Holed Up In Karamea (D Jacombs)
Living high on the high life | Crayfish and Krug | Another Queen Street cowboy | In a Brioni suit | Coked every weekend | With some high-end honey | A functioning addiction | To other people's money | We didn't stop when the market was tanking | We didn't stop till we hit the West Coast | Now the SFO and the denizens of banking | Want to turn us into toast 

I've got a suitcase of money and a Swiss passport | Holed up in Karamea at the Last Resort  

Drinking Rey Sol Anejo, shooting lizards for sport | Holed up in Karamea at the Last Resort

They say there's gold in the hills | And fish in the sea | And money that grows | On a money tree | Now my DB9 | Is waiting out back | Take me to the mines | On the Fenian Track | From the Opara river to the Blackball Hilton | The wild West Coast is the final frontier | Lost down here in splendid isolation | Following the ghosts of the pioneers

It's a long way from dining in Devonport | Holed up in Karamea at the Last Resort 

Villa incognito, who would have thought? | Holed up in Karamea at the Last Resort 

World's Most Jealous Girl (D Jacombs / J Michaelz) 
World's most jealous girl got stuck on me | Now all I get at night is the third degree

Nothing in this world can set me free | World's most jealous girl got stuck on me

Every time I go out for a beer | I walk in and she's already there

Talking trash and sitting in my chair | Every time I go out for a beer

She told me all she wanted was my heart | Then she went and tore my life apart

Maybe baby I just ain't that smart | She told me all she wanted was my heart

I don't have much more that I can give | The bailiff's repossessed my will to live

Now I'm running like a fugitive | I don't have much more that I can give  

Sometimes I Don't Recognise This Place Any More (D Jacombs)
Sometimes I don't recognise this place any more | It's almost like I'm living on some faraway shore 

Strange things are happening like I've never seen before | Sometimes I don't recognise this place any more

Lately I just want to hide my face in my hands | So much stupid shit out there I don't pretend to understand

Take you down, break you down and shake you to the core | Sometimes I don't recognise this place any more

Give me old time religion, brainwashing fools | Build a bomb in your kitchen, teach hate in your schools 

Poison the minds of the desperate and poor | Sometimes I don't recognise this place any more

Nazis and the Klan are out marching again | The ignorant and venal, the scared and insane

Fear and resentment have no sunset clause | Sometimes I don't recognise this place any more

Dickhead dictators spoiling for a fight | It's a wonder anybody can still sleep at night

Nuclear shadows; rumours of war | Sometimes I don't recognise this place any more  

Anyone with any chance has already left town | Out along Grey Street all the shops closing down 

Boarded up windows, boarded up doors | Sometimes I don't recognise this place any more 
We're All Strangers Here (D Jacombs / J Michaelz)
I know Barnaby Strange, he's a friend of mine | Cowboy boots and a buckled belt and he walks the line | Keeps his heart in an iron vault where the sun don't shine | Always wanted to be the man with no name | Pecos Bill lives on a hill with a beauty queen | She flew in from Seville, was the sweetest thing we'd ever seen | He shaved his head and he sold his shed now he's living real clean | They say true love moves in mysterious ways | I know dangerous Dan, he's a mountain man | Never talks much about three tours in Afghanistan | Keeps six chickens and a crazy cat in a caravan | I guess some people just don't like living alone | Jimmy the Jew is angry and blue and it ain't too pretty | They deported his ass and he lost his loft in New York City | Now he claims to be living in exile from a town without pity | Everybody's got some hard luck story to tell | We're all strangers here
Tryin' To Get To Sleep At Night (D Jacombs)
Now she's gone | You can do anything that you want to do | Now she's gone | You can go anywhere that you want to go | Now she's gone there's no one here for you to fight | Just don't think about her when you're trying to get to sleep at night  

Now she's gone | You don't have to worry about who, where or when | Now she's gone | You never have to look at that ugly old bathroom mirror again | No one is wrong any more and no one is right | Just don't think about her when you're trying to get to sleep at night 

Now she's gone | There's no one in the world who can slow you down | Now she's gone | You can be the king of this old town

Now she's gone | No more having to make excuses for staying out late | Now she's gone | No more knowing everything you do is up for debate | No more Sundays feeling hungover and acting contrite | Just don't think about her when you're trying to get to sleep at night 

All your friends | Ask if you're doing OK | You can sense | That they don't really know what to say | And it's easy to smile and to laugh and to be so polite | Just don't think about her when your trying to get to sleep at night  

Don't Take My Car (N Masters)
Canal Street ( D Jacombs)
Down along the wrong end of Canal Street | Is a little dive that every traveller knows | Orphans of the night come and go | Without a trace | No one asks your real name or knows your real face | Down along the wrong end of Canal Street | Is a little dive I once used to frequent | Played an old guitar to pay the rent | Now and then | Back a ways, who remembers when?

There's a dive at the wrong end of Canal Street | Where half the whole hep world have sometimes stayed | The jukebox in the bar always played the same tunes | Stevie Ray and Lady Day and Dark Side of the Moon | There's a dive at the wrong end of Canal Street | With a broken clock beside the till | As if time, time itself was standing still | Standing still | Perhaps it is, perhaps it always will 
