
You Don’t Really Know Me
Drums, percussion-Ryan Knack; Bass-Tommy Scifres; Lead guitar-
Packy Bergquist; Backing vocals-Nikki Barber, Amanda Stone; Rhythm
guitars-T.E.

You don’t really know me.
You really know next to nothing about me.
I’ll take you by the hand and help you understand
you don’t really know me.
I was born by a raging river
to a Mother that did deliver
six children to no harm.
I was the seventh she held in her arms.
My Sisters taught me how to tie my shoes.
My Brothers taught me the Deep River Blues.
One told me I could write a book,
The other showed me how to bait a hook.
You don’t really know me.
You really know next to nothing about me.
I’ll take you by surprise and make you realize
You don’t really know me.
You don’t really know me.
Sometimes you learn from your mistakes.
Other times you stubbornly nurse the pain.
Either way it takes more than one mistake
to define a lifetime or trace a lifeline.
You don’t really know me.
You don’t really know me.
You really know next to nothing about me.
I’ll take you by surprise and make you realize
it’s not just all the miles in between all the goodbyes;
it’s what will never end and how I will defend
the freedom that I need, the love that I believe,
the feeling underneath all the lines that go between
that give you some idea of what I really feel.
You could get to know me.
You don’t really know me.

Real Revolution
Upright bass, mellotron-Brad Jones; Bowed guitar, e-bow guitar-Robin
Eaton;-Backing vocals-Nikki Barber, Amanda Stone; Guitar, toy
piano-T.E.

I had come undone.
I was feeling unsung.
Went back upstate, got my bell real rung.
I thought I knew where I was going,
forgot where I came from.
I fell asleep on the job, people,
and woke up on the run.
I was in need of solution.
I dreamed of a real revolution.
My old way of thinking
had me tied up and blind.
I was out of direction.
I was out of right mind.
Tired of backsliding, living in the past.
Tired of going absolutely nowhere fast.
I had a problem that needed solution.
I was in need of a real revolution.
I was afraid to think it.
I was afraid to do it.

I was afraid I might not even live through it.
Now I’m changing my name, learning to sing.
Most of all I’m changing everything.
I’m laying my old words behind me, under the sun.
My new words are a gun to taking aim
on the real revolution.
Real revolution does not have to be the violent kind.
Real revolution takes place in your heart
and in your mind.
Don’t turn your back on it this time.
Turn around to face the real revolution.
Out in the big world there’s lot’s of pain.
Monsters and shadows and terrible things.
There’s something else that’s stronger than the night.
You have to be willing to change up the fight.
Admit your mistakes in what has been said and done
then step into the light of the real revolution.

Speed Limit
Drums, backing vocals-Dylan Sevey; Bass, telecaster double-Tommy
Scifres; Baritone tremolo guitar-Brad Jones; Backing vocals-Evan
Phillips
Acoustic guitar-T.E.

Speed limit is 24 hours,
any more and I go out of my mind.
I can’t worry about tomorrow;
yesterday is just a waste of time.
Destination is a big dead end.
I’m moving when I’m standing still.
I’m not trying to find myself;
I don’t need any more time to kill.
Delusion only gives a few clues
until you’re living on the run from life.
When the pain of staying the same
outweighs the strain of making changes.
Stuck in the middle of a losing game,
I was just about to hang my hat.
Just because I got out of the rain
doesn’t mean I won’t still get wet.
Mama told me not to get stuck on a hill.
Daddy said you got to be your own boss.
Thirsty man drinks his fill the same
after both wins and losses.
Every time I go with my head
I just step all over my heart.
When the pain of staying the same
outweighs the strain of making changes.
I don’t need to run a marathon or spend all day in bed.
The worst enemy I ever had is the one inside my head.
If I ever get satisfied
I’m gonna rearrange all arrangements.
When the pain of staying the same
outweighs the strain of making changes.

Peace Of Mind
Drums, percussion, backing vocals-Ryan Knack; Bass-Jonathan Beam;
Harmonium- Brad Jones; Backing vocals-Dylan Sevey, Robin Eaton;
Guitars-T.E.

I’m ahead of my time
and behind the times at the same time.



Oh, time doesn’t give a damn about me.
In these times
we don’t all have to walk the same line
except when looking each other in the eye.
Nobody wants to wake up angry.
Nobody wants to go bed insane.
Nobody really wants you to suffer.
Nobody wants anybody to be in pain.
For whatever you truly want for another
you may have yourself some day.
You crossed my path
talking vengeance, lies, and bad math.
Time will tell on you.
And your greedy friends
telling the same lies again and again-
Time will have its way with all of you.

I want to say this any time.
Not just today, not just tonight.
Not yesterday, not just tomorrow:
I want you to have the same peace of mind
that I wish for myself.

Voice On The Radio
Upright bass-Dave Jacques; Backing vocals-Nikki Barber; Loop-Brad
Jones; Guitar-T.E.

There’s a full moon over Nashville town
and the streets are nearly quiet
save the barking dogs
and the occasional siren
and your voice on the radio
calm and sweet and cool and low
your voice on the radio
gets me by
There’s a souvenir for every joint you played
from Chicago to Galway town
Somewhere lovers are laughing
as they lay each other down
to your voice on the radio
calm and sweet and cool and low
your voice on the radio
makes ‘em smile
Tonight I cannot hold you close
There’s a lockdown on the land
Some day we’re gonna raise a glass
and play one with the band
sing the one about paradise
or the way that the world goes ‘round
You may toss your burdens
when you hear the sound
of his voice on the radio
calm and sweet and cool and low
voice on the radio helps you cry
When you’re down at the bottom
with no-one to turn to
I know one solution
to lift you from your blues
His voice on the radio
calm and sweet and cool and low
voice on the radio gets you high

Running Down Your Soul
Drums, Tambourine, hand claps, backing vocal-Dylan Sevey;
Bass-Tommy Scifres; Shaker-Ryan Knaack; Organ, electric
mandolin-Brad Jones; Guitars, harmonica-T.E.

When the boom hit town
many came up, some went down.
Some joined the ‘one hundred a day’ parade.
Some packed it up and split ‘fore the first charade.
Heartache is the second cousin
of reckless profiteers and The Dirty Dozen.
Man, that’s a lot of hungry mothers coming down.
I’m writing this message
on the backs of unpaid bills
and I’m not gonna mince words
or bury them under echo and reverb.
How long can you keep running?
How long can you keep running down your soul?
Black cats don’t scratch like they used to.
Fat cats catch no retribution.
Go inside, count the money, turn the TV on low.
Don’t think much, just watch the light flicker,
remember her smile and the time
you tried to trick her into thinking one day
you’d come back and settle down.
I’m writing this message
on the backs of unpaid bills
and I’m not gonna mince words
or bury them under echo and reverb.
How long can you keep running?
How long can you keep running down?
How long can you keep running?
How long can you keep running down your soul?
I know you’ve been there
and that you’ve done that
‘cause we saw all the photographs and reaction.
Let me ask you, you took all those pictures—
did you see anything at all?

Son, My Son
Electric guitars, keyboards, drum programing-Brad Jones; Backing
vocal-Nikki Barber; 12-string guitar-T.E.

I went down to the market
to buy whatever I needed
I told the woman who worked there
I was afraid to leave my home
She said son, my son, that’s what I feel ev’ry day
Son, my son, that’s what I feel ev’ry day
I got back in my automobile
to fill the tank again
I told the station worker
I was afraid to go downtown
She said son, my son, that’s what I feel ev’ry day
Son, my son, that’s what I feel ev’ry day
At the demonstration
I faced all the police
I saw the fear behind their eyes
I just wanted to tell them
Son, my son, we don’t have to live this way
Son, my son, we don’t have to live this way



Sons and daughters we don’t have to live this way
I laid my head on the pillow
safe and sound at home
I prayed to God for an answer
I only wanted one answer:
How do we help each other?
She said son, my son, that’s what I ask ev’ry day
Son, my son, that’s what I ask ev’ry day

Anchor
Bowed guitar, ebow, saar-Robin Eaton; Backing vocals-Meredith
Kimbrough; Guitar, mandolin-T.E.

Open water, endless stretch of sky.
Can’t stay here but I won’t build a life on just goodbyes.
Why am I ever ready to depart?
The constant drum inside my head has beaten down
the sound within my heart.
Is what I have to do today stealing from tomorrow?
How long can I go on ‘fore there’s nothing left to borrow?
There is one voice calling out to me
who will keep me grounded when I’m far away at sea.
Bound to one sound, the rhythm of your name.
The only thing that’s louder than the crashing of the waves.
Is what I have to do today stealing from tomorrow?
How long can I go on ‘fore there’s nothing left to borrow?
Broken anchor, wandering alone
never knowing if I’m leaving or if I’m going home
Wayward stranger wandering alone.
Never knowing if I’m leaving or if I’m going home.
Open water, endless stretch of sky.
I can’t stay here but I won’t build a life on just goodbyes.

Festival Song
Drums, backing vocal-Dylan Sevey; Baritone electric guitar-Robin
Eaton; Bass-Brad Jones; Guitar-T.E.

We showed up to the festival
and fell out of the back of the van
We were just in time to see our favorite band
All the people out there looked just like us
They were young and old, they looked just like us
Remember that beat, remember that song
It never felt so good to sing along
I was wondering why it felt so good
Then I looked into a dozen pair of eyes
and I understood:  When we all come together,
it feels like the world is going to be alright.
In the middle of the night by the fireside
you played my favorite song
We shared a smoke and we beat the drum
"Oo wee baby won't you ride me high?"
I saw you dance under the new moon light
From Tennessee to Yasgur's Farm
We'll wake up in each other's arms.
I was wondering why it felt so good
Then I looked into a hundred pair of eyes
and I understood:  When we all come together
it feels like the world is going to be alright.
When we left the festival
we were crying in the back of the van
It could have been the drugs

It should have been your band
To all the people out there:
Travel safe and take good care
and if someone falls won't you pick them up
and take care of those who overfill their cup
and get nice and dirty, see that no one's hurting
don't wear to many clothes
get some sunshine on your soul
don't be a glass hole, and watch those ashes
and pick up your trashes
and in the long, long lines
look into each other's eyes
and spread that love all around the world
and we'll see you next year at the festival

The River Where Time Was Born
Drums, thigh slaps-Ryan Knaack; Bass-Jonathan Beam; Harmonium,
mandolin, backing vocals- Brad Jones; Resonator guitar, shaker- T.E.

Take me back to my ancient home
where I can be satisfied on my own
on the banks of the river where time was born
If you keep a tight lip and run a tight line
you can come along when the stars align
and we’ll drift down the river where time was born
Call me old timer, call me lazy
call me what you want but is it really that crazy
to float on the water and watch the trees go by?
Now when you jump in, there’s only two ways
Either go with the flow or struggle and strain
against the mighty strong pull of the river
where time was born
I had a friend who died so young
Never had a choice since he was born
and he went underneath the dark cold water
and time rolled on
So release your machines, let go of your pain
step off of the concrete and into the rain
down by the ever flowing river where time was born
Oh take me back to a sacred place
where I can do nothing with a smile on my face
by the side of the river where time was born
Come one come all out of your trees
you can’t judge when you’re down on your knees
by the side of the river where time was born
down by the side of the river where time was born
by the side of the beautiful river where time was born
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