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Dark Bird - Into the night see the dark bird fly. With eyes of fire see him 

burning up the sky and calling billy, you’re one of us and no one else could 

ever love you. billy, you can’t escape but if you try you’ll surely die.  Is it the 

rustling of the trees being tickled by the breeze or some unsteady force 

gathering round your knees and calling billy, you’re one of us and no one 

else could ever love you. billy, you can’t escape, if you try you’ll surely die.  

The Great Dane - Come like a shy d

og and drink from this trough. Don’t 

burden yourself with troubled thoughts of where you belong. Come into 

the morning and if the lord is willing we’ll lose our senses. We’ll bury our 

dead dreams in sleepy sweetness. Touching our ribs because clarity is the 

word of the year.  Southern Night - When we try to count the days as they 

pass by and turn into the nights we will find that it's a sacrifice to allow the 

goodness that is ripe. And its hard to take the coming day. We’ve talked a lot 

but ther

e’s not so much to say. We separate and ride away, riding hard into 

the night.  Southern night, it's a burden for me now. In the light of stunted 

days we see ourselves and it feels great but it's a farce, black comedy to ease 

our brains when alone we be. But its our right to question all the laughs 

that fall within our sight. So with respect for our great asking let’s ask 

ourselves to send it packing. Southern night, it's a burden for me now. 

When another’s breast pleasantly forces you down into

 some quiet place 

that you seldom go, you will forget about your heaving and grieving 

and inside you will find everything. When another’s breath wantonly 

beckons you down beneath the covers you’ll be discovered in the round.  
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