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 ROADHOUSE BLUES




                                             Yeah



                          Keep your eyes on the road, your hands upon the wheel

                          Keep your eyes on the road, your hands upon the wheel

                                  Yeah, we're goin' to the Roadhouse

                                      We're gonna have a real

                                           Good time



                          Yeah, back at the Roadhouse they got some bungalows

                          Yeah, back at the Roadhouse they got some bungalows

                                      And that's for the people

                                     Who like to go down slow



                                        Let it roll, baby, roll

                                        Let it roll, baby, roll

                                        Let it roll, baby, roll

                                       Let it roll, all night long



                                         Do it, honey, do it



                                       You gotta roll, roll, roll

                                    You gotta thrill my soul, all right

                                         Roll, roll, roll, roll

                                          Thrill my soul

                                   You gotta beep a gunk a chucha

                                         Honk konk konk

                                      You gotta each you puna

                                        Each ya bop a luba

                                     Each yall bump a kechonk

                                          Ease sum konk

                                            Ya, ride



                                       Ashen lady, Ashen lady

                                 Give up your vows, give up your vows

                                     Save our city, save our city

                                            Right now



                             Well, I woke up this morning, I got myself a beer

                           Well, I woke up this morning, and I got myself a beer

                             The future's uncertain, and the end is always near



                                        Let it roll, baby, roll

                                        Let it roll, baby, roll

                                        Let it roll, baby, roll

                                       Let it roll, all night long




                                   @SONG: PEACE FROG 




                          There's blood in the streets, it's up to my ankles She came

                          There's blood on the streets, it's up to my knee She came

                           Blood on the streets in the town of Chicago She came

                                  Blood on the rise, it's following me

                                    Think about the break of day



                                  She came and then she drove away

                                         Sunlight in her hair



                                            She came

                                Blood in the streets runs a river of sadness

                                            She came

                                 Blood in the streets it's up to my thigh

                                            She came

                             Yeah the river runs red down the legs of the city

                                            She came

                                 The women are crying rivers of weepin'



                              She came into town and then she drove away

                                         Sunlight in her hair



                              Indians scattered on dawn's highway bleeding

                            Ghosts crowd the young child's fragile eggshell mind



                              Blood in the streets in the town of New Haven

                            Blood stains the roofs and the palm trees of Venice

                                 Blood in my love in the terrible summer

                                   Bloody red sun of fantastic L.A.



                            Blood screams the pain as they chop off her fingers

                                Blood will be born in the birth of a nation

                                  Blood is the rose of mysterious union



                              There's blood in the streets, it's up to my ankles

                                 Blood in the streets, it's up to my knee

                               Blood in the streets in the town of Chicago

                                  Blood on the rise, it's following me




                                @SONG: Queen of the Highway




                               She was a princess, Queen of the Highway

                                Sign on the road said: "Take us to Madre"

                               No one could save her, save the blind tiger

                               He was a monster, black dressed in leather

                               She was a princess, Queen of the Highway



                                Now they are wedded, she is a good girl

                                  Naked as children out in a meadow,

                                  Naked as children, wild as can be,

                                 Soon to have offspring, start it all over



                                          Start at all over



                                    American boy, American girl,

                                  Most beautiful people in the world!

                                    Son of a frontier Indian Swirl,

                                Dancing through the midnight whirl-pool

                                        Formless hope it can

                                     continue a little while longer 



                                      You Make Me Real



                                         I really want you

                                            Really do

                                       I really need you, baby

                                         God knows I do

                                 'Cause I'm not real enough without you 

                                        Oh! What can I do



                                        You make me real

                                         You make me feel

                                          like lovers feel

                            You make me throw away my mistaken misery (?)

                                            Is it real

                                          Make me feel

                                        You make me free



                                         I really want you

                                            Really do

                                       Really need you, baby

                                            Really do

                                 'Cause I'm not real enough without you 

                                        Oh! What can I do



                                        You make me real

                                         Oh baby you and 

                                         Have that appeal

                               So let me lie here, in your tender sunken sea 

                                          Make me feel

                                        You make me free



                                        You make me real

                                        Owwwwww, heeey!

                                         You make me feel

                                          like lover feel

                            You make me throw away my mistaken misery (?)

                                          Make me feel

                                          Make me free

                                          Make me free

                                        You make me free!



                                         Blue Sunday



                                    I found my own true love was

                                         On a blue Sunday

                                    She looked at me and told me

                                          Iwas the only

                                         What in the world

                                      Now I have found my girl



                                  My girl awaits for me in gentle time

                                          My girl is mine 

                                         She is the world 

                                          She is my girl



                                        La La La La La La



                                  My girl awaits for me in gentle time

                                          My girl is mine 

                                         She is the world 

                                          She is my girl



                                         Ship of Fools



                                    The human race was dyin' out

                                   No one left to scream and shout

                                     People walkin' on the moon

                                    Smog will get you pretty soon



                                      Every one was hangin' out

                                     Hangin' up and hangin' down

                                      Hangin' in and holdin' fast 

                                     Hope our little world will last



                                        Yeeeeaaaaahhhhhh!

                                  Well I'm playin' Mr. Good-tips (?)

                                       Lookin' for a new ship

                                 Come on people better climb on board

                                   Come on baby you're goin' home

                                         Ship of Foooools

                                         Ship of Fooools



                                    The human race was dyin' out

                                   No one left to scream and shout

                                     People walkin' on the moon

                                    Smog will get you pretty soom

                                     Ship of Fools, ship of fools

                                 Ship of fools, ship of fools, ship of fools



                                            Aaayyyye

                                         Climb on board

                     Ships gonna leave you You're all far behind, better climb on board (?)

                                          Yeeeaaahhhh

                                         Ship of Foooools








                                           The Spy




                                            I'm a spy

                                        In the house of love

                                        I know the dream 

                                       That you're dreamin' of

                                         I know the word

                                       That you long to hear

                                  I know you're deepest secret fears



                                            I'm a spy

                                        In the house of love 

                                         I know the draem

                                       That you're dreamin' of

                                         I know the word

                                       That you long to hear

                                   I know you're deepest secret fear

                                         I know everything



                                         Everything you do

                                        Everywhere you go

                                        Everyone you know



                                            I'm a spy

                                        In the house of Love

                                         I know the dream

                                       That you're dreamin' of

                                         I know the word

                                       That you long to hear

                                   I know you're deepest secret fear

                                   I know you're deepest secret fear

                                   I know you're deepest secret fear



                                            I'm a spy

                                          I can see you

                                          What you do

                                           And I know








                                        Indian Summer




                                        I love you... the best

                                      Better than all... the rest



                                        I love you... the best

                                      Better than all... the rest

                                      Better me... in the summer

                                          Indian summer



                                      Better me... in the summer

                                          Indian summer



                                        I love you... the best

                                      Better than all... the rest



