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1.
Always Do (3:13)


(Jim Shirey)



Near Occasions Music (BMI)

2.
Coming Home (3:23)



(Forrest O’Connor)



Tall Tree Music Worldwide (BMI)


3.
I Haven’t Said I Love You in A While (3:54)



(Forrest O’Connor)



Tall Tree Music Worldwide (BMI)


4.
Ruby, Are You Mad at Your Man? (3:03)



(Mae Carver)



Sony/ATV Music Publishing LLC, Universal Music Publishing Group (ASCAP/BMI)


5.
What Have I Been Saying? (3:03)



(Forrest O’Connor)



Tall Tree Music Worldwide (BMI)


6.
Jerusalem Ridge (3:44)



(Bill Monroe, arranged by Mark O’Connor)



Unichappell Music, Inc (BMI)


7.
The Sweet Ones (3:09)


(Kate Lee-Jon Weisberger)



Kate Lee Songs (ASCAP) / Use Your Words Music (ASCAP/BMI)


8.
Blacktop Boy (3:41)



(Kate Lee-Pat Alger)



Kate Lee Songs (ASCAP) / Rosebriar Music (ASCAP)


9.
You Too (3:45)


(Forrest O’Connor-Jim Shirey)



Tall Tree Music Worldwide (BMI) / Near Occasions Music (BMI)

10.
Fishers Hornpipe (3:42)


(Traditional, arranged by Mark O’Connor)


Mark O’Connor Musik International (BMI)

11.
Old Black Creek (3:36)


(Kate Lee-Pat Alger)



Kate Lee Songs (ASCAP) / Rosebriar Music (ASCAP)


12.
Fiddler Going Home (5:03)



(Mark O’Connor)



Mark O’Connor Musik International (BMI)
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Always Do 
Away, I’m bound away

Following taillights

Okay, I’ll be okay

Until sometime tonight

When I turn off my radio and your voice comes singing through

And I fall in love again – I always do

Away, while I’m away

They’ll welcome me inside

And say that I can stay

If I need somewhere to hide

But it isn’t what I’m running from, it’s what I’m running to

To fall in love again – I always do

Away, I’ll make my way

Back to your front door

I’ll pray, till then I’ll pray

That just like every time before

When I’m lying in your arms and feeling like brand new

That we’ll fall in love again – we always do

Coming Home 
Well I’m still driving my daddy’s van

My soul in the sky and my head in the sand

Chasing a dream that withered long ago

Got aches in my back and aches in my heart

And when the music ends the hurting starts

‘Cause there ain’t no freedom on an endless road

And I say oh Lord, oh Lord, oh Lord I’m running low

So I’m coming home to you

I’m coming home with the next sweet sunrise

Up on high, ‘cause I’ll be dead before I die

If I’m on my own, so I’m coming home

Well didn’t you tell me all along

That sticking around’s what makes you strong

‘Cause love is more than just a new romance

Now I ain’t the boy you knew before

So when I end up standing at your door

I’m hoping you’ll give me a second chance

And I say oh Lord, oh Lord, oh Lord I’m coming home

I’m coming home to you

I’m coming home with the next sweet sunrise

Up on high, ‘cause I’ll be dead before I die

If I’m on my own, so I’m coming home

I’m coming home to you


I’m coming home with the next sweet sunrise

Up on high, ‘cause I’ll be dead before I die

If I’m on my own, so I’m coming home

I’m coming home to you


I’m coming home with the next sweet sunrise

‘Cause I’ll be dead before I die

If I’m on my own, so I’m coming home

I Haven’t Said I Love You in A While
The first time I laid eyes on you

I couldn’t look away

Now I watch the cars go by

Wondering why I stay

The man who fell in love with you

I don’t know where he’s gone

But the man who’s sitting here right now

Ain’t good at moving on

Oh I’ve walked with you a thousand miles

Held you when you cried like a lonely child

I’ve made you laugh so hard that it hurt to smile

But I haven’t said I love you in a while

It never feels like you are here

Whenever you’re around

Your head is flying through the clouds

My heart is on the ground

You say you don’t know what to say

I know that isn’t true

But the world has spun so many times

You’re a different you

Oh I’ve walked with you a thousand miles

Held you when you cried like a lonely child

I’ve made you laugh so hard that it hurt to smile

But you haven’t said you love me in a while

The first time I laid eyes on you

I couldn’t look away

Now I watch the time go by

Wondering what to say

Oh I’ve walked with you a thousand miles

Held you when you cried like a lonely child

I’ve made you laugh so hard that it hurt to smile

But I haven’t said I love you in a while

What Have I Been Saying?
Listen young boys

And you young girls

I’m an old man not long for the world

I have served kings

And convicts as well

I have been witness to heaven and

Hell if you think you’re improving

The fortunes of children by sitting around

You talk when you all should be moving

So open your ears and go hit the ground, oh

What have I been saying?

Don’t just sit there praying

You’ll only start, you’ll only start

If you shut off your mind and you follow your heart

Listen young boys

And you young girls

I am a mother who’s lived in this world

Longer than you

You don’t have a clue

What it is like to survive

You should know that conventional wisdom

May dim the light I’ve seen inside you

A light that will give you the vision

To do everything you dreamed you could do

What have I been saying?

Don’t just sit there praying

You’ll only start, you’ll only start

If you shut off your mind and you follow your heart

What have I been saying?

Live the words you’re praying

You’ll only start, you’ll only start

If you shut off your mind and you follow your heart

The Sweet Ones
Remember all the songs we used to sing

Don’t you want to hear them once again

Let’s close our eyes and try hard not to see

Things that came between us way back when

 

And so we’ll use the soundtrack of old times

To separate the good ones from the bad

If music be the food of love play on

Let melodies remind us what we had

 

From those old records, we can pick and choose

And just replay the songs that made us smile

Forget about those B-sides and the blues

Oh the sweet ones never go out of style

  

Well if only Father Time can heal our wounds

Then Mama’s chicken soup can put things right

And maybe all the music that we shared

Can sing us back in love again tonight

 

From those old records, we can pick and choose

And just replay the songs that made us smile

Forget about those B-sides and the blues

Oh the sweet ones never go out of style

  

From those old records, we can pick and choose

And just replay the songs that made us smile

Forget about those B-sides and the blues

Oh the sweet ones never go out of style

The sweet ones never go out of style

Blacktop Boy
Dressed to kill with a black shirt on and a cool guitar

Like Johnny Cash had crashed to earth from a fallen star

He came on strong, singing his songs and fooling around

I can’t recall seeing his kind this side of town

He was a blacktop boy tearing through the heart of a dirt road girl

Kicking up dust and breaking apart my dirt road world

The summer air grows cold at night, you can feel the fading joy

Of a dirt road girl falling for a blacktop boy 

Mama warned me of hotshot city boys like him

They’re sharper than broken glass on tender skin

Those fancy clothes will hide a ragged soul from you

Clever words and pretty tunes cover up the truth

He was a blacktop boy tearing through the heart of a dirt road girl

Kicking up dust and breaking apart my dirt road world

The summer air grows cold at night, you can feel the fading joy

Of a dirt road girl falling for a blacktop boy 

I guess sometimes shiny things just catch my eye

And he was like a full moon in a black-filled sky

Before I could even catch him he packed his things to go

I don’t think he meant to hurt me but I’ll never know

He was a blacktop boy tearing through the heart of a dirt road girl

Kicking up dust and breaking apart my dirt road world

The summer air grows cold at night, you can feel the fading joy

Of a dirt road girl falling for a blacktop boy

You Too 
Tumble downhill to the railroad track
It’s a long way down ain’t no turning back
Heart on the platform, foot on the train
Nowhere to go but away from this pain

And it’s hard to be without you
But it’s hard to be with you too

Stare at the TV stare at the wall
Spend the day waiting for a telephone call
Meeting the mailman in the front yard
Never did think you’d take it so hard

And it’s hard to be without you
And it’s hard to be with you too

Well all around me broken bits of happy ends
All around me circles made of so-called friends
It’s hard to keep my silence but to speak is harder yet
It’s hard to think about you but it’s harder to forget
Would it just be easier if we’d never met?

Tumble downhill to the railroad track
It’s a long way down ain’t no going back
Bag on the platform, foot on the train
Nowhere to go but away
Old Black Creek
Old black creek don’t run fast by my door

Old black creek don’t run fast by my door

Just outside my bedroom and north of the kitchen floor

Old black creek don’t run fast by my door

Old black creek don’t know me by name

Rises up and sure don’t take no blame

Ignores me every morning, evening’s just the same

Old black creek never know my name

Old black creek you roll through my mind

Through the rocky bottom of my troubled times

Old black creek you roll old black creek you roll

Old black creek you roll through my mind

Old black creek, love you till I’m gone

Taking your time and all my cares along

Down the lazy river to the ocean floor

Old black creek don’t run fast by my door

Old black creek you roll through my mind

Through the rocky bottom of my troubled times

Old black creek you roll old black creek you roll

Old black creek you roll right through my mind

