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1.
Shit Kickin’ 
Amy Ray – electric guitar and vocals
Emily Saliers – acoustic slide guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys 
Clare Kenny – bass 

John Reynolds – drums and programming 
Lyris Hung – violins 
Justin Adams – electric guitar 
Lucie Jules – backing vocals 

2.
Look Long 
Emily Saliers – acoustic guitar and vocals
Amy Ray – acoustic guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys 

Clare Kenny – bass 
John Reynolds – drums 
Caroline Dale – cellos 
Lucy Wainwright Roche – backing vocals 

3.
Howl At The Moon
Amy Ray – mandolin and vocals
Emily Saliers – banjo and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys
Clare Kenny – bass 
John Reynolds – drums  

Lyris Hung – violins 
Caroline Dale – cellos 
Justin Adams – electric guitar 
Lucie Jules – backing vocals 
Éamonn DeBarra – flute and whistle

4.
When We Were Writers 
Emily Saliers – electric and acoustic guitars and vocals
Amy Ray – electric guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys 
Clare Kenny – bass 

John Reynolds – drums 
Graham Kearns – electric guitar 
Lyris Hung – violins 

5.
Change My Heart 
Emily Saliers – electric guitars and vocals
Amy Ray – octave electric guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys 
Clare Kenny – bass 
John Reynolds – drums 
Lyris Hung – violins 
Justin Adams – electric guitar 
Lucie Jules – backing vocals 

6.
K.C. Girl 
Amy Ray – acoustic guitar and vocals
Emily Saliers – electric guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys 

Clare Kenny – bass 
John Reynolds – drums 
Justin Adams – electric guitar 

7.
Country Radio 
Emily Saliers – acoustic guitar and vocals
Amy Ray – acoustic guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys
Clare Kenny – bass 
John Reynolds – drums  
Lyris Hung – violins 
Justin Adams – electric guitar 
Lucy Wainwright Roche – backing vocals 

8.
Muster 
Amy Ray – mandolin and vocals
Emily Saliers – octave electric guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys 
Clare Kenny – bass 
John Reynolds – drums 
Justin Adams – electric guitar 
Lindsay Fuller – backing vocals 

9.
Feel This Way Again 
Emily Saliers – banjo and vocals
Amy Ray – electric guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys 
Clare Kenny – bass 
John Reynolds – drums 
Lyris Hung – violins
Justin Adams – electric guitar 
Graham Kearns – electric guitar
Lucy Wainwright Roche – backing vocals 

10.
Favorite Flavor 
Amy Ray – electric guitar and vocals
Emily Saliers – electric guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys 
Clare Kenny – bass 

John Reynolds – drums 
Justin Adams – electric guitar 
Lucy Wainwright Roche – backing vocals 

11.
Sorrow And Joy 
Emily Saliers – acoustic and electric guitars and vocals
Amy Ray – octave electric guitar and vocals
Carol Isaacs – keys
Clare Kenny – bass 
John Reynolds – drums and programming  
Lyris Hung – violins 
Caroline Dale – cellos 
Justin Adams – electric guitar 
Lucy Jules – backing vocals
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Shit Kickin’ 
Shit kickin’, suburban, I grew up bareback ridin’

Out on the weekends at ol’ Partain’s

“If you can catch ‘em, you can ride ‘em.”

That’s what the old man said to us kids

I took that and ran for the rest of my days

I’m a little bit left of the “salt of the earth”

Not too proud, I’ll prove my worth

A little bit right- my family, you know, they let me be

To make my way through this world, in spite of everything

Shit kickin’, suburban, for all I’m worth

I’m a Honda girl Trail 90

Burn my calf, every time I’d ride it

That carburetor left its mark on me

“If you can start ‘em, you can ride ‘em.”

That’s what my daddy said to us kids

I took that and ran for the rest of my days

I’m a little bit left of the “salt of the earth”

Not too proud, I’ll prove my worth

A little bit right - my family, you know, they let me be

To make my way through this world, in spite of everything

Tearing down the dirt roads

Dean Brown’s gas store

Walking past the old men

“Get a load of that tomboy kid.”

Flying out the back door

Down to the lake shore

Fishing pole, bait worms

“Delta Dawn” in my head

Catchin’ and releasin’

Didn’t feel it creepin’

That Kudzu covered me, like it would set me free

From the old ways, and the old men

But damn that trickery, it got the best of me

I’m gonna tear it down and start again

Granddaddy was a preacher

Built that church from the sand to the steeple

I didn’t know him except by his journaling hand

If you can find him, you can love him

But girl, you got to be honest about him

Or you’ll be fighting them weeds for the rest of your days

I’m a little bit left of the “salt of the earth”

That’s alright, I’ll prove my worth

A little bit right-but my family, you know, they set me free

To make my way through this world, in spite of everything

Shit kickin’, suburban, for all I’m worth

Look Long 
All the way all the way all the way to Nashville

We talked about God and the Devil

Everyone I know can sense Armageddon

We want to believe in something we’re unsettled

My grandfather had a telescope and a magnifying glass

Through the scope on starry nights we saw forever

And in the morning Florida sun I burned the grass with my magnifying glass

Look long look long look long

There’s a reason there’s a reason that they call it a Hail Mary

It’s all or nothing on a prayer

On the brink of loss we take our last shot

With my shaky faith will you still be there

My grandmother had Apollo mission glasses 

Etched in red white and blue commemoration

I’m no awol patriot because I’ve dodged your party lines

I will always love my troubled nation this beautiful land

Look long look long look long

Me and Marsha went walking up in northern Minnesota

On a night so freezing cold the earth stood still

She talked about the prophecies and the future generations

And said will you keep the faith

I said I will I will I will

So we argue and we wrestle and we claim conviction

But we might as well be flipping coins

More would be revealed if we’d adjust the focus

On the shortest distance between two points

Because these aren’t the best of times and they’re not the worst

Just like the edge of the earth is an illusion

God bless our brave little hearts and our inherent limitations

And our short-sighted plans and our collusion

Look long look long look long look long look long look long

Howl At The Moon
Oh Annie, I am sorry for the grief

Young sister to my lover, I know you both would rather be

On that rough road through the woods of Michigan

Young and free and building something on the land

Where ya howl at the moon
It’ll cost you, but not enough to bring you down

That’s been my lesson, ever since you drove me ‘round

Be a fighter, like the elders who have cried,

“Oh Mercy, we will not be satisfied, ‘til we are free

To howl at the moon, one and all.”

‘Til we are free, to howl at the moon, one and all

I found her dancing, but I could not dance along

I found her singing, but I could not sing the song

Being happy was not a promise I could keep

In spite of all that, she has tried to deliver me

So, we are free, to howl at the moon, one and all.

Oh Mystery, won’t you please deliver me

From this body of pain, that I give into every day

With my mind and my breath, any fight that I have left

I found myself on the streets of this college town

Yearn for youth, but all I do is limp around

I’m the fool who wants to wear that fickle crown

She says, “Let ‘em have it, let those kids fight to be found!

‘Til they are free to howl at the moon

To fight, ‘til we’re all free to howl at the moon

One and all.”

When We Were Writers 
Look a gift horse in the mouth go get a job

Last best deal I ever got was a quarter for a beer on the quad

Nevilles singing on a makeshift stage you sittin on a towel in the shade

Came from a foreign town and you smoked a joint with Jackson Browne

What if my pain won’t deliver me

What if my stasis crushes me with boredom

If I read into everything you say to me

I will never get the meaning of your words like when you wrote them

When we were writers when we were fighters

Before we found purpose and made deals with God

Let’s pull an all nighter push wood in the fire

It might just look like smoke in my eyes but I’m still burning inside

Some sailed the calmer seas serial monogamy

Best trip I ever took was on the ship that I wrecked and how I got set free

Strange boy in the Vegas summer

Dancing to the beat of a different drummer

Maybe a heat mirage or a message in camouflage

What if I thought that the best of me

Spending my time doing just fine

To short change my true full capacity

And recognize it just as I was running out of time

When we were writers we were igniters

Blisters to callus to scars from the war

The sentence gets tighter the impact grows wider

When nothing is wasted nor chances denied

I’ve had my day in the sun that’s no lie

But I’m still burning inside

The slings and arrows the passage narrows

The story harrowing the word becomes flesh

Wrestle the beast that leaves you diminished

It’s alright you will never be finished

When you’re a writer when you’re a fighter

Easy to be cruel better to be kind

Plow through the stalks of your heart’s tinder box

Flint to the rock and you’ll find you’re still burning inside

Change My Heart 
The four fundamental forces came to play 

In the American schism

And we looked gravely on but gravity doesn’t stand a chance against

 magnetism electro magnetism
We’ve been herded and stalked 

We’ve been buckshot into tiny factions

All the apparent power plays

Turned out to be weak interactions

Weak interactions

Change my heart put me in the force field of the believers

I’ll wear my garment loose and I’ll love her because I’ve got to leave her

Change my mind when I think understand things I can’t

I can draw from the power but the power isn’t in my hands

5 or 10 hertz we will vibrate

It’s the planetary dance

Everybody has their moves

But when we feel that resonance

Its magnetism electro magnetism
Change my heart…

My field of dreams is where the straight ………..line curves

And we get pulled to light

Kingdoms die to dust and rebirth us

We are everything that’s come before

We are everything for ever more

K.C. Girl 
I was thinking about how I needed a ride

From the swimming pool to the other side of town

Yeah, I got a cousin, but it’s too late to call

And there’s a perfect stranger who can find me

In the last light of the parking lot

Thank you, Kansas City girl

With your long hair tangled, your tattooed skin

And your Hip Hop Hits radio

Turned down low, Kansas City girl

I still hear what you’re playing

Where I’m coming from ain’t the same ol’ rodeo

I was thinking about how quiet it can get

Paying for a ride and you both know what to expect

You got a job to do, I like to be alone

To watch the city scape and think about

How I’m old enough to be your mom

Thank you, Kansas City girl

With your long hair tangled, your tattooed skin

And your Hip Hop Hits radio

With your window down, I can feel the summer

It kind of makes me happy, it kind of makes me sad

I was thinking of all our destinations

Where do you go, when no one’s in the back?

Thank you, Kansas City girl

With your long hair tangled, your tattooed skin

And your Hip Hop Hits radio

Turned down low, Kansas City girl

I still hear what you’re playing

Where I’m coming from ain’t the same ol’ rodeo

Country Radio 
I work at the mall food court and when I get home 

I fix something to eat settle into my seat 

And turn on the country radio 

I know every word to every song 

And they make these lonely nights a little less long 

Cuz then I’m under the stars regular at the bar 

Got a perfect girl I got a worn-in truck

We go down to the river and the moonlight is silver 

But most of all I get to be in love 

I wanna be that boy I wanna be that girl 

I wanna know what it’s like to fall in love like most of the rest of the world 

But as far as these songs will take me is as far as I’ll go 

I’m just a gay kid in a small town who loves country radio 

I feel it in old time I feel it brand new 

That lonesome refrain the secrets and pain 

Like only a song can know you 

Then I close my eyes it’s like I clicked my heels 

That’s me in the story and the story is real 

It works like a charm I’ve got him on my arm 

Taking a chance on a dance while the band 

Plays our favorite song and we’re singing along 

And tonight he’s gonna ask my hand 

I wanna be that boy… 

And as I’m driving from work the sign at your church 

Says repent now you can’t go back 

To the ways of your past so I go twice as fast 

To turn you on so I can live like that 

Boy I wanna be that girl….
Muster 
All of the daddies were weathered, all of the mommas were torn

Still the whole village came in their finest to see 

what could possibly be born

Out of a house divided, in a world so brutal and maimed

But then we saw the kids and found ourselves saying

We’re gonna make it up to you

Every day of our life

We’re gonna make it up

We’re gonna get this right

Some people held their daddy’s guns; me, I hung mine on the wall

For every war we could have won without shooting them at all

Is this the best we could muster?

Custer or just prayers for the slain 

I wanna get this right and not the same ol thing

I wanna make this up to you

Every day of my life

I wanna make this up

I wanna get this right

Born of privilege, born of none

Hunger, disease- it’s all a gun

Clean your plate kid, I want you to understand

The isolation we breed, the hunger in Yemen

It’s your first lock down, you’re so young

But so are the kids under the barrel bombs

It’s the evil we helped let loose, it’s what we’ve become

It’s all a gun, it’s all a gun

I don’t know where we come from, what I know is that we ain’t done

We got the river running, we got the animal cunning

The back of a turtle, the Garden of Eden, the cosmic dust

Why do we keep on gunning?

I got no use for these ramparts, ivory towers or the lines in the sand

I think enough of the time, we want the same thing.

We gonna make it up to you

Every day of our lives

We wanna make it up

We wanna get this right

Feel This Way Again 
I know you wanna hurry through your homework

Youth is a hungry beast

I know you wanna rise in the west

And set in the east

You’re a planet and you’re being born

Your heart explodes in love and then its torn

One day you’ll try to make it back

When you’re older and you’re restless and you miss the past 

But for today just feel your feelings and hang out with your friends

Because it’s never gonna feel this way again

You probably won’t marry this one

Though she feels like your forever girl

 Somehow you’ll save the best for the last

Even as you’re saving the world

You’re a hero-heroine of destiny

And I would hand you the keys if it were up to me

One day you’ll try to make it back…

The music’s loud the band is tight

Your heart’s in your throat cuz it’s homecoming night

You dress up just enough to look dressed down

Look in the mirror you’re the mayor of this town

For everyone who put you down

We’re the ones who love you as you are

Walk it loud like you’re fluid and proud

You got permission to use the car

Tonight you got your playlists cranked

And the feeling is better than any one you’ve ever had

One day you’ll try to make it back

When you’re older and you’re restless and you miss the past 

But for today just feel your feelings and hang out with your friends

Because it’s never gonna feel this way again

Favorite Flavor 
There’s people everywhere, playing banjo

And the mandolin and guitar

What am I gonna do when she won’t sing with me?

She’s got a lollipop, it’s wild cherry

Her favorite flavor

She’s learning ukulele just like all the kids

She wants to play it her own way, just like I did

What am I gonna when my neighbors won’t 

Let their kid play with mine? We’re wild cherry

Our favorite flavor

With a billion songs inside her

You’d be a fool to try to guide her

Sing along but she’ll remind you

That fragile shell – you’re too clumsy to hold it

Her little wings-life will unfold them

She can fly, why would you hold her back?

The sun is coming out, the sky is clearing

The animals run and jump, and people cheer

What am I gonna do, it’s Independence Day?

Now she’s gonna play the drum

I see my neighbors and I say

Hey, have a lollipop

Hey, have a sparkler

Hey, let your light shine

Your favorite flavor, my favorite flavor, our favorite flavor

Sorrow And Joy 
We’ve had some good times

In photographs you see us laughing and carrying on

White shirts on the clothesline

Outside flapping like misshapen flags

And where are the claims that we staked when we sank in the mire

Motion suspended like stillness of birds on a wire

Look, in good order from tallest to smallest

Dressed up for the shot

Some of us got to go on with our lives

The ones that leave holes are the ones that did not

And if you believe you will see them again over Jordan

And if you’re not sure, you will plant them a tree in the garden

Sorrow and joy are not oil and water

They’re hater and lover, they inform each other

Attract and repel make us sick make us well

But in the end we must hold them together

On the day that President Reagan was shot

You skipped home from school thinking this was good news

We surrounded you horrified broke you to tears

But we’d force fed you politics beyond your years

And after you died it was me who had cried

At the memory

Some things would fade

But that image is clear as the day to me

Sorrow and joy…

Now you’re a still life, a rose on the table

 forever a child

My desperate desire just to ask you some questions

Your school picture staring back at me a smile

Plays on your face like the best of the times that we knew

And how the negative lights up the darkness in you

Sorrow and joy are not oil and water…

