to what it was we'd find.
I came by to see you early yesterday.
I did all the talking but there wasn't much to say.
You've been gone for so long now, I'm forced to admit
I almost believe my stories make some sense of it.
Even if I'd stayed around, you never could have done:
between us we always knew you were the chosen one.
We made lots of promises, they were all we had.
No, we haven't done it all, but we have not done bad.
No, we didn't do it all, but we did not do bad.
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6 The Promise
Vocal, piano and button accordion – Jim Abel
Vocal – Laura Lisbeth
September 7, 2000
For half of our lives we were ever-closer friends. I wrote this for her a few hours before she died.

The promise that embraces you on every path unknown
The restless pace that never falters when you walk alone
The well-known way that beckons
The turning that is right
The comfort that awaits the traveler’s sight
I am home
I am the peace that holds you in the night
I am the dawn that brings the morning light
Laughter in the winter air
The snowfall in the spring
The crunch of frost beneath your boot
The grouse on the wing
The rush of joy that always comes with friends who never leave
The hidden dream in which you must believe
I am home
I am the peace that holds you in the night
I am the dawn that brings the morning light
Courage to reject all weakness
Patience to endure
Trust that there are those within whose love you can rest sure
Vision of a better day, the strength to pass it on
Knowledge that true love is never gone
I am home
I am the peace that holds you in the night
I am the dawn that brings the morning light
The promise that true love is never gone
As certain as the sun that brings the dawn
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7

For Better and For Worse
Vocal and guitar – Jim Abel
October 8, 2005
When two great friends marry, what other gift could a songwriter make than a song?

For better and for worse is the only vow I make:
to be with you, see you through all life's give and take.
I don't pretend we'll reach the end with no pain or mistake.
Love will anoint each turning point; we'll bend but we won't break.
For better and for worse, in harmony and strife:
that's how it's done, one by one we take the steps of life.
I don't know where we'll be next year — fate cuts with a sharp knife —
yet I can say that come what may we'll be husband and wife.
I don't know where you'll take me but I'm eager for the journey.
I don't know why you'd come with me but let me take your hand.
I've heard it said that we must take the bitter with the better.
We'll make a home unique our own,
hard rock or promised land.
For better and for worse is so easy to say:
We both know well heaven and hell are stops along the way.
It's not as though we have a choice: we don't arrange our days.
Behind the dark we see the spark of colors in the grays.
I don't know where you'll take me but I'm eager for the journey.
I don't know why you'd come with me but let me take your hand.
I've heard it said that we must take the bitter with the better.
We'll make a home unique our own,
hard rock or promised land.
Life sings out its story in prose as well as verse:
awkwardly or eloquently, constantly diverse.
We'll cherish every word of praise and laugh off every curse.
We'll see it through, I promise you, for better and for worse.
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8

Never Give Advice
Vocal and guitar – Jim Abel
July 31, 2004
I have no excuse for this one. But then, I have no need for excuses.

I was sitting in the pub one night with my great old friend Sean,
with all the troubles of the world for us to talk upon.
Sean turned his eye onto me, only winking once or twice,
said "I hate to do this to you, but I fear I need advice."
I said "I never give advice, it's always been my rule.
My pappy taught it to me, he was no one's fool.
But I can say what I'd do, if you give me time to think.
Before I went much further, I'd take myself a drink."
Well, the next thing that I noticed Sean was reaching for my glass
and asking for another pint when next the barmaid passed.
He thanked me very nicely for the bit of free advice.
I thought he might have heard me wrong so I’d best say it twice.
I said "I never give advice, it's always been my rule.
My pappy taught it to me, he was no one's fool.
But I'd be glad to listen, if you've a tale of woe.
But when you've made your mind up, don't say I told you so.”
Sean said "I am a full grown man with nothing to my name.
I walk around in worn-out shoes to my eternal shame.
No money in my pockets, no place to call my own,
and when the pub is closing I go home alone.”
I said "I never give advice, it's always been my rule.
My pappy taught it to me, he was no one's fool.
Many times he said to me: "You may no fortune make,
but most of what a man needs is there for him to take."
Well, no sooner had I said it than friend Sean leapt to his feet,
first pulling on the boots that I had kept beneath my seat.
He thanked me once again as he finished up my beer,
pulled on my hat and coat as I shouted in his ear.
I said "I never give advice, it's always been my rule.
My wife believes the same thing. I won't say she's a fool.
Once the woman told me — she in whose love I bask —
‘If a man desires a woman, sometimes he's but to ask’.”
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I was sitting there at closing time at the Old Black Pig and Goat.
I started for my home alone with no shoes hat or coat.
I headed for the bedroom, next to my wife to drop.
My shoes were underneath the bed and Sean was on the top.
I said "I never give advice, it's always been my rule.
My pappy taught it to me and he was no one's fool.
But one thing that I've noticed, correct me if you can:
No woman wants a husband who's a barefoot hatless man.”
Now I'm sitting with my friends tonight in the Old Black Pig and Goat,
looking fine in my new shoes with my new hat and coat.
I've been here since opening and I'll be here at the close.
And as for excuses, I've no need for those.
I say “Never take advice from any drunken fool.”
My pappy taught me that much; it's been a golden rule.
But Sean would only listen so now he's home with my wife,
my hat and my old worn-out shoes while I'm out here havin’ the time of my life!
So if you're looking for a change,
don't think it over twice.
Give your shoes, your hat, your coat, your wife,
but never give advice!
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9

Present Company Excepted
Vocals, guitar and piano - Jim Abel
March 23, 2005
On the street it is hard to have anything, even love. I wrote this thinking of the movie Ironweed,
Ironweed
Meryl Streep and Jack Nicholson.

I've been working up to tell you.
I suppose you knew
from the moment that you found me soaked in blue.
Friends and lovers, dead or gone away,
met me lonely,
left me that way.
And of all of my companions
none could keep me true,
present company excepted.
The only one I turn to now is you.
After midnight,
stumbling in the street,
shadows pass me, eyes don't meet.
Taking comfort anywhere we can.
Carving features on a hollow man.
But all those glad hands could not keep a grip,
present company excepted.
You are the one who's yet to let me slip.
Might as well just face it,
bitter with the sweet.
I could never stop my bummin’ life on the street.
I won't promise future I can't give.
Please don't ask it.
You see how I live.
But of all the planets, moons and stars above,
present company excepted,
there's no one that I would choose to love.
But for all my bummin' I've not much to boast,
present company excepted.
You are the one that I dream of the most.
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10 We Won't Mention It Again
January 26, 2007
Vocal and guitar – Jim Abel
Keyboard – Steve Phillips
When two friends take a timeout, stepping through into a forbidden room, they are allowed to look around
at each other, and safely return from where they came. That onetime excursion can change everything,
even though it is as if it never happened.

Come, dear Clare, to a scene so fair no one else would think to go there.
It's a one-time place full of shady grace,
and we won't mention it again.
An hour or two, be with me with you, just a slow part of life's spin.
Our hands might touch, but not too much,
and we won't mention it again.
We both know that you love him so, and we've all been friends for years.
There's no blame, no shame.
There's no secret name,
and we won't mention it again.
We'll drink the sun and spit out the moon and we'll memorize their tune.
Starlight chime in three/four time,
and we won't mention it again.
Make no plan for a promised land.
There's no passport where we go.
We are vis'tors here, on a way unclear,
and we won't mention it again.
Side by side on the safe divide of the creek's insistent bend,
we each may sigh but not know why,
and we won't mention it again.
I'm not making a mem'ry, Clare. Take no thought beyond today.
There's no need to end what we don't begin,
and we won't mention it again.
I come with no intention, and I'll leave without regret.
It's no surprise we harmonize,
and we won't mention it again.
Come, dear Clare, friend beyond compare, let us wander as we dare,
till our footsteps rhyme for the only time,
and we won't mention it again.
An hour or two, till the ev'ning dew and the healing fog comes in.
Our hands might touch, but not too much,
and we won't mention it again.
Our hands might touch, but not too much,
and we won't mention it again.
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11

Swappin'
Vocal and guitar - Jim Abel
Banjo – Steve Phillips
March 7, 2006
The ‘60s had wife-swapping, or least there was the movie Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice.
Alice
These are not the ‘60s.
Bob and Linda Horner from the house around the corner
were our neighbors and our friends through joy and tears.
We got on just fine, with the guys comparing wine,
while she and I would barbeque and pound down beers.
We were close as close could be, Hank with Bob, Linda and me,
perfect couples, you'll agree, for three dull years.
One fine day last summer, while out riding in my Hummer,
Linda said that she and I should take a trip.
Drive to South Dakota and then on to Minnesota,
maybe do some fishing and just let things rip.
I thought the guys would piss and moan. She said "They'll never be alone.
Bring 'em back some nice cologne and they'll be fine."
Hank is never far from Bob: they're each of them an awful snob.
Hank can make a perfect quiche and Bob a great soufflé.
Linda is just awfully good at working underneath the hood.
I've seen every Cubs game and remember every play.
Things were truly nearly right, then there came that glorious night
we all had the same insight: that we were gay.
We're swappin' mate for mate; heart-stoppin', like a first date.
We had a lot but now we have more. How come we never thought of this before?
Bob moved down the street, you know, to what was once my bungalow,
bought some flowered curtains and a hybrid car.
Linda's house is better for my bikes and all my leather.
Her bass boat and my Hummer are a perfect match, so far.
Hank still has that lace bedspread. “You did pick it out,” I said.
Linda has a waterbed that fits me fine.
[chorus]
Some people on the block reacted with a bit of shock
to see we all were moving, but none of us real far.
Some of them dressed up as though they thought this was a TV show:
I'm not sure just which of us would be the star.
Guys stop by to offer beer. Their wives think Hank and Bob are dear.
Everybody thinks we're queer and so we are.
[chorus]
How I wish that we had thought of this before!
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12 Smile When You Want Me
Vocal and guitar – Jim Abel
Acoustic bass guitar – Steve Phillips
May 19, 2006
I can never get enough of those easy beat, late-night-on-the-Philly-corner, doo-wap ballads.
Now, if I can just get Phil and Don to sing with me on this …

Smile when you want me.
Laugh when I please you.
Call when you need me.
Cry when you have to.
Each moment think of me as your harbor from the sea.
Lay your head now on my pillow.
Let your thoughts be calm and warm.
If storm clouds ‘round you billow,
I will keep you from the storm.
When the days grow long with shadow,
and your steps be short with fear,
send worry where the winds go.
None can harm you.
I am here.
I bring healing to your pain.
My clear sunshine dries the rain.
Smile when you want me.
Laugh when I please you.
Call when you need me.
Cry when you have to.
Each moment think of me as your harbor from the sea.
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13

This Moment With You
Vocal and piano – Jim Abel
Vocal – Laura Lisbeth
October 15, 2007
I have never seen the point of waiting for the perfect, just to watch the pretty damned good go by.
Still, sometimes you get the surprise of your life.

I've been saving all these years —
I can see it now so clear —
to spend this moment with you.
Ev'ry triumph, all the tears,
like a magnet drew me here
to spend this moment with you.
My eagerness might cause my friends to smile at me and sigh,
or simply to decide that I've gone mad, with no clue why.
But they weren't storing up their future one day at a time
for when cool autumn echoes the warm winds of springtime!
All my nights till now were dreams,
none were real, so it seems
here in the twilight with you.
Each step forward, each step back,
I was always on the track to spend this moment with you.
You might think I am foolish to speak so boldly now,
and I would be more circumspect if only I knew how.
But after countless oh-so-clever empty words I've said,
at last hot passion banishes cool caution from my head!
Days that once went speeding past —
with a fire that could not last —
were just a prelude to you.
Scattered ashes of my youth led me with bright pearls of truth
to spend this moment with you.
Why should I apologize for what I've done before?
There's no need to agonize, unless you're keeping score.
What is most important is where someone ends up.
The wine is always sweetest at the bottom of the cup!
I know I'm on time, not late.
I’ll not rush or hesitate, now that I stand before you.
For I've been saving all these years —
I can say it now, my dear —
to spend this moment with you.
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Thunder
Vocal and guitar – Jim Abel
Electric guitar and bodhrán – Steve Phillips
October 9, 2007
Lean into the wind and the rain and let them sweep you away!

What do we do when the storm is rising?
What do we do when the sky goes to ground?
Do we cover up and hide in the cellar?
Do we pull the drapes to muffle the sound?
No, we find a match and put on the music.
Our candle is lit.
Our fire will burn.
When thunder rolls in and the lights all go out,
the party begins and ends with a shout.
The lightning may rip as if it had soul.
Give reason the slip when the thunder rolls!
The music is loud, just as it should be.
Wear those red shoes. I'll put on a black hat.
You won't need a gown. Our storms are not formal.
Now kick off those shoes. I'm waiting for that.
The saxophones moan, the thunder their partner.
Heaven's own light show reflects on the band.
When thunder rolls in and the lights all go out,
the party begins and ends with a shout.
The lightning may rip as if it had soul.
Give reason the slip when the thunder rolls!
What do we do when the storm is fading?
What do we do when the gods are done?
Must we climb up from out of the cellar,
throw open the drapes and hope for the sun?
No, we found a match and put on the music.
Our candle's still lit.
Our fire still burns.
When thunder rolls in and the lights all go out,
the party begins and ends with a shout.
The lightning may rip as if it had soul.
Give reason the slip when the thunder rolls!
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