CECLA « Gimore

Oh Ceclia
You keep waking these old lines
When you know it's time to move dong
You've hit obstacles
You've had to take your time
Now's your chance to sing a different song

You dont know until you try
Dont run and hide

Oh
Think of this gg friendly fire
To live you haveorr]o walk the wire

The more you wai it just gets higher
Bite the bullet
Bite the bullet, Cecilia

Oh Ceclia
The cage is open but youre scared
To make a move towards the great unknown
| know youre vunercble
Feelingﬁ unprepared
But you need to leave your comfort zone

| know it's tough to hear
To me it's clear

Chorus

Watch your reasons fade away
They discppear year by year
Month by month, day by da
Your excuses come ungue
Get the gun, it must be done
But it's the hardest thing to do

Chorus



JACK O LANTERN ¢ roberts)

Jack youl rue the day
That %u ever picked me for trick to play
d Jack you've a price to pay
orever in Imoo you wil stay
Fe limb il

F's me, the Devi, Im the keeper of souls
With my deep, dark eyes lkes bulet holes
And Ive come here now for to tel to thee

Of Stingy Jack cetting the better of me.

He was a scaliwag, a drunk and thieving swine
But Jack fooled me for the first time
In an rish tavern back long ago
When [d come up top to bring him down below.

A find wish, for ptys soke,

I Ermt to dl the sorry sous | take
But to honour Jack's was my frrst mistake —

Just a cdl for a round of beers.
| morphed in to a coin to settle up the cost

And he stufed me in his pocket with a siver cross.
Stripped of power then he had me at a loss
Unless | spared him another 10 years.

Chorus

Ten years to day, | retumed for Jack.
| cut him off wandering a dit track.

Tve kept my word Jack and wel you know
that [m up here now to bring you down below”.
I's fair’, he replied, “yech, youve done as vowed
and given more time than | was dlowed,
but the journeys long and Im starved and wedk.
Woud you gather frutt from the apple tree?”

So | dimbed maypoe twenty odd feet from the ground
And picked the frutt, but | coulont come down
‘cos Jack had stuck crosses dl around the base of the apple tree.
That curséd man, he'd fooled me again
And helpless there [d surely reman
Unless | returned to my own domain
Forever to leave him be.

Chorus

Age played its part
And brought cbout the end of the mortal's hecrt
But he coudnt go to heaven with a lfe of sin
And as for hel, | vowed never to let him in.

Youl be sorry Jack, sorry | say
For the trouble you've caused and the promise [ve made
‘cos eternty done in the place %{éu'! dwel
is a fate far worse than hel

Chorus

I's me, the Devi, Im the keeper of souls
With my deep, dark eyes ke bulet holes.
From hel | give you a constant flome,
PuUt it in a pumpkin to light your way,



SHE DOESNT LIKE SLENCE « Gimore)

| recognise the face but not the frown
I things arent looking up, she's looking down
Seems lke she lives here
An uninvited guest but | let her

She doesnt like silence
But she hates it too loud
Wont stay on her own
Cant stand a crowd
I's going to take some time for her to mend
E might be a while til Im myself again

They used to cal her confident and strong
Now a little knock mckes everything feel wrong
Tears come oo easy
Though [ try to remind her it gets better
Chorus

I's hard to see her thinking she's to blame
And its hard to keep my head up, knowing she and | are just the same

Chorus



SELFISH MAN (s Raberts)

Take off your coat and your hat
kI's a one to one chat we need, st down
Cos lve never fel pride for your motorbike riding
And lifelong racing renown
To him she said

Good friends we've been since the age of sixteen
But stil each race | despise
My knees begin turning, my stomach wil churn
And my mouth's where my heart then resides

I stopped him short
Then the folowing thought
Back to her he said

Well it never was my intention
No it never was mé) Flan
But it's happened somehow and | clearly see now
| am a selfish man
| am a selfish man

I's a solid machine of siver and green
And your nerves are as solid as stone
But the bike seat leathers on leather on sweat
On skin on flesh on bone
To him she said

Your shoulders they bear no warries or cares
But me, | carry them d
For the day you fal head over heels over head
%ver handebars into a wdl

Fre chorus
Chorus

| was oblivious, taking it far too serious
WIh no consideration for anybody else

But the irony of this thing thet | love
Beggars belief, whereby
The high speed race is the reason | live,
Yet may wel be the reason | die

My shoulders they bear no worries or care
And you seem to carry them dl
But the burden of guit from the case that you've buik
Wil slow me down for evermore

t never was my intention
t never was my plon
I's a soid machine of siver and green
And your nerves are as sold as stone
But the bke sect leathers on leather on sweat
On skin on flesh on bone



STUVBLE ON THE SEAM « Gimore)

Come here John my boy now youre old enough to hear this story
The famiy business coud be yours in time
The Blue John stone we sel is running out, a fading gory
F cant be found elsewhere
Pretty soon wel have to close the mine

| was young like you but | didnt have a dream to folow
Tl an older miner took me to one side
He'd found @ brand new seam, would | dig it out - start tomorrow
| watted at the cave ti | heard that ovemight hed died

| went looking for the place
Stl ['ve never found a trace

But | wont let this go
Cos it's down there | know
Wont you help me, help me stumble on
Help me help me stumble on the seam
Yes [ve lried but you've got time on your side
Wont you help me help me stumble on
Help me help me stumble on the seam

| hunted endessly but every day the trail got colder
And those who helped me begon to daritt away
But time's a heartless thief and | fel the tol of getting older
Weakened by the years, | thought | heard a voice inside me say

“You know there's nothing there to find
Give it up or lose your mind'

Chorus

Seems lke the longest shot
And fifty years can feel a lot
When dreams of stone are al youve got
| wish hed never told me,
| wish he'd never.

Heres my grandson John coming from the mine, heavy breathing
[ve never seen him run so fast before
He bursts into the room, something in his hand, disbelieving
| cannot trust my eyes: the biggest stone | ever saw

He went looking for the seam
Made it more than just a dream

Chorus



BALANCE / IMBALANCE 0 roberts)

The water to the fire
Like the fire to the ice
Together or opposing?
The days against the nights
S0 the Yin sits perfect with the Yong
The black against the white
Is the there such a thing as darkness
Or only lack of lignt?

Wih the future in our pockets
And al the knowledge of the wise
People slil throw shadows
Disproportionate in size
Bindy marching onward
Ih an ever growing plght
With darkness gaining power
And drowning out t%e light

With darkness goinin% power
And drowning out the light



PEGGY AREY 1 roperts

Please Peggy, wish me wel
Peggy Airey, wish me wel

Of the luck It brings, [ve heard fok tel
Wil you help me, help me?

Please Peggy, Im damn near hel
[ve given up tryng ct the wishing wel
But | hear you've more than pegs to sel
Wil you help me, help me?

Please say this tde’s not tal
Cos Im way past reaay for a fd

Oh, I've pro[yed
Irust me Peggy I've cried
Oh, Im afraid
Youre the only thing left to try
So Peggy won't you wish me wel

Please Peggy, wish me wel
Peggy Airey, wish me wel

OF the luck it brings, fve heard fok tell
Wil you help me, helpo me?

Please Peggy, | mean no harm
[ve come here beg?ing for a good luck charm
And my pride | wear upon my arm
Wil you help me, help me?

Please say this tde's nat tal
Cos Im way past reaay for a fd

Chorus

You take your pleasure in the smdl things
As you fil your bag from the Church Street guiter ond Market Hil
You pay no mind to jeers of the troublesome kids
| played a part some years ago and Im sorry il
But now for the happiness é)ou hold
| have enwy ten fol

Chorus



TIVE SOLDERS ON () Roberts

A the time of the %eor when the wind wil pick up
And through the leaves whistle and sing
t whips up the yelows ond the browns
As remnants of green for dear Ife ding
That's when Mother Nature lets down her hair
And heads out fo paint the land red
And the dance she performs is wid,
Faling her arms up overhead

Resting on laurels is a pitfall of fools when time pushes change along
And the second, the minute, the hour hands soldier on

At the time of the year when the lond becomes white
And Ife remains hidden below
Now Mother Noture is tired, it's late in the day
And her mean streak’s on show
Despite the cold gare and the petulont rant,
There's a beautiful essence of cdm
And it seems the best efforts of a grouch
Are soon overlooked as lovable charm

Chorus

A the time of the year when the colour breaks through

To the barrenness, staking t's claim

And the sun makes the most of it's place

In the spaces between the showers of ran
That's when Mother Nature wakes up with a porcelain head
And memories she barely discerns
She slowly sets out on her way
And soon to the land of the living returns

Chorus

A the time of the year with the sun beating down
And a cool breeze that softens the blow
Wel now Mother Nature's on fire,

Feelng dlive with a fresh-faced dow
But Ife, as we know just a litle too wel,
Hastiy bids us adieu
And leaves nothing behind in it's woke
But the imprint that's made by the memorable few

Chorus



PETER PAN 0 Roberts)

They cal me Peter Pan from time
Cos | often act an age somewhat younger thon mine
But Forf% years a joker, [m soon to be cut off short
Betrayed by a faiing body shutting down before t ought

So just hold my hand
And ease me on through to Neverlond.

Now | cant help going over al the things that may have been,
With images of the lfe Ive led thrown somewhere in between
| just pray Im in the memories that the kids forever hold,
Cos now Im Peter Pan and Im never growing old
Now [m Peter Pon and Im never growing old

What woudve been my next new favorite song?
| wonder how Id look when eighty years had been and gone.
Whol take on the work Im forced to leave?
And who wouldve copped for the Apri fool hidden up my sleeve?

But now m out of time
But | know Ive made good use of mine

Cos there's so many litle things just too easy to ignore
But | stil know every face that ever came through my workroom door
Im just proud I played a part, whatever lfe they now behold
Cos now Im Peter Pan and Im never growing old
Now m Peter Pon and fm never growing old

And | cant help going over dl the things that may have been,
With images of the life [ve led thrown somewhere in between
| just pray Im in the memories that the kids forever hold,
Cos now Im Peter Pon and Im never growing old
Now Im Peter Paon and Im never growing old



WHRMONGER  Gimore)

You keep a watchfu eye on everyone
Let nothing pass you by, hand on your gun
Readng each word and glance
Waiting for the perfect chance

And when the chance appears you sow the seed
Playng on our fears, insecurties
You pul strings and set the scene
A arms length you keep your honds dean

Oh warmonger
You keep on lrying
Oh warmonger
Im not buying

You think youre safe behind the Ines
As you satisfy your hunger
We start to recognise the signs
With open eyes were geltihng wise to you, warmonger

You set us up to fdl ke dominoes
A sinde touch is dl, then walch them go
You stand back, avoid the blame
Keeping two moves chead of the game

Chorus
Ericge
Your friends al aritt away lke a memory
No one wants to say the word enemy
Pretending you dont care keeps your pride intact
An unconvincing dare, the mask is cracked

Chorus



GHOST OF A RNG & Gimore)

| bought a cheap ring in the city
F was siver when it began
But the siver turned blue
And the copper showed through
Now there's green marks al over my hand

I've a ghost of a ring on my finger
And just like your memory lingers
Iry as | may, it stil stubbornly stays
And I cant do a thing
Bout this ghost of a ring or you

[ve scruobed it with sogp and with water
| thought | was getting It dean
Now the copper’s not there
But my skin is ruobed bare
And it's red where it used to be green

Chorus

I took a few days il | noticed
The redness had faded away
| thought Id be pleased
When the thought of you eased
But | wish | coud have one more day

With the ghost of a ring on my finger
‘Cos | wanted your memory to linger
Iry as | may, | cant make it stay
And | miss everything
Bout this ghost of a ring and you



