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The Summer Sun
When I walk down the street,
Pavement slapping my feet,
Sun feels like the way
I think of you

Airplane divides the sky
Sky, he divides the day
Two and two are one
In the summer sun

After I turn out the light
And I fall asleep at night,
Thinkin’ that it’s got to be,
That’s the way it is
Love is only love
But it’s the most we think the least of
And some are always cold
In the summer sun

When I get to your door,
When I knock on the bell,
There’s no way to tell 
What I think of you
You keep track of the time
And I’ll hang my heart on the line
If I’m lost, I’ve won
In the summer sun

So you think it’s really hot
And you give it all you’ve got
Even though it’s falling down
Like the Eiffel Tower
Love is only love
But it’s the least we can be sure of
And some are always cold
In the summer sun

McCauley Street 
(Let’s Go Downtown)
Candy lives upstairs
With a hundred ten stories cut out of the New
Yorker
She lights Bel-Airs
From the top of the stove, over and over
Her father’s dead,
Killed by the bodyguard hired by her mother
Candy lives upstairs
With a cat named Dog and a fish named Rover

Candy recollects
All afternoon on a battered Royale
There’s a trashcan full

Of novelettes and burnt tutorials
She wants to write
The Secret Life of J. D. Salinger
She loves Lou Reed,
The Dubliners and Henry Kissinger

And when the sun goes down
She says, "hey, let’s go downtown"
She says, "hey, let’s go downtown"

I work all day
In a hardware store full of missing parts
There’s a cracked display
That tells you how to feed your yard
There’re twenty-six rows
Of nuts and bolts and gutter guards
Candy writes upstairs
I move the drills and fill the jars

And when the night comes down
She says, "hey, let’s go downtown"
She says, "hey, let’s go downtown"

Candy lives upstairs
With a cat named Dog and a fish named Rover
She sits and stares
And plays Joan Baez over and over
I sweep the porch
A week’s worth of bills and card invitations
Candy lives upstairs
In a world of her imagination

Sleepless Nights
Sleepless nights . . .

Desperate Man

He’s a desperate man, he’s a desperate man
He’s a desperate man, he’s a desperate man
Better run while you can
He’s a desperate man

He was just thirteen
When he pulled his first heist
Got the silverware,
And a bag full of ice
Got a brand-new suit,
Now don’t he look nice?

when he turned twenty-one,
started packing a gun
made his mark at the 
House of the Rising Sun
He grew a mustache
Dealt only in cash
Check out the post office wall,
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He’s there . . . standin’ tall
In all fifty states
He’s the one they hate
Don’t give him a hand, 
he’s a desperate man

Dr. Strangelove’s Assistant or: 
How I Learned to Stop Worrying
and Love the Marimba
The smell of napalm
They’ve got the A-bomb
Now what could go wrong?
Let’s go to war!

You take the high road
I’ll take the payload
We’ll watch it explode
Let’s go to war

The smart bombs whistle
The cities sizzle
It looks so pretty
Then you hear the roar

It’s perfect weather for
Guns and leather
What could be better?
Let’s go to war

Below the surface
Glow in the darkness
We’ve got the A-list of
What to destroy

Open the laptop
Blow everything up
Hey if we screw up, it’s just 
The fog of war

Hey take my hand in a 
Foreign land, we can
Make a stand now . . .
Let’s go to war

It’s so romantic
You’ll look gigantic
Up on the Humvee with a 
K-84

You’ve got the right moves
Now how could we lose?
Is this what we chose,
To go to war?

                  


