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South in the Summertime

Sun is shinin’, feelin’ fine, I’'m ridin’ highway 29 out of Virginia
Red clay on my feet, I’'m in the shotgun seat starin’ out the window
Rollin’ hills of green paint a storybook scene around every bend
Every field & farm seem to have a tumbledown barn

lamenting yesterday

‘We’ve got blue skies showing our way

After so much rain, wish we could stay for another day, but we

refrain:

Got to keep rollin’ down this winding highway

‘Watchin’ that southern wind just dancin’ on the pines

Farmers out there sellin’ peanuts, peaches, beans and melons

Magnolias dressin’ up the highway signs

No it don’t get much sweeter than a tool around down south in the Summertime

Camped out on the lake now, we don’t have to move or shake now for a couple’a days
Sunset on the water, wish my boy and my daughters could be here

Nothin’ but the campfire light - funny birds of the night are all we hear

Gotta catch a little peace of mind before we find ourselves packin” it up again
‘Weatherman callin’ for more rain ahead

Sometimes it gets so reminiscent of those days of chasing the Grateful Dead, cause we

(ref)

Talkin’ about Georgia, Carolina, Tennessee...
Got to ride that Florida line once more before we head up to Kentuckeeee....

Now I’'m plunked down on the rocky bank of a rollin’ river and I have to thank the heavens
After all the pavement, the trucks and cars, empty rooms and noisy bars

I’'m in love with this mornin!

My baby’s back at the ranch - I can picture her branches as she do a little asana

I’m just watchin’ this dragonfly ziggin’ and zaggin’ by and he seems to beckon me to follow
‘Well I know that I don’t have long

Wish I could soak my soul and play all day and never finish up this song, but I

(ref)

Angels Along the Road

Just a scared kid running from the law, a few rags tied in a sack

Didn’t know which way to run, but he knew he couldn’t look back
Didn’t really understand what he’d done, but he had to hit the road alone
One eye peeled for trouble, one looking out for angels along the road

Hitchhiking down the highway on a beeline out of town

He was feeling alive for the first time since the devils had chained him down
Drifting up and down the coast, always having to lay low

He fell down and got kicked around, but there were angels along the road

refrain:

Singin’ “Come in from the cold, my son, it’s thirty degrees below

Come sit by the fire and warm your bones and tell me what you know

We can share my last cup of broth, and you don’t owe me a dime

Just promise me one thing my son ~ you’ll pass it on down the line

Down the line, pass it on down the line

Don’t keep a kind gesture down in your pocket, just pass it on down the line

‘Well the kid would take shelter as long as he could, and then back on the road again
Everyone he loved was so far behind, though he tried hard to make new friends

So he put his love in an old guitar, and it kept him sane and whole

Till he settled underneath the wing of an angel along the road

(ref)  (inst break)

Well the kid grew up, I guess you could say, and he’s had his share of ups and downs
Through love and pain, sunshine and rain, and the world keeps turnin’ around

Got a couple of kids both grown and gone, and another coming up the track

Now every day, in some kind of way, he tries to give a little something back

(ref, using “friends” instead of “son”)
On Hill Time

I marvel at the way you lay - rollin’ out just swingin’ and swayin’

The way that you do... The way that you do

With every passing breeze, just bringin’ me to my knees

The way that you do... The way that you do

Like a 1930s animation, where everything in the world just springs to life
You fill my imagination on hill time... When I’m runnin’ on hill time...

Lookin’ down that old dirt road, I see you hold my little abode
The way that you do... The way that you do

‘Watch your water just ripple and run... Makin’ me smile in the sun
The way that you do... The way that you do
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