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I had wanted to go on a journey  
Wanted these songs to fly  
Above the sensible world they might lift me  
And I wanted to take you with me   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      Witnessing Page 
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   PREFACE 
 
 
 
“Publishing a volume of poetry is like dropping a rose petal down the Grand Canyon and 
waiting for the echo.”     
 
[Don Marquis in The Sun Dial] 
 
 
These lyrics and poems were written in the quiet hours between the demands of 
school, work and the other anti-poetical ‘stuff of life’.  They represent something of a 
‘poetic diary’.  Given this, I have included notes of explanation and context setting 
for some of the pieces.  As a general rule, the pieces in this collection were inspired 
by the things that have happened to Penny and I, and my friends and family, over 
the last thirty years, and by the sorts of dreams, stories and fantasies that have 
blazed across my imagination.   
 
At times the poetic experience for me has been a deliberate attempt at capturing the 
“tears and the years that our lives will be written in” – a self-imposed quest to 
render “life in art”, like Marcel Proust and others before me.  At other times, I have 
felt as if I were caught in the grip of “rhyming dogs” that compelled me, almost 
against my will, to write about anything and everything.  These “rhyming dogs” 
often fed on words and images given to me by friends and family, in everyday 
conversations.  The dogs take no prisoners but I thank you all for the lyrics given to 
me unintentionally.  In any case, I have decided to “release the hounds” in this 
collection. 
 
The lyrics and poems are presented in as close to chronological order as possible – 
from 2003 back to 1974.  There are some lost songs that I have only partial memories 
of and there are the songs from 1975 that are held by Nick Hawes in England. 
 
I have included guitar chords and notes on the music, for those of you who may 
have an interest in playing along with the Great Unknown Band compact discs and 
tapes that these songs are from.  The albums and tapes that constitute the audio-
record of these songs include work from the following bands and titles: 
 
Hew/Chell, Zenith, Almost Human, Far Cry, The Dunham Sessions (many tapes and 
albums), Sharp and Shy, The Earth, Captains Of Industry, The Song, The Rudiments, The 
Great Unknown (Band), Kisses From Shadows/Jewels From Tears, Bald Rapunzel, Pictures 
From A Life Of Ink And Ash, Live at the Muso’s Club, Invisible Wire, Fabric Of Blood And 
Flowers.  (There are also many year specific “new song” and “rough thunder” 
cassette tapes of acoustic versions of the songs, recorded usually at the time of 
composition in order to remind me of the melodies and the changes). 
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 AND FOR ALL OUR NIECES AND NEPHEWS 
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 THE WILD ABANDON 

 
 
Cmaj7+D  F#open+D 
I stared into the abyss 
The abyss looked back at me 
And I wondered what on earth 
 Am7  G 
There was in there to see 
 
All that wind and rain 
Made me wonder, in my way, 
What there really was 
To be washed away 
 
   Am7  Dsus2 
Chorus: Here I am, the empty one 

With nothing to rely on 
Am7 Dsus2  G 
Am I the lost child 
 Cmaj7+D Dsus2  Cmaj7+D G+D 
Or the wild, wild, wild abandon? 

 
The future looked back for me 
And what was I to do? 
I was looking at a future 
That didn’t include you  
 
Having looked into your eyes: 
Into time beyond measure 
What hope was there in me 
To nurture or to treasure? 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
21 August 2003 
 
[Penny and I are still working through the bleak vision of the future that came into 
our lives, along with her “diagnosis”, late in 2001 and the sense of approaching 
“abandon” that shadowed it]   
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     TOWN KILLER 
 

Em   C 
I’ve taken two hundred dollar taxi rides 
 G  D 
Seen a dog about a man 
Heard that a Monarch butterfly 
Can cause a hurricane  
  Em 
It’s the riddle of the dead, sometimes 
In my little town 
No one knows how the punch line goes 
S’pose that’s why were hanging around 
 
   C   G 
Chorus: Is there anybody out there? 
   C   G 
  Anyone moving in the dark? 
   C    G 
  Do these “new kids”, that we once were, 
   F G   C 
  Still kick around in the Park? 
 
  Do they drag through “Tidy Town”? 
  Do they skull “greenbacks” at the dam? 
  Are they wondering why they’re bothering? 
   C D  G 
  God knows, I know I am. 
 
I’ve seen the Dragons of the Wudang 
And snake wranglers, on T.V. 
But in the Land of Anacondas 
There’s none so scared as me 
  Em    C 
Keep the ”global flash points” and “unseen wars” 
  G   D 
And the “W.M.Ds”, they’re trying to track down 
There are lots of ways to kill someone 
But I’m being killed by a town!  
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
20 August 2003 
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    VOYAGERS  (ANYWHERE BUT HOME) 
 
 
She’s been seeking out 
The night behind the dark 
He’s been reaching for  
The bite behind the bark 
  
She just wants to taste 
One bitter grain of proof 
He wants to feel 
The pain behind the truth 
 
Chorus: So, here’s to the voyagers 
  Who set out from here alone 
  They’re looking for the path that leads 
  Anywhere but home 
 
She’s been working on 
Her collection of experience 
And she wants to bottle up  
The “essence of all that innocence” 
 
He’s been struggling with 
The demons within 
And he hopes he doesn’t have to  
Become one of them to win       [^] 
 
Bridge:  They’re walking in the world 
   They’re alive and, yes, they know 
   That there’s always somewhere else 
   And good reason never to go home   [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
20 August 2003 
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    RIOT OF GREY 
 
D# [C pos in 4 fret] G# [F pos in 4 fret] 
Lights come on, kids come home to 
T.V. blue caves, at the end of the day 
Home fires burning in family rooms 
 D# D#/D  Bbsus 
But they’re gunna go out one day 
 
Winter evenings, I ride by  
There’s an infinite sadness in the “everyday”   
Sometimes feels that you and I   
Are shades of grey on shades of grey 
   

  G#  Bbsus 
Chorus: We’re striking out and colouring in 
   D#    G# 
  There’s a journey somewhere waiting to begin 
   G#   Bbsus 

And we’re gonna break away 
 D#  G# 

  From this riot of grey  
 
We are monochrome 
Regular rainbows, don’t ya know? 
Two little splashes of drab stepping out 
Looking for somewhere to go  
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
19 August 2003 
 
[Most of the first two verses were used as the counter melody section in Prelude To 
Leaving on Fabric Of Blood And Flowers]
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    STEPHANIE ASHWORTH    
  
C    G 
Stephanie Ashworth’s a beautiful girl 
  E 
She plays bass in a band 
She keeps herself hidden behind the frontman 
Like a dainty deity 
   
There’s not enough truth in this lie of a world 
But there is no truer word  
She’s a bit of a bombshell and 
A little Joni Mitchellesque 
 

 F  G 
Chorus: Oh, I thought she must have been 

 E 
The one that they named “Something For Kate” after  

F  G   C 
Oh, I thought she must have been the one 

 
Stephanie Ashworth takes photographs too  
She’s a multi-talent 
She looks so artistic in those cute videos 
And she seems intelligent and cool 
 
Stephanie Ashworth is just the kind of girl 
Who appeals to boys like me: 
Independently mythical and strong,  
Young, blond, and unknowable 
 
Second Chorus: Oh, I thought she must have been 

Too good to be true and she probably is 
Oh, I thought she must have been called Kate 

 
Optional Bridge:  I don’t wanna stalk her 

Don’t wanna knife and fork her 
No one understands 
The man inside the fan  [To first chorus] 

Mitch 
 
19 August 2003  
 
[Written for the “idea” of the bass player in Something For Kate] 
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     SHADOW CHASE 
[Capo2] 
G F#open Em Cmaj7 
I’m in the car.  It’s raining____ 
Poor man’s diamonds dripping down 
I’m waiting for you so we can 
Rip the heart from this town 
 
People are leaving work 
Shadows running home 
But which shadow are you? 
That special darkness that is mine alone 
 
   C  D 
Chorus:  You can’t be trapped or tied  
   Can’t be bound by anything 
   But did I ever tell you 
     G F#open Em Cmaj7 
   You are my____________________ everything? 
 
It’s chilly outside now 
The night’s as cold as cash 
I’m spending breath in white clouds 
In the streetlight’s cruel splash 
 
And its later than it should be 
I kill time with my song 
Trying to convince myself 
You’re not already gone      [^] 
 
  Asus2 
Bridge: Any one in the night that goes by 
  D 
  Could be you and so I  
  Asus2 
  Look for you, some sign or trace  
  D 
  This is my shadow chase    [^] 
   
 
Mitch 
 
14 August 2003 



 24

  HIGH AND MIGHTY  (Beautiful Broken Wings)   
 
[Capo 4] 
D Em+d  G Asus2 
I threw down the sword 
Lay the shards on the shield 
Kissed my girl goodbye 
And walked away from the battlefield 
 
It was still light outside 
The neighbours were talking and calling 
It must have been good to see, the once high and mighty 
In the act of falling 
 
   Em   D Asus2 
Chorus:  We were golden and scarlet 
   Bound by wax and string 
   Hung between earth and sky  
   D Em+d  G Asus2  D 
   On beautiful broken wings 
 
I walked the streets for hours 
I had nowhere else to go 
It took all night to realize 
That these petty wars are all we ever really know 
 
I moved up to the hills 
Looked at what I was worth 
Didn’t want the world to see the once high and mighty 
Crashing back down to earth        [^] 
 
   Asus  Asus/G Asus/F# 
Bridge & Intro: One day I’m gunna get back up 

One day I’m gunna get myself together 
One day there’ll be one perfect day   
One perfect day after another     [^] 

 
 
Mitch 
 
14 August 2003 
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BOFFIN AND BRIDE 
 
In a spray of innuendo 
The speeches and the toasts 
“With you’s two’s brains” said the bride’s Dad 
“Your kids‘ll be ‘intellectual rhinestones’” 
 
Or it could have been “Einsteins”  
But the point of it was 
That, as they hacked the profiterole tower 
They were basking in love 
 
Chorus:  The boffin and the bride 
   On an irresistible tide 
   Physicist and physician 
   And a love not to be denied 
 
There’s a row of suits 
And a line of miss-matches 
A thrown bouquet and garter 
And some spectacular catches 
 
In the Garden Room 
The table candles are glowing 
And so are their candle-hearts 
With all the joy that is worth knowing  
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
9 August 2003 
 
 
 
[For Brendon and Yvette Hanna, who’s wedding Pen and I attended on this day.  
Yvette, also a doctor, was a friend of Penny’s during her medical degree] 
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    FINE AND DISTANT DAY 
 
 
 
A couple of careless keystrokes 
Tapped out into space 
Like spiky little darts 
In some bitter little race 
 
A “look”, whipped out like lightning 
That lashed this pain upon 
A hurtful little moment, 
But, a blink and it was gone 
 
Chorus:  Can we shrug it off 
   And laugh it all away? 
   Will this all be dead and gone 
   One fine and distant day? 
 
You told me what you thought of me 
Then soon apologized 
As though it hadn’t happened 
And, to tell the truth, unwise 
 
Was it your intention 
To strike out at me so? 
Or the weakness of a moment 
When you were feeling low? 
 
Bridge:   What happens in the “mean time”? 

Can we just carry on? 
Is there anything to be saved 
After the innocence is gone?   [^] 

 
 
Mitch 
 
8 August 2003 
 
 
[For Dad, who knows that the answer to the chorus questions will always be “Yes”.] 
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     THE BIG SCREEN 
 
She said: “You can keep your happy ending 
  It’s out of character for me 
  I’m more like the one who drinks alone 
  And dies young and mysteriously 
 
  I’d be better in black comedy 
  Something with a bloody twist 
  I’m more the dagger through the heart 
  Than the lingering last kiss” 
 
Chorus:  They could be perfect together 
   But they just can’t live the dream 
   So, they sit in the dark and project 
   Themselves on the big screen 
 
He said: “There’s something about love songs 
  But I only love songs about something 
  And I need my books to ‘sing’ about love 
  Even if love always comes to nothing 
 
  Here I am, the ‘word-man’ 
  Can’t say it plainer than that 
  And I need coffee, clothes and comedy 
  And I need them all black”     [^]   
 
Bridge:  Once, she gave him the flick 
   Love was terminally sick, in early scenes 
   But life and love must mean something more 
   Than the light and magic on the big screen [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
27 June 2003 
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     MONSTER HIP 
 
There’s a rose between her teeth 
A trickle of blood from her lip 
Fighting back tears and  
Still trying to be hip 
 
There are boys “on the sniff” 
Yeah, a dick-head and a drip 
And there’s a stud in her tongue 
Because she’s trying to be hip 
 
Chorus: Hope you get away 

That the dreams in your head 
Wake up to the nightmares 
And the monsters in your bed 

 
Taste the stranger’s kiss 
And other details, best to skip 
Of seduction and self-destruction 
On the hard road to being hip 
 
Lost years and one more dead kid 
And always one more “trip” 
And another cool monster 
Who is dying to be hip 
  
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
27 June 2003 
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  AUDREY HEPBURN  
[Capo 2] 
Am    C 
Sharp as a tactic, in some tragic stratagem 
 G   Fmaj7 
Til now it’s always been “Us” against “Them” 
 C   G 
Now, it’s “You V Me”,  so glamorous and tawdry 
 Fmaj7   G 
But, no matter what, there’s still an echo of Audrey 
  
   C/F C C/D C [Riff descends from F on D str.]  
Chorus:  So, love is hell and we never learn 
   And who can say that they never yearn 
   Fmaj 7   G 
   To be with, or to be 
    Fmaj7 [riff] G C/F C C/D C 
   The young Audrey Hepburn? 
  Am   C 
You were a bitter, little pill and I was a little tart 
Fmaj7     G 
All that “togetherness” was tearing us apart 
  C   G 
It was our World War IV, there were tears in the streets 
Fmaj7   G 
And after the battle, few survived the peace      [^] 
  
  Fmaj7     
Bridge: You adopted an attitude 

G  
Patrolled the lofty heights 

   Fmaj7   
  Built defenses by day 

G  
And broke down every night 

 
Mitch 
 
25 July 2003 
 
[After Breakfast at Tiffany’s and dedicated to Lisa who has more than just an “echo of 
Audrey” about her] 
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CAFÉ AT ST CLAIRE  [Capo 4] 
  G  F#open 

They wanted just to talk of love 
 Em   D 
Though they were both aware 
That would dance around the subject 
Like Rogers and Astaire 
  Am  G 
They could rarely ever find the words 
  D 
Though they talked for hours on end 
 Am   G  D 
And then, one day, he found a way to say: 
 Am G  D 
“I love you…  as a friend” 
 
Was it so very wrong of her to take that for a lie? 
Perhaps that was really rain on his cheek? 
Just something in her eye? 
   G D C G 
Chorus: Was it magic or coincidence 
   C     c        b     a   g     D        

That they found each other there? 
 G D C G  
And found the time to find themselves 
 C  b a   D  
In the café at St Claire 

 
Once, she said he was a phony, like a two-bit Bonaparte 
Hand on his chest - easily impressed by his first conquered heart 
 
So, he lashed out at her, Who knew what it would mean? 
Accused her as a ‘work in progress’ and a modern-day ‘Maid of Orleans’ 
 
Well, laughter usually saved them from the nonsense is dared 
When you’re lost in love and killing time somewhere [^] 
   

F Am7+f G 
Bridge: He walks by sometimes 

Take the table they once shared 
And kills another afternoon    
 Am  D 
Just wishing she was there    [x2] 

Mitch  
 
25 July 2003 (and 25 March 2001) 
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     SO WHAT? 
 
E 
So straight 
I’m wired 
So shot 
I’m fired 
 
A 
So “so-so” 
I’m “it” 
So missed 
I’m hit 
 
   E 
Chorus:  It’s all about me 
   Fiddle-dee-dum-and-dee  

I’m so flamin’ hot 
   But, so bloody what? 
 
So boned 
I’s a fillet 
So fried 
I’s a skillet 
 
So honed 
I’s cut 
No “ifs” 
“Ands”, or, “kiss my buts” 
 
    B7 
Bridge:   It’s all about attitude 
    Longtitude and latitude 
    Ruination, rectitude  
    Treachery, gratitude but, mainly…   [^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
23 July 2003 
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ZANZIBAR 
 
 
G G/F# Em  C Em Am 
I danced on a beach in Zanzibar 
Alone with billions of sand grains and stars   
Like a wave, I crashed on the shore 
I heard your whispered name, where the wild ocean’s roar 
 
  G 
Chorus: I was so innocent 
  C 
  I was so gullible 
  G 
  I trusted openly 
  C   Am  D 
  I was so lovable, Christ like and alone 
 
I danced on a beach in Zanzibar 
Turned blood to stone to be where you are 
But when I heard the surf pound out our sacred song 
Didn’t need to burn like a visionary to see you were gone [^] 
       Em G C D 
Bridge [after 2nd and 3rd chorus]: I danced alone_________   [x2] 
 
I danced on a beach in Zanzibar 
With nothing to show for love but the scars 
You washed over me just like a wave 
I stood my ground like a sandcastle – hopelessly brave  [^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
22 July 2003 and 13 December 1997 
 
[Originally called Sacred Song, this came from an idea, dance and journey of Ian 
Mitchell’s in the 1980s, although, as Ian pointed out to me once, he was never so 
innocent as the guy in this song] 
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     RECOGNITION 
 
 G    Am 
I was sitting in a restaurant on Friday night 
 D D  Am   D 
Feeling sorry for myself.  Anyway, what I meant to say was 
I saw a face I knew from years ago.  It made me want to disappear 
Failing that, I just smiled 
 
Bm      C 
“Don’t you recognize me?” she said.  “Has it really been ten years?” 
G   D  G  D 
She sat down and took a long hard look at me and, finally, said:  
G     Am     G 
“They tell me you’re a singer now?  The ‘world of neglect’, I fear, has kept us apart  
 G   D 
But I’m glad to find you well 
 
There were rumours you were dead or worse – was it: ‘married to a Med. student’?  
Anyway, it’s good to see that you haven’t changed at all 
Except for your hair and your eyes – they’re a little calmer now.   
Me?, still living downtown.  How can that possibly interest you.   
How’s the glamorous life?  What do the beautiful do? 
 
Have you sold any of those songs you sang me?   
C’mon, tell me everything.  Are the two of you still together?   
Well, if you’ve got nothing to say why don’t you come and look me up sometime.   
And then she left…  like I had left her, once before 
 
Then I said:  “Waiter, bring me another bottle of wine  
And a new glass for my friend, who just left, and get one for yourself 
Let the three of us drink to our mis-directions and misconceptions 
To the wine and the song, and let’s just hope 
 
That’s the last time anyone recognizes me tonight 
Because, while she was talking, I almost recognized myself”  
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
21 July 2003 
 
[Written originally in the late 1970s as A New Glass] 
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     OUT OF HERE 
 
 
We are a riot of grey 
Everyday rainbows, don’t ya know 
Two little splashes of drab 
Stepping out, even though there’s nowhere to go 
 
It hits home so hard, sometimes 
This hopeless, heartless, living, dying proof 
We can run a mile, for a little while, so long as we  
Never deny the truth 
 
Chorus: We will be remaining 
  Constant in our ever changing 
  Year after year, with the whispering fear:  
  “Will we ever make it out-of-here?” 
 
Down in “Deadly-dulls-ville”  
There’s the fresh breathe and the rattle of death 
But I wonder are our little rebellions 
Just the last revolutions left? 
 
Perhaps love has been responsible 
For these lines round our eyes? 
But, if it won’t make us beautiful, 
At least they’ll make us look streetwise    [^] 
 
Bridge: This is a song about an aging couple, reflecting on life and death.   

They were once young and in love  
And they dreamed about the big world outside their little town.   
In the end, however, they just stuck around.  They never made it out of 
here  

 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
27 June 2003 
 
[The first verse later went on to build into its own song: Riot Of Grey.]
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    GOODBYE TO ALL THAT 
 
[Capo 4] 
Bm(Ampos3Fret no bar) 
You read the book 
Em7+b 
I poured the tea 
Em Em6+F# Em6+G 
We spent the afternoon 
Em6 D Asus2  D Asus2 
In that silent          cacophony 
 
We sat by the fire 
The world cloaked in grey 
We’d finally arrived 
At the perfect winter day 
 
  C G 
Chorus: Here we are 
   C  G 
  Those days won’t be back 
   Em Em6+F# Em6+G 
  So,  why  did we  ever  
  Em Em6+F# Em6+G D Asus2  D Asus2 

Kiss  good  bye  to all that?_________________ 
 
They remember us still 
We were the: “perfect pair” 
I’d wait by the takeaway 
After work, and meet you there 
 
And we’d run the park 
Kick away autumn days 
Make time, love and promises 
To always be that way  [^] 
 
   Em Em6+F# Em6+G 
Bridge:  Champagne   desolate 
   And the lonely crowds 
   The minor-keys 
    D Asus2 D Asus2 
   And hallelujah silences   [^] 
Mitch 
 
27 June 2003 
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    THE CASE 
 
Asus7  [Riff: A, C,B,C,B,G] 
They were saying nothing, by the beach, in her car 
Soaking up the sadness, nurturing scars 
“Let’s not fall apart.  Let’s explode!” 
  Am7  G Em  Asus7 [Riff etc.] 
And there were bits of broken silence all over the bloody road 
 
Saturdays together with Sunday things to say 
Whenever they tried to talk it out, they always lost their way 
Sometimes it was certain, sometimes just a “maybe”  
Sometimes: “Let’s die young”.  Sometimes: “Let’s have a baby”. 
 
   C G 
Chorus: The kid was an original 
   C  G 
  You could see it in his face 
   C  G 
  She was pale and interesting  
   Em   Asus7 [Riff etc.] 

But the kid, now, he was a case   
 
In those days when every thing seemed significant 
She heard every word but never knew what he really meant  
After it was over, they hit the hard road 
But maybe they’ll meet again someday and break the code?   [^]  
 
   D 
Bridge:  Unemployed or Europe? 
    C- 

They were swamped for choice 
D 
She took solitude and beatitude 
 C- 
He set out to find his voice, because…   [^] 

 
Mitch 
 
23 June 2002 (and 13 - 14 February 2003)  
 
[Another Valentine’s Day song – sort of] 



 37

     BEAUTIFUL COOL    
 
[Capo2] 
C   G 
In the realm of the “beautiful”, 
C   D 
Lives an ugly fear, 
So, you maintain strategic innocence, and shed a tactical tear   
 
Nothing to write home about, your collection of grand regrets 
Add up to a row of zeroes but don’t count on all that nothingness, yet 
 
    G   C 
Chorus: Truth grates and lacerates 
   D  C  G C  D (C D) 
  An embarrassing parade of riches but no one should be fooled 
   G  C  D  C D 
  By the bored and the brilliant bastards and bitches  
   G C D C D 

Of the beautiful cool    [x2] 
 
You look good invisible, owe blank canvasses a debt 
I know the rage of the empty page  
but you haven’t got a handle on the emptiness, yet 
 
You feel you’ve been exposed, revealed, too truly to forget 
Stripped of any human dignity but you haven’t seen the utter nakedness, yet 

 
  Am   D 

Bridge:  Morning counts the cost 
   The waking and the excruciating 
   Am     D 
   Remember the perfect-party-whore 
   C  D G C D 
   You were the night before     {^] 
   
Mitch  
 
18 June 2003  
 
[Written on beer coasters and paper scraps, between the gigs, parties and hangovers, 
at the Armidale Musician’s Club, Brian and Jen’s Shed and the Harri-Mitchell’s at 
Beardy Street – over the June long weekend.  It draws on the ambience of mythically 
cool creatures like “Dick”, “Groover” and the millions who live for music but spend 
their lives pretending that nothing (let alone music) really matters.]   
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    BAND SONG     
[Capo 6] 
  G     Em 
I’ve been writing these songs and we’ve been laying them down 
 C   D 
For a quarter century now 
 G Em C D 
Seems like a decade too long, some how 
 
Its been my brother and me and some friends, as we go 
Trying to hack out a classic, maybe in another five hundred songs? 
 
    Em    D 
Chorus: Its been my world, trying to catch that knife 
    Em    D 
  Building word-walls, around my life 
   Em    D 
  May the applause crash down like a river 
    C  D 
  When the big-breaks roll in 
  Hey, I might drown or I might swim 
  I might chose to lose or win 
  But I’ll still be working on the lyrics 

When the black flood rushes in 
  Em (hammer on G) 
It’s been my world_____ 

 
I love the cable-snakes and the gaffa tape  
And the layers of cool that musoes drape 
Themselves in when the real deal is to sing about how you feel 
 
I love the amps and the mics and the extroverted types 
That live in bars and bands 
I love the empty rooms and the one night stands    [^] 
 
Love those Sat’dy night-punters and the good-time hunters 
Who work all week to see a band 
I even understand the demand for covers-blands 
 
So gimme music on the rocks, until The Reaper finally knocks 
Then, with a smile on my face, bury me in a road-case 
Where the Dingoes and Crows can count me in (2,3,4…)   [^] 
 
Mitch  
 
4 June 2003  
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     THE CAR 
 
[Capo 2] 
D(Cpos) Em (Repeat in blues progression) 
She’s got the blood-pump 
That she ripped from you 
Entangled on a chain and 
Am7   F#/Am D(Cpos) etc 
Hanging from the rear-view 
 
She’s got the powder 
Ground from your poetry 
With the stubs and the dreams 
And the dust in the ashtray 
 
  C G 
Chorus: She’s the driver 
  She’s the star 
  She’s laying rubber 
   Am7 F#/Am G Gsus2  G Gsus2 
  And you’re the car 
 
She’s got your soul 
Your marrow and your root 
Tucked away with the spare 
And the jack in the boot 
 
She’s got your intention 
To be her lover 
Stretched across the vinyl bench 
Like a velour-tiger seat cover.      [^] 
 
  Em G 
Bridge: Turn it on 
  Make the cut 
  Drop the hammer 
  Fire it up 
 
 
Mitch 
 
2 June 2003 
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     BOOMERS 
[Capo 4] 
[Intro: C+b(Apos-c5Fret)] 
D  Cmaj7+d G+d Asus 
In tin-pot towns and tenements 
After the second-world-war 
There boomed a generation 
 C+b(Apos-c5Fret)   D  Cmaj7+d G+d Asus 
With nothing to lose and everything to live for  
 
A globe dotted pink and smeared red 
But still they inherited the earth 
And their children would succeed them 
Qualified by an accident of birth  
 
  A  G C Em7+c 
Chorus: “It will all be ours!”  (Someday) 

 “We can just relax” (Someday) 
“We can make more love”   
  D  G+d Asus 
“But, failing that?” _________    
D     G+d Asus 
(We will have to live like there’s no tomorrow  

  We will pick our partners in that deadly dance 
We will have to hope that the brave new world    

          D etc  
Will give us all another (tell father and mother) give us all a second chance   

 
2nd chorus: “We will fly so high!”  (Someday) 

  “We will never come back” (Someday) 
  “Reach out for the stars”   
  “But, failing that?”  (We will have to live… etc) 
 
Through The Bomb and The Beatles 
The Cold and Vietnam war 
Boomers did what boomers do 
Having it all they still looked for more  
  
If you’re a “Latch-key Kid” or a “Generation X” 
Thumbs grown dexterous from S.M.S. text 
If you’re like me you’re looking at Plan B 
And wondering about “Generation Next”     [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
23 April 2003 
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    WILDEST MAN IN ENGLAND 
 
In Cornwall once I hitched a ride 
With a boy born by the Mersey 
He said: “I am the wildest thing 
From John O’Groats to Jersey” 
 
“That don’t mean much”, said I to him 
“This island’s full of mild-men” 
Looking back, I see now how, 
I had inflamed his inner-child then 
 
Chorus: On a wind-swept bar, by the Cornish coast 
  He revealed his effervescence 
  Wasn’t one thing bothered me the most 
  T’was his entire “f—n” [effing] essence 
 
He leaped up on the public bar 
Dropped his dacks and flashed his charmer 
He cried: “I’m the pride of all the land” 
But was ignored by those bored and drunken farmers 
 
Well, this incensed the wild man, who 
Having just returned from France, 
Knew a thing or two about what to do 
And so commenced to dance 
 
Well, there’s no Can-Can like the wild man can 
And he kicked and mooned a fit 
But things got pretty ugly 
When the wild man tried a split 
 
He had reached the sweaty climax  
He was giving it full throttle 
Until he did those final splits 
And sat down upon - a bottle 
 
They talk about it to this day 
From The Lizard to The Strand 
How Cornwall’s bitter best 
Tamed the wildest man in England     [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
April 2003 
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     I LOVE YOU, BUT…   
 
[Capo 2] 
E   A 
Everyone has a story in ‘em 
Some hide and others shout it 
But not all can be “happy endings” 
There is no doubt about it  
 
It was “Once upon a time” 
When ours did begin 
But now “happily ever after” 
Starts to wear a little thin   
 
     E 
Chorus: We were “right as rain” 
  B7  

Except for all the pain 
A 
As “sweet as a nut”  
 B7   E  A  
‘Til she said: “ I love you, but…” 

 
With outrageous slings and arrows 
We took our best shot 
But a little dandelion told me 
That she loved me not 
 
So, when the story’s over 
When they sell the movie rights 
Remember that, riding off into the sunset 
May be just one more lonely night       [^] 
 
  B7 
Middle: Sometimes it was beautiful 
   A 

Sometimes a little gory 
But at the end of the day 
Its still the same old story. 
 

 
Mitch 
 
30 March 2003 
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     DIGITAL RAT 
 
 
 
 
You’re a digital rat 
I’m an analog cat 
Well, “Gee Whiz” and “Golly Gee” 
We’re “incompatible technology” 
 
I was looking for a root 
You were looking to re-boot 
The problem was a hard one 
With all that incomprehensible jargon 
 
With all this taking and giving 
A solution will occur 
I know!  I’ll just get on with living 
While you remain an “internet voyeur” 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
30 March 2003 
 
 
[This came to mind with the digital rat that walks across the screen at the start of the 
movie Dare Devil – whatever happened to real rats in movies?] 
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 PRELUDE TO LEAVING 
[Capo 2] 
Am  G 
Down at the station 
He’s got his father’s case 
He’s got two hundred dollars 
  C Em    Dsus2 
And mother’s lipstick kiss smudged on his face 
 
Young and stupid 
He’s got everything he owns 
Doesn’t know where he’s bound 
Just knows that he can’t stay home 
 
    G Gsus2  G Gsus2 
Chorus:  He’s been gone_____ for years 
    Em Cmaj7  Dsus2 
   The family may be grieving 
    G Gsus2  G Gsus2 
   For some kids childhood is 
     Em Dsus2  G Gsus2  G 
   Nothing but a prelude to leaving 
 
There’s been trouble with the Cops 
And trouble with the girls 
But its nothing to what’s coming 
When he steps out into the real world 
 
The window frames a boy 
The train pulls away 
He waves his hometown goodbye 
Maybe a man will return one day?    [^] 
 
  D 
Bridge: Oh, there was someone once (TV Blue caves at the end of the day) 
  D+e(top)+f   Em6+d  D 
  Before the ugliness,   (home fires burning in family rooms) 

Drugs and thieving   (but they’re going to go out one day) 
 
  She was the sweetest part  (there’s an infinite sadness in the everyday) 
  A counter melody to  (sometimes feels that you and I) 

The prelude to leaving  (are shades of grey on shades of grey)  
[^] 
 
Mitch 
26 March 2003 (counter melody lyrics from Riot Of Grey – 19 August 2003) 
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  WITNESS THE YIELD (Song For Bruce And Jean) 
[Capo 4] 
D   Em7+d 
They first met up at Sydney Uni 
The fifties taught them respect and trust 
Studied hard, became teachers 
 F#open+d  G  D Em7+d 
And then, together, they reached out for us_______ 
 
They wrote a letter each day, the year they courted 
They were young and there was so much to learn 
But later, when I looked for all those letters 
I learned that some memories burn 
 
   G F#open+d Cmaj7  Em7+d 
Chorus: From north of the Harbour to west of the field 
  They started out together, like sword and shield 

And they beat them into ploughshares and tendered the garden 
 Am  Em Dsus2  Em [G (2nd time)] 
So that we could all be here to… witness the yield  [x2] 

 
From capital cities to the City of Churches 
They followed the work and they followed the dream 
While they looked for themselves, they lost each other 
But they built this family in between   
 
This year my sister chalks up another milestone 
And my brother’s chalked up a few of them too 
And there’s new hope and life in the beautiful garden 
And some beautiful new witnesses too     [^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
26 March 2003 
 
[Written on Judy’s fortieth birthday, in the days after the Springsteen gig, with Judy, 
Ian and Pen’s graduations on the horizon and played at Ian’s Graduation party.  This 
one’s for all of us] 
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     WE WERE EVER HERE 
[Capo 2] 
Dopen+f  Copen 
War broke out again today 
The worst of all our fears 
 G  F#open 
Now, who will ever know 
 Em  Dsus2 
That we were ever here? 
 
Now “Love” is best, they say.  But love’s just a laugh and a load of tears 
And who will ever know that we were ever here? 
 
     G 
Chorus:  This fragile world that we have made 
    F#+d 
   Turning in its milky way 
    Em 
   Is far enough from perfect 
    Dsus2 
   To be close enough to home 
 

Can’t see nothing for all this light 
   Hear nothing but whispers all the night 
   It must mean something 
   What do you want it to be? 
    

[“You have no messages” - As sampled and repeated, over the 
Sharp and Shy pattern, from voice-mail] 

 
Our little planet jewel is bound to disappear 
And who will ever know that we were ever here? 
 
In the cold and silent vaults of heaven, dark and distant, dear 
God knows… if we were ever here  
 
Mitch  
 
26 March 2003 (and 19 March 2003) 
 
[Written after seeing “The Pianist” and “Gangs of New York” in one intense day at 
Hoyts Complex, George St, Sydney, in the week that the 2nd war in Iraq began.  The 
line at the end of each verse is a paraphrase of the last line of “Gangs of New York” 
which resonated with me, as the credits rolled and U2’s Hands that Built America 
played] 
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SONG OF THE TRAIN 

[Capo 2] 
C   Asus2 
Sometimes as a kid, I’d run away 
  F  G  
Jump a red-rattler for a dare 
To the city and back on the clickety-clack 
The teachers didn’t care 
 
As a teen age traveler  
Too poor to pay the fare 
I’d dodge the inspector on the double-deck 
The world didn’t seem to care 
 
  F  C G  
Chorus: “I’ve got this job to do 

Sun and moon, wind and rain 
I’ve got to get the job done - again and again” 
Am  G  F  C 
That’s the song of the train    [x2] 
 

From windows on the world  
Passenger’s far-off stare 
Carriages full of dreams 
Being freighted here to there 
 
No matter where we’re going  
Or how far from Railway Square 
One thing I know for sure 
The train will try to get us there 
 
From steam and diesel 
To these electrics everywhere 
We love the sound of a distant train 
But the iron horses don’t care 
 
A twin ribbon of shining steel 
Beside a mighty river somewhere 
All the beauty given by a train  
And yet the train doesn’t care      [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
24 March 2003 
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   FLAME OF THE WESTIES 
 
What happened to the enemy,  
The bullies, bastards, boars? 
Do they strut and punt and booze 
And root their plastered whores? 
 
Drugs, Ughs and flanalettes 
Metal, Mullets, bars 
Chucking smokin’ doughnuts 
Dragging girls in cars 
 
Chorus: Don’t stay young in Blacktown 

What ever else you do 
Better beat it outta there 
Before they beat it out of you  

  
Don’t stay young in Blacktown 

 
The Law is where to score 
Needle, powder, weed 
But more shit’s the only harvest  
For the Blacktown seed 
 
We were lucky to get out 
Blacktown would have killed us 
Slowly, surely or, who knows,  
Cobby’s killers might have drilled us 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
6 March 2003 
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     PUBLIC PROPERTY 
 
 
 
 
The pregnant 
The bearded 
The straightened 
The weirded 
 
Goofy kids 
Should ‘a dids 
Crooked pollies 
All-sorts lollies 
 
Chorus: What starts out private,  

To you and me 
 Eventually becomes  

Public property  
 
Newly weds 
Lately deads 
Cabinet leaks 
Busy beaks 
 
Bridge:  And a fat man on a bike 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
24 February 2003 
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   THE WAITER  
[Capo 4] 
 Am7   D 
Some sorry old piano 
Am7   D 
Is dying a slow death 
 Am7   D 
While, up on screen, there’s a whispered 
G  C  D 
Ice cloud on your breath 
Your face, three stories high and me back fifteen rows 
But at least we are together, let’s see where this thing goes 
 
   G  D 
Chorus: This is love.  This is real 
   Em  C 
  This is how I truly feel 
   G D 
  Today you may be far from me 
   Em   D 
  But there’s two sides to every story 
   G  D 
  This is love.  This is real. 
   Em  C 
  Why don’t we make a deal? 
   G  D 

One day, I swear, I’ll be up there too 
   Em  D G D Em C   

And tell my side of the story, to you    
 
You see me in the dark out here and I know that it’s a lie 
When I see you shed a ten-foot-tear for some other guy 
 
I’m only working tables now but what I really do 
I take acting class so I can go to the movies with you     [^] 
   Em   D 
Bridge:   I found out where you live 
   Em  D 
   I waited, as arranged 
    Em   D 

Wanted just to talk, now they call it “stalking”  
 G C D   

And all my plans have changed… 
Mitch 
 
14 February 2003 
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    PRINCESS 
[Capo 4] 
C   G 
I know you have a tale to tell 
C   G 
Once upon a time it ended well 
C   G 
Though life’s a perfect mess 
Em  Bm  D 
Dry your eyes Princess 
 
You were damned and disarming 
When you stepped out with Mr Charming 
So, the glass slippers were a transparent lie? 
Princess, dry your eyes  
  

  G   F#/G 
Chorus: My precious little one sits sucking on her thumb 
   Em  Dsus  Em  Bm  D 
  Delightful, dumb and draining but Darling, who’s complaining? 
  Of all the boys who threw themselves at you 
  I’m the one remaining but Darling who’s complaining 
 
You may have burned your brain out but here you are 
Still resplendent in your wonder-bra 
In a “Saturday Sisterhood” silky dress 
Dry your eyes Princess 
 
The girls round here don’t ever learn 
Spat out, doomed, spittoons for sperm  
But you don’t have to be like all the rest 
Dry your eyes Princess        [^] 
 
 
Mitch  
 
12 February 2003  
 

[The “dry your eyes Princess” line is from a running gag between Ian and Beth 
Peters, and Kathleen and Trevor Dunham during the first week of the Telstra 
Country Music Festival – 15-20 January 2003 – great days of swimming, tennis and 
music.  The “burned your brain and kept your wonder-bra” and “spittoons for 
sperm” lines came from Cathy Lette during a conversation with George Negus on 
ABC TV, during the week of 4-8 February 2003, on the subject of the 20th 
anniversary of the release of “Puberty Blues”.] 
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   TONGUE LASHING (ALL CUT UP) 
[Capo 2] 
{D riff via E note to  G F#/G  G Asus] 
D   G 
She had other stuff to say 
    Asus 
But she said she loved me, anyway 
I was stuck for anything 
So I just said: “O.K.” 
 
She was a little on edge 
A nomad on a knife 
Her tongue was like a dagger 
And it cut right through my life 
 
     G 
Chorus: She had the final word 
     A 
  She made me shut up 
  D   G 
  How’d she make me feel? 
  Em/D Asus D [riff etc] 
  All cut up     [x2]  
 
She was up for anything 
It was a riot last night 
There was an angry mob, in her sweet gob 
Looking for love or a fight 
 
She had a lot to say 
I had a lot to learn 
We could take it day by day 
Or we could slash and burn   [^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 February 2003 (and 25 and 26 October 2002) 
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    YOU KNOW HOW IT IS 
 
[Capo 2] 
D 
This love was written in the stars 
D open 
With all the ancient secrets of the art 
Then cut down one night 
And wrapped around my heart 
 
And I saw it in you too, a light bottled up inside, 
A moment of truth…  that lied 

 
  C   G 
Chorus: I’d love to give the stars to you 
  C   G 
  And such mad dreams as this 
  C   G 
  To always be there for you 
   Em C G C 
  But you know how it is____ 
 
Once in every life, big questions beg the quest 
The chance to drag some meaning from the burning wreck 
 
And you are, for me, the joy and sorrow of the land 
My heart’s desire, my last stand       [^] 
 
  Am7  D  
Bridge: One brave and ragged hope 
  Am7  D 

A thousand songs and fears 
Am7  D 
Among other screams and whispers 
G  C D 
Unspoken all these years 

 
Mitch   
 
8 February 2003  
 
[This one’s for Pen.  It’s one of the few songs that I could write about how the 
diagnosis impacted]  
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    MY IMAGINARY HAPPINESS 
[Capo 2] 
Em C G F#open 
Here I am again________ 
Beside the Brisbane Road 
I should be away up north 
But I stay and down-load 
 
I’ve been hanging out 
I’ve been laying low 
Looking to spark some mystery 
From stuff I already know 
 
  C D G F#open 
Chorus: It’s a beautiful life 
  C D G F#open 
  And a beautiful mess 
  C D  Em+d 
  And sometimes it’s almost real 
  G F#open C D 
  My imaginary happiness    [x2] 
 
By day its sun and sweat 
And over frontal lobe 
By night I sit outside 
Beneath the flicker-globe 
 
And it’s not just any light 
Not brilliant, and yet 
I’ve learned to love the dark around  
My teardrop bayonet 
 
   C 
Bridge: And where are you? 
   G F#open Em 
  Magnificent in your wilderness 
   C  G F#open  Em 
  Soaring with success and the endless caress 
   G F#open C D 
  Of my imaginary happiness    [^] 
 
Lyrics and Music:  Mitch 
Original musical idea: Trevor Dunham 
 
6 February 2003 (and 15 January 2003) 
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     TIRED AND DRUNK 
 
 
If it’s not just what I think 
It’s something that I thunk 
And I’m not ashamed to be 
Among the tired and drunk 
 
Something stinks in here 
Maybe another cartoon skunk? 
Forever drawn to be  
Among the tired and drunk 
 
Chorus: They’re busy bees these Ts and Ds 
  In bar and club and market square 
  Almost as rare as you and me… 
  Absolutely every-bloody-where 
 
Things go bang in the night 
And sometimes they go clunk 
Yes, there’s an awful lot of love to make 
Among the tired and drunk 
 
Beautiful words get spoken 
And an awful lot of junk  
All the problems of the world get dunked   
By the tired and drunk 
 
 
 
Mitch  
 
6 February and 15 January 2003 
 
[Original idea written with Trevor Dunham, late one summer night during the 
Tamworth Country Music Festival] 
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     DYING TO BE 
  D 
You look like hell 
 Asus  
In a suicidal reverie 
 Cmaj7+d 
Astride the wreck of “What might’ve been” 
 Em+d  Asus 
The whip still in your hand   
 
Twenty something years 
Just slipped away like butter does 
So golden and dangerous 
Was that how it really was?  
 
    D G Em+d  Asus 
Chorus: Don’t be dying to be … 
 
You’ve been around the block 
All those axes out there, waiting 
Was it ever about love  
Or just a copulate of mating?  
 
I don’t want to change you 
Well, at least, not anymore 
I only want to prove that 
There’s something worth living for 
 
     D G Em+d  Asus 
2nd Chorus: Please, don’t be dying to be … 
  
    G  
Bridge: Would it really kill you 
   C 
  To just enjoy the ride 
   G 
  Let it crush us on the velvet shore 
   Asus 
  Beneath the iron tide 
  Em+d   Asus D G Em+d  Asus  
Because you know, you should only be - dying to be with ME! 
 
Mitch 
 
5 February 2003 
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   PERFECT STRANGERS     
 
G  Am 
I thought I’d be there for you 
 C  D   G Am C D 
And you for me but there were nights alone 
So next time that you turn the key, looking for me, hey baby 
You’re on your own 
 
You pushed it all a little too far 
With some guy in some bar, some “No-go-zone” 
So, wherever it is you are, my dear, near or far 
You’re on your own 
 
  C  D  
Chorus: We were good together 
   G   C   D 
  We were young, strong and stupid with the changes 
   C  D G  C D 
  But flawed and foolish became these perfect strangers  
  G C D 
  These perfect strangers 
 
I’m hanging in for a better life 
Not hanging around for the sound of the telephone 
So, next time that you call on me, one ,two, three, poor baby 
You’re on your own 
 
I wish you well, but can’t you tell 
The little blackbird has flown 
Wish I could be there to share that moment when you realize 
You’re on your own        [^] 
 
 
Some need a guide to get them by 
Like a sailor needs a star, up in the sky 
But, I needed all the years and tears to recognize the lie 
And one little blackbird to show me how to fly    [^] 
 
 
 
Mitch  
 
21 September 2002 (and  20 February to 6 March 2001) 
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     POSITIVE 
 
 D 
I’m all charged up, sparking, unbelievable 
Asus  
Had a great day, happiness inconceivable 
 G  F#open+g 
I’m so fired up, not the normal mess 
Asus 
And the only word is: “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 
 
   D 
Chorus:  We aint there yet 
    G 
   But how close can you get? 
   F#open+g 
   We got a way to go 
    Asus2 
   But we’ll make it I know 
 
   With love to give  

And a life to live 
How certain am I? 
  D G F#open+g Asus2 
Why, I’m positive…      [x2] 

 
I’m so revved up my engine’s hummin’ 
Beneath a clear, blue sky that I never saw coming 
I’m active, inspired, not the normal user 
No longer the loner, the leaver, the loser 
 
It’s all a rip.  The world is wonderful 
All the right attitudes I’ve got a bundle full 
You won’t get me with that negative spin 
The situation here is all Win! Win! Win!      [^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 September 2002 
 
[This was the first song written after we learned of Pen’s Tamworth Intern 
Placement, for 2003, which was when I knew that I only had months left at DIMIA.  
It was a job that I’d loved and hated and that I would soon enough miss but which, 
in those days, I couldn’t wait to leave] 
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   IMPRESSIONS OF A GIRL (Someone Else’s Girl) 
F  C 
Smokes and kisses 
G 
Drinks and smiles 
 F  C 
She talks about forever 
G 
For a little while 
 
She nestles and caresses 
And seems so near 
But she’s just a fleck of sail 
On an ocean of beer 
 
     Dm  C-e+d  G-b+d 
Chorus: Impressions of a girl__________________________  

Someone else’s girl 
  Might have been meant for me 
  Someone else’s girl  
 
She’s elfin and she’s horny 
And he’s about to crack 
When last seen on Oxford Street 
She was riding piggyback 
 
Everything disappears 
From this vanishing world 
But always last to go 
Are impressions of a girl…      [^] 
 
   C  Dm  Em7  G 
Bridge :  Help me now to understand the pain she gave me 

Help me now to find a way in this world without her 
Help me now to be a ghost to chase her fleeting phantom 
Help me now, help me now with these impressions of a girl [^] 

 
Mitch 
 
17 August (and 19 March 2002) 
 
[First written on the back of a Rory Ellis envelope at The Fringe in Oxford St – 
watching the twenty-ish friends and audience of Wesley Carr (young, pretty, singer 
and song writer)]
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     SONG FOR THEM 
 
[Capo 2] 
Dm7  Am7   G 
Guy I know writes only about the ‘real’ 
Dm7  Am7   G  
But I can’t tell what he really feels 
C  Em F 
Scenes from a lonely streetlight 
 G  Dm7  Am7  G 
In glorious black and white 
 
Girl I know sings her little heart out 
Being brave when first starting out 
Nails the boys, the love and the tantrums 
Hoping it’ll build up into an anthem 
 
  C  G  F  
Chorus: Some get by and never get it down 
  G    C G F 
  Going to the grave without making a single sound 
   G    C G F 
  They never know when they’ll be broken by that silence again 
   Dm7 F C G F   
  So, this is a song for them 
 
Man I know has a song in mind 
And all of life is a path to find 
A voice, one day, come to sing 
Some secret hymn for him 
 
Another I know just soaks it all up 
Life is rich and full is the cup 
Knowing it may all crash and fall 
And the next song may be the best of them all     [^] 
 
 
Mitch   
 
6 July 2002 (and 3 November 2001) 
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    CERTAIN GENIUS 
[Capo 7] 
G F#  Em 
You just turned your back on the world 
C   D 
You never felt at home 
Couldn’t stand the company 
Couldn’t bear to be alone 
 
You used to swing by here sometimes 
All banners flying 
A certain genius for song and word 
And a morbid fascination with dying 
 

Bm  Am 
Chorus: Look, it’s alright to love someone 

Bm    D 
So much that you lose your way 

  G F# Em    
But how long must I wait for you 
C  D  G 
Alone in the “blue and grey”?  
 

Your sister, who was a budding star 
Was working some pavilion show 
The lights went down that starless night 
And somehow she seemed to know 
 
In the end your voice rang out 
“Just one last song”, you said 
And then you went and left us all 
Hanging by a thread      [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
30 June 2002 
 
[To the tune of Blue and Grey – written originally sometime in 1980. 
 
Written after watching a documentary on doomed English folk singer/songwriter 
Nick “Hanging By a Star” Drake – who killed himself with pills in the 1970s.  It also 
drew something from my cousin Jenny’s partner, Gavin, hanging himself the week 
before]
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     TEN YEARS 
 
[Capo 2] 
C  Em 
More than ten years since 
 Fmaj7  G 
This town was any good for me 
 Am  G 
Since this job had any meaning 
 Am  G 
Or anything was real  
 
More than ten years since 
The Green’s Road terraces 
Summer early warnings 
Winter wet-lane mornings 
 
  Em  C 
Chorus: So, we move on 
    F  G 

And one day, maybe, it’s all clear 
 Em C  F  G 

  But who knows who or where we will be  (when we’re) 
  C Em F G 
  Ten years away from here 
 
C  Em 
More than ten years since 
Fmaj7   G 
I woke beside the birthday girl 
Am   G 
Who could have known  
 Am   G 
How far apart we’d have grown? 
 
More than ten years since 
She moved out of here 
Still, I love beyond distance, 
Time or tears         [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
8 June 2002 (and 1 and 26 November 2001) 
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     APRIL IN CANADA 
Herring are running the strait 
To thwart the plans of the fishers 
But sea lions need no license 
To gorge themselves on wishes 
 
The kids build muddy castles 
We walk along the beach 
The mountains on the mainland 
Remain beyond our reach 
 
Dying tones of winter-glow 
Spring shoots up from the ground 
The naked bush of a week ago 
A colour explosion without sound 
 
An otter swims in the shallows 
The fleet is in from the sea 
Logs on the beach beggar belief 
Slumbering as far as the eye can see 
 
Tortured shapes of windswept trees 
A testament to the wind 
That rolls in from the Pacific 
And then all the way round again 
 
An immense ocean of empty 
Huge waves pounding the coast 
Storms drop by to play fiddlesticks 
A driftwood casual boast 
 
This rain created the forests 
Nineteen inches fell once in a day 
Towering thousand year trees 
Soak tired feet in the peat and the clay  
 
Bears and a couple of cougars 
Also live in these woods 
We had our Canadian picnic 
In fear and wonder we stood 
 
The fleet was dusted with white 
And soon it was time to go 
Home to another harbour 
Where rain doesn’t turn into snow    
 
Mitch and Chris Clark  
13 May 2002 
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MOCKERY OF WHORES 
 
[Capo 2] 
Em+g+d  F#open+g+d  G+d+g 
There’s a guy on a stage in a horseshoe bar 
He’s a little bit folk, and a little funk 
He says: “I’ve been ignored by experts 
 C+d+g    [Em+G F#open+g G+d+g  x2] 
So I’m happy to be ignored… by a bunch of drunks”_________________ 

 
He spilled a little blood up there, didn’t he? 
Shot some soul out into the void 
But songs hard won from a lonely life 
Are murder… by another word 
 
   C+d+g  G+d+g 
Chorus: He says:  “Thank you all for coming 
   C+d+g  G+d+g F#open+g    

And thank you all for knowing____________ 
   Em+G  F#open+g G+d+g 

That this means everything to me 
 C+d+g  [Em+G F#open+g G+d+g   x2] 
So, I thank you all… for nothing”____________________ 

 
So the beautiful and bored 
Pour out the doors 
An insult to the Darlo night 
And a mockery of whores 

 
The singer sings his last  
To smattering applause 
Barman slips him something from the till 
It’s the final mockery of whores      [^] 

 
 

Mitch  
 
19 March 2002 

 
[Written on Rory’s envelope at The Fringe in Oxford Street, while he and his funky 
friend Jay were ignored by the current generation of disaffected, cool and beautiful 
people]
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     TORTURED SONG 
[Capo 2] 
D 
All the damned kids 
 Em/D 
Don’t know why they come 
G  A 
What to say or where to go 
  G A  D 
They don’t even know why they’re young 
 
All the damned kids haunt the Paddo bars 
Mean no harm by the hurting, they’re just flirting with who they really are 
 
   Em  G D 
Chorus:  But I’m happy to be over it     
   So happy to be gone 
   Far from the drunken, dungeon world 
    A7sus   D Em G A 
   Of the tortured song    [x2] 
 
All the damn kids try to say it all 
With a few spray-can swipes across old Victoria Barracks’ wall 
 
All the damn kids, with every day done 
Are still wasting their time wondering why they’re still so damn young  
  
When I was a kid I used to see 
Some old, bar room fart scratching nostalgic poetry like me 
 
But I never saw how it all might turn out, as I crashed through the door 
Wondering who was who and what it was all for 
 
 
Mitch  
 
19 March 2002  
 
[Written on the back of a beer coaster waiting for Rory Ellis at The Fringe in Oxford 
Street – watching the twenty-ish friends and audience of Wesley Carr (a young, self 
absorbed singer and song writer)] 
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  FABRIC OF BLOOD AND FLOWERS    
D 
Life is a cruel masterpiece 
Dopen+b 
We’re all hanging around for a quick release 
Someday they’ll tear it all apart 
And danced naked around your Picassoed heart 
 
Lies like: “perfect kids” and “goddess wife” 
Tell you something about my imaginary life 
But the way they rip the mask from you 
Is never as bad as the next day and the Supa-Glue 
 
  F#open+d (rising to…) D 
Chorus: That’s the way it goes… 
  Minutes build to hours 
  And one day they’ll dress you in 
   C 

A fabric of blood and flowers 
 
I saw the starry universe, one night 
In a back room, by candlelight 
I watched it all come and go 
In a kind of faded glory, ghostly glow 
 
The regular rakes where there 
The ragged boys with immaculate hair  
And the pretty girls around them played 
Strange how the thoughtful uglies always stay away   [^] 
 
  G    D 
Bridge: I’m still watching the world  
  C 

I see all that dying’s still out there to do 
G  D    
Life’s just a fabric of blood and flowers  
C  
Thrown over you 
 

Mitch   
 
29 December 2001 (and 25 November 2001)  
 
[After Thailand and Penny’s cancer diagnosis - originally from notes made watching 
Rory Ellis at The Basement.] 
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  BLOOD, SING, SOME, EVERYTHING 
 
 
 
Did some damn fine damage 
The longhaired son of Sydney 
To health, wealth and self 
(Brain cells, liver, kidney) 
 
Did some damn fine damage 
When young and full of tricks 
All denim, Docs and dick 
His view was full of brick 
 
Chorus: Some were out for blood 
  Some came here to sing 
  Some came down with some 
  But he was here for everything 
 
Platforms, skimpy minis 
Whistling wolves and chat  
A slimy mullet, ‘Vinnie’ 
When ‘spit it out’ stayed spat 
 
Some things are hard to register 
Parts of him are dead 
But the music still gets through 
And all the stuff that they said 
 
Bridge: Gaffa on his moosh 

He hits the home straight 
In a job that’s so damn cush 
Even the bad times are great 

 
Mitch 
 
9 December 2001 
 
[Something about a 1970’s wild youth and a 21st century middle age.] 
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   TAKE NOTE 
 
 
 
It’s a classic thrash 
By some negative youth 
A work of original mystery 
Or a tired spoof 
 
It’s a slammin’ riff 
By some Nashville cowboy 
But it seems to be the fashion 
To suck out any passion and joy 
 
Chorus: When music lets you down (you’ve got to take note) 
  It’s a long way to fall (take a note from me) 
  Because I was once young (too young to take note) 
  When I answered the call (take note from me) 
 
It’s another urban massacre 
A B-grade flicker splatter 
But even if it’s the latest monster 
Nothing seems to matter 
 
It’s a wunderkind masterpiece 
All moody, dark and grainy 
I want to blow it away 
Can you honestly blame me? 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge: You’ve got to give a fuck 
  Give someone your vote 
  Give someone else your all  
  And always take note 
 
 
Mitch 
 
2 December 2001 
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     THE WRITER    
 
 
In some caravan word lined room 
Sits an urban-folk singer and fighter 
Who knows no mere performer’s loneliness 
Can ever match up to that of the writer 
 
In a venue, packed out for days 
Performs the seal-soul of a skiter 
But some poor, pale ghosts’ power to move 
Can’t hold a candle to that of the writer 
 
Chorus: In the starless sky 
  I’ve sensed a shadow of birds  
  And in the cruel dark of night  
  I’ve soared upon the utter blackness of words 
 
On a stage unknown to the wise, 
The foolish do dance ever lighter 
But the dazzle of the dunce’s delight 
Can’t beat the lyrical prance of the writer  
   
In a time of enchantment and fear 
When the world is at war with some dashed blighter 
When the West and the East look around for release 
May they find peace in the words of a writer 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
2 December 2001 
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     THE BASEMENT 
 
 
 
Backstage at The Basement, it’s a beery little box 
And everyone loves your work, at the school of soft knocks 
 
The poolroom’s passed the fairy lights, walls lined with last year’s stars 
Two blocks south of Circular Quay, it’s the last of the horseshoe bars 
 
The waitress leaves a plate, she’s hoping my change will wait 
The M.C. pumps it up a notch, he’s as smooth as a shot of scotch 
 
A wick in oil and barroom babble, I write an inky line of dabble 
On stage a singer, I now know, is from Melbourne, via Mexico 
 
Chorus: And someone else is after that 
  In the dark, where famous folk have sat 
  In The Basement crowd, alone 
  I’m hitting bottom so often, these days, The Basement feels like home 
 
The tables empty up and some band sprays it around 
While backstage past-act posters are intent on staring me down 
 
When I watched the mainstay sing, I saw strangers getting close to him 
When the bar-fools talked it up.  I heard the sound guy call: “Bloody shut up” 
 
Mainstay’s as good as churches are, solid, tight, hideous, afraid, bizarre 
So sick, slick and smooth, with nothing to live for, lose or prove 
 
There’s a whiff of desperation in the stage sharing situation 
Every one wants to be the one to win some ruthless exploitation 
 
So, I feel close to all the musos, rat-bags, whiners, boozers 
Who have made The Basement so chock full of ghostly losers 
 
 
Mitch 
 
21 November 2001 
 
[Notes on beer coasters from watching Rory Ellis go on fourth, at The Basement] 
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     SHE WAS 
 
 
 
 
She was on borrowed time 
Measured by the sun 
Overdrawn to the moon 
But she reckoned she owed me one 
 
She was a good citizen 
Loyal to a fault 
Believed everything I said 
And still took it all with a pinch of salt 
 
Chorus: That’s how she was 

One vast, majestic question 
  The answer was: “Just because” 
  Because that’s just how she was 
 
She was a party girl 
Who was lonely in a crowd 
Shy and sad and sensitive 
And, modestly, proud 
 
She was on her way 
Had somewhere fine to go 
She was everything to me 
Now, she’s just someone I used to know 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
14 November 2001 
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    THE LAST ONE 
 
 
 
I had one too many 
I said too much 
And look at all the hurt I’ve done 
No, I shouldn’t have had that last one 
 
I drank all night 
I felt alright 
I was ready to greet the sun 
I just shouldn’t have had that last one 
 
Chorus: Not the first, second or third 
  Not the self pity in every word 
  It’s not everything beneath the sun 
  I just shouldn’t have had that last one 
 
There’s nothing wrong with where we’re from 
That somewhere else won’t fix 
And if the next town along doesn’t get it done 
It’s gotta be better than the last one 
 
I’ve been rambunctious 
I’ve been a bum 
But of all the women that I’ll ever love 
You will be the last one 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 Mitch 
 
11 November 2001 
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    FINAL JACARANDA BLOOM   
 
 
 
 
 
My lonely, lovely rebel  
Who’s struggle, now, is just to live 
You’ve earned the right to hate 
But choose, instead, to forgive 
 
 
Chorus: Land or sea may hold you 
  As night hangs from the stars 
  But my love will wrap around you 
  No matter where you are 
 
 
My student of the rain 
So brilliant through this gloom 
And only a year to go until 
That final Jacaranda bloom 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
8 November 2001 
 
[For Penny – the student who fought cancer and didn’t let it beat her, on the hard 
road to that final Sydney University quad jacaranda bloom]
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     DRUMMER GIRL 
 
 
 
 
On the bush-band circuit in outback Oz 
Worked “The Skeeter Band and the Mighty Moz” 
And one night, at a community hall 
In walked “that girl”, the one who has it all 
 
A beautiful moosh and hair of steel 
And some of that software looked better than real 
It was hard for the boys, when they caught the whiff 
Her scent was enough to make a dead man stiff 
 
Chorus: Lord, I’m looking for rhythm 
  All I want is a good time 
  Just count me in to that beat again 
  The drummer’s a friend of mine 
 
She danced, front-of-stage, all night 
A little bit loose and a little bit tight 
She took a shine to the drummer, they say 
He could keep time with her any day 
 
She wrote in lippy, on his snare drum 
“I hope I’m there, next time you come” 
They slipped away, into the night, they say: 
“We lose more damn drummers around here that way…” 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
7 November 2001 
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    THE NEW 
 
 
‘Romance of the troubadour’ 
Dealt by bottom-shufflers 
Un-paid gig-ster barons and 
Blown-out, bastard mufflers  
 
That “old-world hero” ethic 
From spouters of the jingo 
Charlatans and shovellers 
And spin-sters of the lingo 
 
Chorus: The new is old again 
  Old is new, and then 
  The new is old, my friend 
  Up until old is new again 
 
The ‘mystery of love’ 
A jingle on a flute 
Champagne and a shag 
A toot, a boot, a root 
 
The ‘innocence of youth’ 
In the province of the fool 
Emotion, like an ice-burg, 
Can be archeologically ‘cool’ 
 
This ‘wisdom of the ages’ 
The pitter-patter of tiny platitudes 
A hardening of arteries and 
A stiffening of attitudes 
 
Towers come killing down 
They make a hollow sound 
It’s the whole world getting screwed 
Now, that is fucking profound 
 
 
Mitch 
 
2 November 2001 
 
[Eight days out from the ‘Tampa’ Federal election] 
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    STARLIGHT BURNS ON 
 
 
 
In the family car in Canada 
Dad lays out what the options are 
“You can get a job or go to Uni. 
But your chances as a musician are puny” 
 
In the backyard, in our hometown 
Mum lays her reasoning down 
“You may have wondered what I pushed you for 
It was so you might survive a war” 
 
Chorus: It all comes down to moments 
  To honest things, once said 
  The same way starlight burns on 
  Long after stars are dead 
 
At 18, beside Grandpa’s death bed 
These are a few of the things he said: 
“Working and reading will be good for you 
But above all else ‘to thine own self be true’” 
 
At APEX Lookout, I asked my future wife: 
“What are you doing the rest of your life?” 
She said: “Marriage may be something to do. 
Because I can’t imagine not being with you”. 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 November 2001
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    RISE UP  (DEATH TO TYRANTS DAY) 
 
[Capo 4] 
 Am  G 
That’s how he tried to change us 
 D 
That shocking ignoramus 
Snooping through our secret stuff 
Like some pathetic shamus 
 
He sold us all a twister 
That frightful, frigging blister 
And he wants to be a friend of ours 
Our brother and our sister 
 
   G Em 
Chorus: People rise up 
  C  D 
  Love against violence 
   G  Em 
  This time ‘Reclaim The Night’ 
  C  D  G Em C D 
  It’s ‘Death to Tyrants Day’ 
 
When that brutal beast 
Sits down to the feast 
What are you going to do 
When it’s you who’s on the menu? 
 
He may be your boss, President or Minister 
He may be sweet, smooth or sinister 
But in the halls of privilege and power 
They will yet rue the hour that… 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
9 September 2001 
 
[Written for Lisa and Ian and the “Reclaim The Night March”.  It was not submitted 
to the committee, as it was not composed by a woman.] 
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   THE STORY OF MY LIFE (SO FAR) 
[Capo 7] 
Am7  Em7/C 
Killed by caresses 
On a sea of drunken mattresses 
Welcome to the stormy life 
 C b a g e G 
All rages and excesses 
 
Brutal, blonde and brittle, I was a handful when I was little 
Mother gave the best she had for me 
While father showed me how the world would be 
  

 C Em7/C 
Chorus: Ah well, there you are… 
  Am7  Em7/C 
  In full cry and full sail 
  C   Em7/C 
  ‘Proof of love’ - why, there’s the scar 
   C  b a G F#open G/C  
  The story of my life, so far 
 
School was an outright shocker, the only dream was to be a rocker 
So I drove that stake into my heart 
But never learned the awful industry of the art 
 
Working was a lesson in treachery, playing in the band just made a wreck of me 
But I learned what it all really meant 
When I got a job working for the government    [^] 
  

 D Am7 
Bridge: I want to bleed like poetry 
  G   F#open 
  Disgrace myself with wine 
  D   Am7 
  I want to sing like Freddy Mercury 
   G  F#open 
  To take and hold a noble line 
  Em7/G  F#open  Em7/G 
  And I want the unattainable [X3] to be mine  [^] 
 
Mitch  
 
15 August 2001
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    COMPANY OF TEARS  [TECHNO PUP] 
 
Mum got me a techno pup… 
D A G A 
I lived that way for years 
My only friends the company of tears 
They’re as close as they can be 
And they’re always there for me 
 
Somehow they always know 
That’s when they seem to show (up) 
Why do the company of tears arrive 
Whenever you go? 
 
  Am  G 
Chorus: They are the worst of times 

With the whole world on my mind 
  G   D 
I lift my spirits with some friendly beers 
 D   A  D A G A 
And, pretty soon, I’m in the company of tears 

 
They can be dismal days 
When I enter the ‘crying-zone’ 
But in the company of tears 
One thing about it, you’re never alone 
 
If I had a dollar 
For every tear I ever cried 
I’d have a pool of money 
That’d make you weep how wide 

 
B7   C7 

Bridge Rap: Mum got me a techno pup.  It walks talks and is just like a robotic 
puppy.  You feed him with his metallic bone and he will beg, yawn, yap and make 
many more noises.  It also does actions to match its noises and is always keen to play 
a game of fetch in the backyard.  Sometimes it likes to quieten down and play poker, 
solitaire or even snap with me on a rainy day (as we all know that robots are 
extremely sensitive when it comes to water).  Mum got me a techno pup. 
 
Lyrics:  Mitch and Caitlin Allsop.   
Music:  Trevor and Kathleen Dunham and Mitch.  
 
10 July 2001 (and 11 September 2000) 
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     NEVER NASHVILLE 
 
 
 
I’m never going to Nashville 
You’ll never find me there 
I’m never going to Nashville 
Not even for a dare 
 
All of the old rockers 
Who flog CDs in the clubs 
Are going solo and going folky 
Going soft and going hokey 
 
Chorus: But I’ll be working hard 
  Using all my skill 
  I maybe over the hill 
  But I’m never going to Nashville 
 
I may be off my trolley 
Going loopy with the strain 
But of all that I, one day, might be 
I won’t be going “country” 
 
Hell, I shouldn’t say for sure 
Not be so absolute 
I suppose they might prize my dead body 
Into a pair of cowboy boots 
 
 
Mitch 
 
23 May 2001 
 
[A ‘working musician’ is an oxymoron to me 
But even being four years dead  
It don’t mean that the overheads 
Aren’t still killing me ] 
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    THE HOLLOW RING     
 
A 
Dad loved a fight.  Mum loved a drink 
D     A 
So there was more love at home than you might think 
I learned to fight my demons down at Johnson’s Gym 
My bed was a sleeping bag on the monster’s canvas skin  
 
  E     D 
Chorus: One night when I was nearly dead 
       E 
  There were eight drops of blood around my head 
      D  
  “One fine day, one perfect swing 
       A  

And I’ll walk away from this hollow ring”  
 
Mine’s a battler’s tale, dead-straight and a little twisted 
I pounded on these hands for years ‘til I was hammer-fisted 
All the while that I was fighting was for something I had to say 
Then I heard the secret language of six steel strings and I had to learn to play [^] 
 
  G   D 
Bridge:  I’m still making my way 

But the road is just so long  
Every night I still fight for my life 
 C  
Only this is the: “Battle of the Song” 
 

I have “Three ways” and my three girls 
And St Kilda is a shitty hubcap that taught me about the world 
So, I’m sleeping in the car tonight and “Hi!  My name’s Rory” 
Let’s share the urban emptiness, it’s all a part of the story    [^] 
 
Mitch  
 
17 May 2001 
 
[Written for Rory Ellis] 
 
This is taken from tales unleashed by the dread Guiness, one winter’s day in a beer 
tent in Canberra, and thereafter.  Until I met Rory, at the National Folk Festival of 
2001, I still nurtured dreams of returning to the singer-songwriter’s road that I had 
turned away from in my twenties.  Rory was so good at his crafted performance and 
so dedicated to his chosen path that I realized three things: it was a hard life, a lonely 
way to go and it didn’t pay as well as my day job.  And, guess what?  I still dream of 
joining him out there: “someday, someway, somewhere”. 
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     GET AWAY 
 
 
 
 
Always a little tricky 
A little rhetoricky 
A little down to earth 
And a little hypothetical 
 
Until the big reality 
Fed by forced frugality 
Put some questions in his head 
“One day?  Me? Dead?” 
 
Chorus: Get away, get away with ya 
  If death comes my way 

One thing I’m gonna say is 
Get away, get away, get away 

 
Might have been a little mean 
But he always seemed so clean 
Tubular and regular 
A man, a plan, a scheme  
 
Sometimes a little freaky 
His boat a little leaky 
Was he torn?  Was he a rip? 
Or was he just a little drip? 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
15 May 2001 
  
[Very late and at the mercy of the rhyming dogs] 
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    SOMEWHERE IN THE WORLD TONIGHT 
[Capo 3] 
G  C 
I have been looking  
G   D 
For a way to break through 
G  C 
You don’t even know it, but 
 Em 
I am living for you 
 
I’ve had good reasons, 
Seen through my eyes, 
But I turned all that promise 
Into a lie 
 
  C D 
Chorus: I know I needed a kick-start 
  But things are running so right 
  There’s at least one less lonely heart 

     G 
Somewhere in the world tonight 

 
When I played my music 
I dreamed of the dancer 
And if ever I found you 
I’d have my answer 
 
We have a future 
To build upon history 
And you’d be the key  
Unlocking my great mystery      [^] 
 
  Am  G 
Bridge: I can get it together 
  I can win this fight 
  C D 
  Just as long as you’re out there 
   C  D G 
  Somewhere in the world tonight    [^] 
 
Lyric by Mitch 
 
Music by Trevor and Kathleen Dunham 
 
3 April 2001 (and 24 August 2000) 
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     GOLDEN AGE 
 
 
 
In the silent age 
A flickering beauty 
Is captured forever 
In a late night movie 
 
Her delicate face 
Shines from the gloom 
She’s like a flower 
That blooms into my room 
 
Chorus: We are the last of the lovers 

Stars of screen and stage 
  And we are nothing like the others 
  For we are living through an endless golden age 
 
She’s black and white 
Trapped in a time before colour 
But she lights me up  
In one classic after another 
 
I tremble at her voice 
The story has its twists 
One thing we have in common 
Our love can’t really exist  (but…) 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 April 2001 (and 11 September 2000)
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    ANOTHER FLOWER IN THE VASE 
 
Those places hold our history 
Quarry, arcade and creek 
The school and the town 
We spent a lifetime there, one week 
 
Then you moved south to the capital 
To Higgins and to Florey 
Married the love of your life 
And wrote chapters on to your story 
 
Chorus: There they go, the nights that thrilled you 
  And the good ol’ days flash by like cars 
  But, you know, the pain that almost killed you 
  Was just another flower in the vase 
 
When they tried to destroy you 
Things became a little weird 
From the wreckage, music came to buoy you 
But who are you really, behind guitar and Ned Kelly beard? 
 
Life began again, after all the hard slog, 
Now that three great kids have come along 
So, tonight, onto the back-catalogue 
Let’s strap “another flower” and throw another song     [^] 
 
Bridge: I will be there for you and you for me 
  Sometimes we’ll sing “Innocence and Charity” 

For I am the “old friend of the family” 
  Who’s taking his time writing your biography  [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
31 March 2001 
 
For Kathleen, Amy, Bill, Josie and, of course, Trevor 
 
[“Just another flower in the vase” came from Kim Bassinger’s interview on From The 
Actor’s Studio] 
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    SOMEBODY’S HOME 
 
 
 
Ghetto footage of a place that time forgot   
A montage of grainy black and white shots 
And as I watched it on the TV, alone 
Had to remind myself it was somebody’s home 
 
I saw a landfill yesterday 
A garbage mountain by the highway 
Just junk that had been thrown 
Hard to believe it was somebody’s home 
 
Chorus: We all get there one day 

Though we come by different ways 
Air, earth, water, fire, stone 
But everyone has a home 
 
Sky for a roof 
But at least it’s our own 
The lights may be out 
But somebody’s home 

 
A red-light district at any time of day 
Street-porno, neon glitz, urban decay 
It’s all so sexy, there’s a harvest of bone 
Hard to remember that it’s somebody’s home 
 
A suburban shit-hole in the headlight’s shine 
Car wrecks, kill-dogs and nappies on the line 
The whole thing was a war zone 
Hard to believe it was some kid’s home     [^] 
 
Bridge: They may live rough but at least they live 
  And though he had nothing much to give 

Grandpa wrote my family a letter: 
  “Hope the kids grow up to dream a little better” 

 
Mitch 
 
31 March 2001 
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    EVERYTHING AND YOU 
[Capo 2] 
D 
Not trying to be smart 
  E  
Not trying to be clever 
   F# 
Just one question to ask: 
   D 
What are you doing forever? 
 
So, they say that Armageddon 
Will be a quick and dirty fight 
But if forever isn’t on… 
 G A D 
How about tonight?  
 
    G 
Chorus: I want a billion bucks 
    D 

And I want babies too 
   F#  
Do you think I’m asking too much 
    G 
To want everything, and you? 

 
My heart it is breaking 
Hanging out for world-peace 
But if that’s a long while coming 
We’ll need a temporary release 
 
So, tonight put down the cudgels 
Let’s raise our spirits up 
Drink ‘the health’ of the whole wide world  
From this little plastic cup       [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
Music by Trevor Dunham 
 
30 March 2001 
 
[Written on my last day at work before a month’s holiday.] 
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     FLOWERS OF WAR 
 
In the shadow of the Judas Tree, 
Planted for all humanity, 
Grows a field of Indian Cress 
And it’s a blooming mess 
 
Dragonwort and Cypress 
Have long been our caress 
But we will have a pillow 
Made of French Willow 
 
Chorus: We may talk for hours 
  In the language of flowers 
  But pray they bloom no more, 
  These flowers of war 
 
In memorial gardens 
The earth cracks and hardens 
The bitterness of Dragon’s Breath 
And the sweet kiss of death 
 
The Unknown Soldier rests 
Tussilage, east, Sweetbrier to the west 
Is there any hope?  Is there half a chance? 
Tudor Rose versus Olive branch      [^] 
 
Bridge: Wreaths of Flanders poppy 

Garlands of blood-grass 
  Are placed so that the noble dead 
  Unnoticed do not pass 
 
Mitch 
 
30 March 2001 
 
[From the “Language of Flowers”, by Kate Greenaway:  
 
Judas Tree – Betrayal, Indian Cress – Warlike trophy, Dragonwort – Horror, Cypress 
– Death and mourning, French Willow – Bravery and humanity, Dragon’s Breath – 
Snares, Tussilage – Justice shall be done you, Sweetbrier (Eglantine) – I wound to 
heal, Tudor Rose (York and Lancaster) – War, Olive – Peace, Flanders Poppy (Red 
Poppy) – Consolation] 
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    LOVE JUNK  
 
He swung by in his chariot 
He swung by sweet and low 
He had somewhere else to be 
He had somewhere else to go 
 
He sounded spiritual 
He had something else to do 
How was she to know 
That he wanted someone else, too? 
 
Chorus: There was no punch or passion 
  At the heart of the artichoke 
  Sure, they shared a laugh or two 
  But all that “love junk” was a joke 
 
  All that sorry-sentiment 
  Almost made them choke 
  They never took it seriously 
  Because all that “love junk” was a joke 
 
When he rocked her soul 
In the bosom of Abraham  
He was in deadly earnest 
As only Old Testament clowns can 
 
She was a tragic actor 
She missed all her lines and cues 
So it was doomed to end disastrously 
The way these things always do      [^] 
 
Bridge: He was so highly strung 
  He could’ve danced upon a wire 
  She was so hot to trot 
  She could’ve sparked a fire 
 
  The princess and the prince 
  Felt passion’s painful wince 
  But the next-door girl and bloke 
  Knew love junk was a joke 
 
Mitch 
 
29 March 2001 
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     CAR SONGS 
 
 
Gang cars squeal tyres outside 
‘Stupid’ and ‘Innocent’ are along for the ride 
And they have no way of knowing  
That they are running from “nowhere to hide” 
 
So, they drop some massive doughnuts 
And lay down lots of rubber 
Sure, those things can kill the time 
But it’s just one pointless journey after another 
 
Chorus: I know where you come from 
  I know where you belong 
  I’ve been down that way too, and we may be a generation away  

But I bet that we share a car-song or two 
 
It is a mad and reckless dash 
Between stash and cash and score 
I don’t care what you they say 
These car-songs sure have a lot to answer for 
 
Car-songs explode with the “spirit of the road” 
And it’s the young man’s favourite fixture 
But hazardous chemicals and a naked flame 
Can be a dangerous mixture      [^] 
 
Bridge: I heard them roar by last night 
  With douff-douff beat and blinding flash 
  But, when the party is over, 
  They’ll just be looking for someplace to crash 
 
 
Mitch 
 
27 March 2001 
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    NEW BOB DYLAN 
[Capo 2] 
C slide to D(Cpos3Fret) 
Now, Dylan looked like Dali 
 F+E(Epos in 2Fret no bar) 
With a Strat and jet black suit 
 Am   Em 
And his voice was still enough 
 C   D 
To melt clocks over Spanish boots 
Dylan looked like Dali, an Oscar for the scars 
But is there salvation in Salvador?  In the darkness around a star? 
 
   G 
Chorus: When I was young I was more than willing 
   C   D 
  To become the “New Bob Dylan” 
   G   D 
  And, at least, as I look back, 
   C    D Em [G (2nd time)]  

I know some of my blood was on those tracks   [x2] 
 
Dylan looked like Dali, piercing eyes neath bushy brows 
A gentleman troubadour, tilting still at windmills and sacred cows 
Now, Dylan looked like Dali.  Yeah, “I swear he did look great 
I guess he had to say one last goodbye” * to all those years that wouldn’t wait [^] 
  D 
Bridge: Tonight my sister’s little girl 
     G 
  Showed me something beautiful about the world 
   Am    Em 

And fate is not worth fighting 
 C  D  
But at least I’m still writing! 

 
Mitch 
 
26 March 2001 
 
[Written on my sister’s birthday.  Jude and I talked on the phone – she in Canberra 
me in Sydney - about our lives of late, until little Kate’s ice cream fell from her cone 
and it ‘all ended in tears’, the way these things do.  Jude had to ring off.  It was 
nothing in particular, but the simple sweetness of it touched an uncle’s heart.  Then I 
watched the 73rd Academy Awards Best Song Oscar and the rest came down from 
Bob, who looked surreal, like Salvador Dali, singing via satellite from Sydney.   
* From “Joey” by Dylan from the album Desire.]
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     ANOTHER HANGOVER 
 
 
Asus A7 Em7 F#open 
Lorikeets in the paperbark 
With jade and ruby wings 
But when you’re gone, my darling 
 G F#open D 
I don’t notice the little things 
 
I see a tiny diamond tear 
Welded to a wedding ring 
But when you’re gone, my dear 
I don’t notice the little things 
 
  C  Em   D 
Chorus: All I do is think, about my next drink 
  Start slow, build up, follow through 
  Until all I have to do 
  G F#open C D G 
  Is dedicate another hangover to you   [x3] 
 
There’s an emotional sub-text 
And complex double meaning 
But when you’re gone, my darling 
I don’t notice anything 
 
There are reasons to get going 
Dreams to write, songs to sing 
But when you’re gone, my darling 
I forget all about those things 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch and Trevor Dunham (music) 
 
21 March 2001 
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      IN THE GODS 
 
 
 
 
 
Young punter, couldn’t see the trees 
For the forest full of wood 
He had so far to go 
But it was: so far, so good 
 
So far from the action 
So far from what he’d need 
So far above the stage 
Almost made his nose bleed 
 
Chorus: Now, he’s seen perfection 
  Seen the odds and sods 
  And he’s still there in the dark 
  Forever in “The Gods” 
 
Beyond the stage-light’s reach 
Where Kerouac and “The Beats” 
Keep him company 
In the cheaper seats 
 
Between acts of indifference 
They pass the time 
Bleeding poetry like red wine 
Denying a natural tendency to rhyme 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
21 March 2001 
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     ANYWHERE ELSE 
 
 
 
 
First time I caught a yellow 
Through a brownstone, apple-canyon 
I was chasing fortune and infamy 
And it was getting away from me 
 
There are some decent fellows 
Baking in the shade of banyan trees 
They know all the stars, cars and bars 
And they know exactly who they are 
 
Chorus: Me, I’m happy anywhere 
  It’s the way to health and wealth 
  Just as long as I’m on my way… 
  To anywhere else 
 
Where the English took a “Captain Cook” 
The French took a “la Perouse” 
And by Bondi’s sand I came to land 
Only youth and illusions to lose 
 
I tell myself that I’ve been brave 
Turning slowly in this urban grave 
But there’s no doubt what it’s all about 
And tonight’s the night I’m busting out 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
21 March 2001 
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     REAL DEAL 
 
 
 
 
“Well, well, well 
What do you know? 
If you really think that love is dead 
Just do a Romeo” 
 
People talk a lot of bullshit 
Give a lot of good advice 
But giving me the gift to go myself 
Would be very nice 
 
Chorus: You’re the one who got away 
  And love went there with you 
  But all I’ve got to do is get real with it 
  All I have to do is just deal with it 
 
“There is one thing 
You should not forget. 
If it really seems that love is dead 
Just do a Juliet” 
 
They mean me well, I know 
They mean to be my friend 
But the only way to really know 
Is to get there in the end 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
21 March 2001 
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GOING, GOING, GONE 
[Capo 4] 
 G 
When things get sticky-tough 
 D 
I want none of that gloomy stuff 
  C  D 
Keep the requiem light hearted 
 G 
When I’m the ‘dear departed’ 
 
When there is no answer and sickness it is startin’ 
I want my ‘Spanish Dancer’ to be just like Ricky Martin 
 
     C  D 
Chorus: Because we’re all going, going, going 
   G   Em 
  One fine day without our knowing  
   C   D 
  You might have been the best 
   G 
  You might have been ‘the one’ 
   C  D  
  But in the end, my dear friend, 
  C D G C D G Em C D G 
  We are all going, going, gone We are all going, going, gone 
 
I want to make the most of my personal ‘Last Post’ 
So please ask the bugle man to blow a little Dixieland  
 
I want to soft-shoe shuffle-off this mortal coil, when I ‘piss-off’ 
So, don’t be a bunch of crocks, gimme a death that really rocks [^] 
  

 Em     D 
Bridge: I want you to know that I won’t be dead 
  I will just have gone on ahead 
   C   D 
  So please be hail and hearty 
    G   Em 
  And have one hell of a damn party!   
 
Mitch 
 
11 March 2001
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    THE BAR IN HEAVEN 
 
 
 
 
 
I want to live in that magical place  
Where time is measured by “bloody beauts” 
By schooners sunk and by just how drunk 
Are the parrots, the Judges and the newts 
 
I want to abide where the incoming-tide 
Is marked by the ratio of beer to blokes 
Where the cut of your jib is gauged by the tickled rib 
And by how well you cadge smokes 
 
Chorus: “True believers feel their spirits rising”, 

Said the great bullshitter, 
  “When schooners of old line the bar-horizon 

It’s enough to make Victoria bitter” 
 
One day there’ll be a plaque to forever mark 
The dingy haunts and sacred places 
Where as youths and idiots 
We took our first shots at “getting off our faces” 
 
In that final happy hour please take me down, my friend 
To where hotel-heroes knock off middies and sevens 
And leave a beer at the bar for the dear departed for 
I’ll be propping up the bar in heaven 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
8 March 2001 (and 5 to 20 January 2001) 
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    SHED LIGHT AND TEARS 
 
 
 
 
It was Dad’s iron and fibro box 
Where the beer was always in the fridge  
Only a bloke would bother 
But it was “somewhere to hide from Mother” 
 
Once I snuck a peek inside 
And saw tits and arse wallpaper 
And heard the races on the tranny 
It was all very ‘manny’ 
 
At the bottom of the garden 
The hangar for the mower 
It was a shrine to his tools 
Whipper-snipper and leaf-blower 
 
Sometimes there was a bluish flicker 
At night across the garden 
I would watch it from the house 
I guess we shed a little light to 
 
Mum knew it meant the world to him 
She knew it when he said: 
“One day, when I’m dead 
Just bury me in the shed” 
 
Mum said: “Come back in when you’re ready, dear 
For, when the end is drawing near, 
Your box of iron, and fibro too, 
Will not shed a tear for you – the kids and I do” 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
8 March 2001 and 22 August 2000 
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    GEEK UNIVERSE 
 
 
 
It’s baseball caps on backwards 
Sunglasses to the fore 
If you can’t rap dance in baggy pants 
You’re a bore from ‘days of yore’ 
 
It’s skateboards and in-line skates 
And nifty little scooters 
Mountain bikes for ghetto tykes 
Tiny waists and massive hooters 
 
Chorus: Everything is fine when we go on-line 

  Double click don’t make us sick 
 When the real world is a web of worse 
 Just give us the virtual Universe 

 
Pounding beats at traffic lights 
Like mobile ghetto blasters 
If music fashion lasts a week 
It’s like an ever-laster 
 
Beware of geeks bearing gifts 
Of nerds and chat-room turds 
The meek may, one day, inherit the Earth 
But geeks will rule the Universe 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
7 March 2001 (and 9 September 2000) 
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    CAPTURED BY KEROUAC 
 
[‘Capo 2] 
 Bm   Em  
There was this guy from ‘Dismal Swamp’ 
  C   D 
Who played drums for Charlie Parker 
 Em  Bm  C  D 
A be-bop king who finally found his way back home 
  C  D Em+g 
Only to be captured by Kerouac   [x2] 
 
From the flat-beds of America 
Up to Desolation Peak  
Or out along a B-road in the Adriondaks 
It was all captured by Kerouac   [x2] 
 
  D   G 
Chorus: Say, has anybody seen 
   C  D 
  On either coast or in between 
   Em  D 
  The ghosts of Carlo Marx, 
   C  D 
  Sal Paradise and Dean? 
   C  D Em 
  As captured by Kerouac     
   C  D G 
  As liberated by  Jack Kerouac 
 
Across that teeming continent 
From New York to Denver city 
Out on the beautiful bay’s black-heart and back 
Was all captured by Kerouac 
 
And I was just a dreamy kid 
When I read a book called ‘On the Road’ 
And I swore that I’d go too, in my long lost youth 
When I was captured by Kerouac 
 
 
Mitch 
 
6 March 2001 (and 9 September 2000) 
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    MARY’S LULLABY 
 
 
 
 
All that I had kept inside 
My loneliness and my tears 
My secret songs and my love  
Unspoken all those years 
 
All that you have meant to me 
You’ve shared my secret fears 
You’ve always made me proud 
And I have loved you all these years 
 
Chorus: So, I will sing to you,  

As you are sleeping,   
Mary’s lullaby 

 
All that I could ever be 
All the happiness locked inside 
All the beauty trapped in me 
Is now free to be 
 
There are troubles in the world 
So much barren ground to be ploughed 
But we are nearly home 
When we are singing out loud 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 

6 March 2001 (and 22 October 2000) 
 
[Intended to be set to my uncle Henk Luf’s melody, of the same name, which he 
wrote while Mary drifted off to sleep]
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     THE STORY OF MY LIFE 
 
The years seem to drift away 
Like questions fired up at the wishing-star 
Who might I become?  Where might I go? 
What happened to us?  Tell me where you are? 
 
Do you know, my dear, what has hurt the most? 
What left the deepest scar? 
It was the fear that I would never know  
Where we went wrong, where we pushed too far 
 
Chorus: Oh well, there you are 

It’s the story of my life… so far  
 
The highway seems to cradle me 
It comforts me by day 
And at night I’m in good company 
For I’m not the first lost soul to pass this way 
 
I follow every little clue, to try and get back to you 
I’m searching every haunt and every bar 
Sometimes I feel like the ancient mariner 
In full cry and full sail on an endless sea of tar  
 
[^] 
 
Bridge: We make our own destinies 
  We all have a ‘last hurrah’ 
  But I’m still working on the ending 
  That’s the story of my life… so far 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
6 March 2001 (and 12 November 2000) 



 103

     DRIVING INTO YUNTA 
 
We were feeling pretty vulnerable 
At the end of the world – at the end of the tar 
We had only one life to live 
And we were driving through the desert in that sad old car 
 
We were running on the spare 
It was running low on air 
Well, we’d wanted to be part of something big 
Welcome to the middle of a massive “nowhere” 
 
Chorus: The “company of strangers”, 
  The “escape from Flinder’s Ranges” 
  Are two drops in the memory store 
  And a little more for us to be grateful for 
 
On the dusty track we pushed on through 
Dodging dusky kamikaze kangaroos 
I gave you one of my reassuring smiles 
But we saw nothing but Roos and road for five hundred miles 
 
As the stars looked down from the velvet black,   
A brilliant twinkling scatter - a billion diamond-brights, 
But we only had eyes for the even more beautiful sight: 
The Yunta Roadhouse’s lights      [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
6 March 2001 (and 18 February 2001) 
 
 [In 1982, on the advice of our friend Steve Lack, from the Plague Locust 
Commission, Pen and I took the ‘short cut’ from Wilpena Pound to Broken Hill in 
our old Sigma.  The car kept losing electrical power and would simply turn off every 
twenty miles or so – it would only allow me to start it up again after a ten-minute 
mystery-cool-down period.  The fuel indicator was showing empty for the final 
hour.  As the sun went down, a passing downpour turned the road to mud.  The 
stars then came out and we drove on – both Penny and I craning forward in our 
seats looking out for death-wish kangaroos and for any sign of human life.  We came 
over a dune and, finally, there was Yunta.  We rolled up to the bowser just as the last 
of the air hissed out of the spare tyre and as the petrol ran out.  We were never so 
happy be anywhere in our lives] 
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     ONE OF THE KIDS 
 
[Capo 2] 
 C  Em Am  G 
I’m your unknown sister or brother 
We were removed from one another 
 F Am7   G 
And I am suffering in silence  
A victim of this virtual violence  
 
I sometimes see you up on the TV 
And I know you must be like me 
Can you imagine me out there?  
Copying your albums, clothes and hair?  
 
  F  C 
Chorus: I went to your show 
   F   C 
  Do you care?  Do you even know? 
  F   G 
  I got the message.  I saw the stance 
   C Em Am G  C Em Am G 
  I was one of the kids [x3] in the distance 
 
Do you ever get a sense 
Of connection with your audience? 
I’m a singer too 
Though I may not be famous like you 
 
Can you imagine growing up with the fear 
And futility we get around here? 
Well, if you can, know that I am   
Your biggest fan        [^] 
 
   D    F 
Bridge:  I wish you could see my room 
     Am7  G 

  Mum and Dad call it the ‘Tomb’ 
   All I do is spend my time  

In this shrine I built for you   [^] 
 
  
Mitch 
 
6 March 2001 (and 18 February 2001) 
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I DON’T EXIST 
 
 
 
I trembled in her presence 
But there was just one thing twisted 
She knew everything she needed to know 
But didn’t know that I existed 
 
I know she would love me too 
That she could not resist 
And she will fall for me 
As soon as she knows I exist 
 
Chorus: What is existence anyway? 
  Just ask Nietsche and old Rene 
  Until this relationship is consummated 
  I think too much, therefore, existence is overrated 
 
I lit a big black candle 
I put it in the window for her to see 
But she walked right on by  
Because she didn’t know about me 
 
I’m not asking for the meaning of life 
Just for a little congeniality 
But, until she “knows”, then I don’t exist 
So I defy reality 
 
Chorus: [^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
6 March 2001 (and 11 September 2000) 
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     MIGHT 
 
 
Might jump off a cliff 
To perpetuate my myth 
Might live on the whiff of an oily rag 
Might carry everything I own in a shopping bag 
 
Might sleep in a great forest at night 
Might take up an un-winnable fight 
Might even raise a brood 
Might swap sensitive for shrewd  (But I just have to say…) 
 
Chorus: I love it when you look at me that way 
  We may always be a touch away 
  And our hair, these days, be laced with grey 
  But I love it when you look at me that way  
 
Might stick around for years 
Or I might just disappear 
Might take a leap of faith 
Build up a business.  Become a wraith 
 
Might do a lot of things 
Might be the one who sings 
About all the things I might do 
Just to impress you  (But I just have to say…)     [^] 
 
Bridge: It’s a world of possibilities 
  When certainty changes with the breeze 
  Well, even if I do have to go 
  There’s one thing that I know…    [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
6 March 2001 and (17 February 2001) 
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      GREAT SKY-BLUE 
 
 
 
I never learned to fly 
Feather-suit and strap-on-rocket 
Are still in the box  
And the keys still in my pocket 
 
I never read the destructions 
If all else fails, only then read the book 
But when I begin I’ll knock it out 
Without so much as a single look 
 
Chorus: I don’t believe we ever die 

No hell below or heaven above 
But I do believe that we live on 
In the hearts of the ones we love 
 
You will live in me.  I will live in you 
Together in the great sky-blue 

 
Hip-hooray!  So you flew away? 
Well, I prefer my situation 
King of all that I survey 
Splendid in my isolation 
 
From behind this brave-face mask 
How can I admit I miss you? 
One day, when I build my wings 
I’ll be joining you, out there in the great sky-blue 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
5 March 2001 
 
[The chorus idea came from Billy Joel, in an interview From The Actor’s Studio] 
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   STONE WALLING 
 
 
 
I have a perfect biscuit tin 
To keep my songs in 
There are flaws, for your detection 
That’s part of the perfection 
 
Chorus: They have been my calling 
  My soaring and my falling 
  My dead weight, my disaster 
  My masterpiece of stonewalling 
 
Wordy, esoteric, occasionally catchy 
Latch-key-kid songs 
Inexpressible and unattainable 
And looking for a place to belong 
 
[^] 
 
An articulate chain of grunts 
Difficult and noisy ditties 
A biscuit tin with songs within 
Poetry or a bad case of the ‘witties’? 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
5 March 2001 (and 11 to 13 January 2001) 
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    NO GOOD AT GOODBYES 
  G  Bm 
There was incense and coffee 
  Am7  C 
On those perfect afternoons 
When she shared her secret knowledge  
And listened to his tunes 
 
When they travelled with the band 
Trying to be giants of the land 
They’d come alive in those dingy rooms 
By day they’d make the desert bloom 
 
  D    C 
Chorus: ‘Here’s a few words to the wise    
  I can be brutal with the truth 
  And brilliant with the lies 
  D  C  G (G D C D) 
  But I’m no good at goodbyes’    [x2] 
 
She was a gothic goddess in the seventies.  He was a teenage rock-star-wannabe 
It was a time to really shine but nostalgic bullshit always gets to me 
 
On the day that she shot through, he ransacked her room at the Bellevue 
If there had been any doubt, her lipstick mirror-message spelled it out  [^] 
 
They do their best not to think about it but this time of year always seems to call  
There’s something about the colours of the autumn 
That speaks for the fading beauty of it all 
 
All the words they meant to say.  How they might have done it better that final day 
But, despite a million tries, they were just no good at the goodbyes 
  
Lyrics:  Mitch   Music:  Mitch and Trevor Dunham 
 
4 March 2001 
 
[After living through the seventies and then seeing ‘Almost Famous’ at the movies – 
both experiences in the company of Pen.  Amy Dunham used this as the title track of 
her first album, released in 2001.  It has been one of the great joys, listening to Amy 
sing my songs in her concerts, especially when she introduced her “Uncle Pete” 
(sitting anonymously in the audience) as the writer.] 
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   DON’T GO WEST    (A COUNTRY RADIO SONG) 
 
Our lives they came between us 
Just like that hole in Arizona 
And when you needed me the most 
I was trying to disown ya 
 
But I’ve stood on the edge of nature’s quarry 
And called out that I was sorry, and you know 
A voice called back that you were sorry too 
Was I hearing only echo? 
 
Chorus: Don’t go west (don’t go) 
  Like the vanishing buffalo 
  Like those times that were the best 
  Don’t go west (don’t go)  
 
In that dying desert town 
Where we tried so hard to belong 
I got caught up in the wrong crowd 
Like a character in a country song 
 
When you tried to reach me 
My pride made me run away 
So now all I can do is wait 
For you to understand, maybe, one day… 
 
[^] 
 
It gets pretty black 
In the endless highway night 
Driving on the whiff of a wing and a prayer  
Chasing my own headlights - somewhere 
 
Your picture smiles back from the dash 
The horizon starts to glow and, before long 
There’s a new world of possibility 
Now that we’ve become another country radio song 
 
Mitch   
 
3 March 2001 (and 11 to 30 September 2000) 
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    FAMOUS RAGMAN 
 
 
 
Wrapped in a finery of rags 
On the landscape loomed he, large 
And we were there too, invisible 
Cut from cloth of camouflage 
 
Like a human harbour bridge 
Our local boy colossus 
The clouds up there didn’t go to his head 
Or so he said, but did he ever call us? 
 
Chorus: But then again… 
  He was the famous ragman 
  And we were in his band 
  Lucky to be the ragman’s bagmen 

(The great man’s madmen, the smug man’s sad-men, the push man’s 
shove-men, the kick man’s screaming drag-men) 

 
At school together were we 
He the cool charismatic 
We worked on our secret songs 
And we practiced in the attic 
 
So, when he dumped the band 
Betrayed the master plan 
He was welcome to his great destiny 
Doomed to be good looking, enigmatic, bland 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 March 2001 (and 7 October 2000) 
 
[More on the mythology of the Great Unknown Band] 
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    BROKEN HEARTED TOWN [II] 
 
 
All these songs about ‘breaking’, ‘longing’, ‘aching’ 
Are out to give love a bad name 
But because it’s a sad and sorry industry 
Doesn’t mean I won’t fall in love again 
 
You know, they have a card for everything 
The ‘break up’ and the ‘make up’ too 
But because they’ve built empires of emotions 
Doesn’t mean that I won’t cross an ocean for you  
 
Chorus: You know it’s what we always say: 
  ‘One day I’ll move away’ 
  But, until then, hey - at least we know our way around 
  This broken hearted town 
 
There are streets paved with promises 
And it’s easy to get lost 
Where the river’s run with tears 
And every happiness has a hidden cost 
 
There’s the little house we built 
A bunch of bricks that, I confess, 
Was neat as a pin but empty within  
When love moved out, but there’s always a forwarding-address 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 March 2001 (and 22 October 2000) 
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    SEX AND VIOLINS 
 
 
 
Looking for leverage at the opera 
And so it begins 
Cleavage and the classics 
Too much sex and violins 
 
Like an opera house, 
She was really built 
A vast expanse of alabaster 
Plush with velvet and gilt 
 
When she started panting: 
“This opera really rocks” 
Things were going great 
Up in the royal box  
 
By the final chord  
It was really on 
The orchestra all came down 
On a last twitch of his baton 
 
When they handed floral prizes 
There were a few surprises 
But musical consummation 
Deserves a standing ovation 
 
Look for leverage at the opera 
And so it begins 
Cleavage and the classics 
Too much sex and violins 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 March 2001 
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     NIGHT AWAY 
 
 
 
When you are out to walk the night away 
That can be one hell of a journey 
But if you have ever loved the night away 
There will be years on a road always returning 
 
Where time hangs heavy from finely woven twine 
Where the darkness once was great 
Now, the darkness is just more darkness 
And the daylight pale, thin and forever rising late 
 
Chorus: Well, we used to dance and revel in it 
  Wild angels - looking for the devil in it 
  Now, what can I do or say  

That will take the night away? 
 
We looked for a magical ‘right of way’ 
For some reason in the madness 
We hid beneath the cloak of stars 
That covered all our sadness 
 
I still look for you 
In the black between the lights around the bay 
It’s like the wise ones say: 
‘Tomorrow is just another night away’ 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 March 2001 (and 22 October 2000) 
 
[A song for an insomniac] 
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   EITHER SIDE OF THE IRISH SEA 
 
 
I am one born to roam 
For I am drawn to be 
A long way from my home 
Either side the Irish Sea 
 
My journey starts tomorrow 
And none can come with me 
For the path it is a lonely one 
Either side the Irish Sea 
 
Chorus: Today we burn with love 
  So we can inspire a fire of regret 
  It’s our sacred duty, reaching out for a beauty 
  That we can never truly know or ever really forget 
 
  For we were born to be 
  Either side the Irish Sea 
 
Some people live their lives 
With distant peak and hidden valley 
But I must seek my peace 
Either side the Irish Sea 
 
Some live in noble forests 
Safely cloaked by trees 
But I must walk the ragged shores 
Either side the Irish Sea 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
28 February 2001 (and 9 to 13 December 2000) 
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     SPRUNG 
 
[Intro: A string drone: d# a a a a d# a b a d# a a a a a d# e]  
[Capo 2] 
D+ [intro 1st chord + d# fill] 
I was strong and silent 
I was as tough as teak 

A+ 
A thing of beauty or pretty piss weak 

E/A Open C   E/G   Open D 
Growing old or eternally young? 
 
   A+ (riff) 
Chorus:  Sprung 
 
Some may ‘make it’ 
Some endure 
I’d hoped against hope to be utterly pure 
To be one of the ‘ones’       [^] 
 
I wish I’d stopped 
The deed not done 
I wish we’d kept a lid upon 
How everything went totally, utterly, bloodily bung   [^] 
 
Instrumental Section: [Descending open E string chords: E/A, E/G, E/F to an 

normal E (x3) then on last open E/F chord hold for a 
while until resolving on the normal E before next verse] 

 
All locked away 
Then - lickety-split 
I was happy enough with all that secret shit 
Until you gave it – tongue       [^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
28 February 2001 (and 29 January 2001) 
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     UNIVERSAL SILENCES 
 
 
 
 
In the absence of my family 
A universal silence surrounds me 
The book I’d written had been read 
But my family found nothing that could be said 
 
So, the ‘saying nothing’ said it all 
If I never rang again who, among them, would call? 
So, I disappear into work these days 
It passes time, it pays and it decays 
 
For a purpose I am dreaming 
A sky-chart in my search for meaning 
For there is very little joy 
In being an invisible boy 
 
There is very little violence 
More profound than family silence 
Our journeys may together start 
But we are ever after hurtling apart 
 
Like the planets and stars,  
The mighty galaxies in space 
Powerful, brilliant, dumb, distant 
We are alone in our blackness 
 
Mitch 
 
26 February 2001 
 
 
[‘Invisible Boy’ was published at Christmas 2000.  Whatever its faults, I was hurt by 
the ringing silence on the part of most of my family (with some notable exceptions).  
As always, it was my fault for having confused my family with an audience.  Of 
course, it would have been nice to have a choice of audience but that is not how my 
career panned out.  Still, if I didn’t place unreasonable expectations on the ones that I 
love, and if they didn’t hurt me in return, what else would I have to write about?] 
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    ANOTHER DONALD     
 
[Capo 2] 
G    F#open 
You would see them up at College 
 Am7   D    G F#open Am7 D 
Eyes bright with newfound knowledge and some surprise 
They’re the ones whose divinity depended on wedding night virginity   
Like some glittering prize 
 
But it all became a kind of lottery 
For they might just as easily give the golden nod 
To “Miss Wonderful” or “Mr Right” or, drunkenly one night, 
To the bass player in ‘Throb Rod’ – little stain on a quilt and a lifetime of guilt 
 
  C[Maj7]     Am7 Fmaj 7   
Chorus: Too damn clever by half, just laugh  

And make a virtue out of dumb luck 
  ‘Til death us do part’?  Give your heart?  
  Or is it just another Donald Duck? 
 
Tainted…  Oblivious… 
What chance then to be great men or glorious women?  
Having dipped a toe in the lake 
They dared not make the mistake of swimming 
 
Brilliant in their rigidity, finery and frigidity 
Turned to ice by the witch, maiden-whore 
They were holding out for perfection, having seen their own reflections.  
There was nothing more to live for 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
22 February 2001 
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    HAPPY AS LARRY 
 
[Capo 4] 
E 
I got a patch of sky, I got a block of dirt 
Only trouble is all this happiness hurts 
A 
I got a slab of concrete, I  got these lumps of wood 
I’ve built something solid, just like I should 
 
I got a big house, I got a massive debt 
Am I getting there? One day, maybe, not yet 
 
I got a backyard and a nature strip 
Got a wheelie-bin and the Council tip 
 
I got a carport, I got cool and warm 
I got a good average, I got the norm 
 
I got a new map, I got a flash car 
My horizon meets the sky, where the driveway meets the tar 
   
I got my aim at the moon, I got my wish upon a star 
Just ask Larry, how happy we are. 
 
I got a patch of sky, I got a block of dirt 
Only trouble is all this happiness hurts     
 
 
 
 
Mitch  
 
22 February 2001 
 
[Inspired by the complex family life of my friend and DIMIA colleague, Larry 
Tanner] 
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    A BEAUTIFUL WAY TO GO 
[Capo 2] 
Em C G  D 
Flowers on the asphalt, dear 
Thrown from a low flying car 
Like petal arrows pointing to 
Wherever it is you are 
 
Glass and ashes in the fireplace 
Broken pictures on the hard-wood floor  
Gave me the message, showed me the signs 
But I had been hoping for a little more 
 
  C  G D 
Chorus: It thought I knew it all 
  But what’d I really know? 
  Well, at least I’ve learned one thing 
  Em C G  D [Em C G D x2] 
  It sure was a beautiful way to go ________  
 
I thought I knew you well, back in Euclid Avenue 
In the “We can do anything” years 
But lately, anything that we do together  
Ends in blood, sweat and too many beers 
 
My songs and letters, tied to kindling 
Must have made for a beautiful fire 
Drifting off into oblivion… 
Kites of dream and invisible wire      [^] 

 
Something magical died in here 
The ‘thousand cuts’ just added up one day 
But I’ve made my peace with the fragile apparition 
Come to take lead me down the shadow ways    [^] 
 
 
Mitch   
 
14 February 2001   
 
Valentines Day 
    
[Jenny and Rob Allsop’s divorce was in full swing.  It reminded me of another 
divorce – long ago and far away - that my family took time recovering from.] 
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    HE WAS DEAD 
 
 
 
Clocks ticked on 
No one came 
No muffled drum 
All was the same 
 
Chorus: And yet, he was dead 
 
Songs sang out 
No missing beat 
No solemn thrub  
Of mourner’s feet 
 
{^] 
  
The sun came up 
No hanging head 
Prayers un-spoken 
Tears un-shed  
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
11 January 2001 
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     THISBE   
 

 
1986  -  2001  

 
 
 
We look for you 
To be sitting on the sill 
Or tapping at the door 
We always will 
 
We look for you 
Your gentleness and grace 
We miss our little witness 
Whose spirit haunts this place 
 
We look for you 
In the movement of leaves 
In the fleeting of evening shadow 
In such mysteries as these 
 
We look for you 
In the empty things we do 
Because you gave them meaning 
So we will always search for you 
 
We look for you  
In any year or season 
Whenever there be laughter  
Or tears for no apparent reason 
 
We look for you 
Because you slipped away 
We look by the light of every-morning 
And find you in the soft grey of everyday 
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    LATE GREAT CENTURY 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hey, today, nothing seems to matter 
In the rugged wilderness north of Parramatta 
Amid the crash and clatter of eternity 
It’s all just as good as it could possibly be 
 
Hey, today, I cannot forget 
How my old friends all got caught up in the net 
I splashed around but I couldn’t get wet, not me 
I’m as dry as I could possibly be 
 
Chorus:  Welcome home… 
   This is the place to be 
   Desperate, glorious and free 
   Of the late great century 
 
Hey, today, I feel we’re living underwater 
And that God’s first-born, these days, would have wanted to be a daughter 
A sort of fish priestess who’d have tried to be  
At least as good as she could possibly be. 
 
Hey, today, everybody’s doing it 
Making a little love or completely screwing it 
But I’ll be crashing through this boutique passion for thee 
Will you wait for the key or will you crash through for me? 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 January 2001 
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    LOVE IT TO DEATH 
[Capo 2] 
E     A 
We fought side by side in the urban jungle 
With the funny-money, honeyed refugees 
There was a heap of human cost on that pile of profit and loss 
Those poor sad-sacks of bargain basement chemistry 
 
All of us busted a gut in that rat race rut 
Amid all that ‘tut-tut-tut’ from the boss 
Were we Arthur, Martha or a bunch of bloody martyrs 
Hung like grapes upon the crimson cross? 
 
  D 
Chorus: We love this place 
  F 
  Love all this waste  
  C 

Of time talent and breath 
   G    A 

We love it, love it, love it all to death   [x2] 
 
There was one time you took to toss a tantrum 
It was a tiny schism for all the rampant centralism 
Well, it’ll probably be your anthem, Mate 
Up against it in the holiday, apple state 
 
Sometimes it was just soft drink and salad 
But now your future couldn’t be brighter 
So, when the Great Unknown Band play this big, bold ballad 
I hope you wave a lighter and sing     [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
25 November 2000 
 
(An Immigration song.  My colleague James McCormack moved to Tasmania and I 
tried to say too much in a silly little song – as usual.  I borrowed James’ amp for 
Brian Miller’s bass, for my fortieth birthday.  James and I always talked about 
getting together to play but what with one thing and another…  The ‘bargain 
basement chemistry’ line refers to the dollar figures you sometimes see that measure 
the ‘worth’ of the raw chemical ingredients that go to make up a human being.  
There has got to be more to it than that!) 
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    STORIES AND SONGS 
 
[Capo 2] 
C 
There’ll be times  
    G 
When you’ll know how good it all can be 
Am 
Like the night Warren Zevon  
  F   G 
Took off his finger-picks to shake hands with me 
 
There’ll be times 
When you’ll know how lucky you really are 
Like the time I first heard next-door-Eddie 
Play ‘Bonanza’ on guitar 
 
   F  C Em 
Chorus: And there’ll be other moments 
  And I’m packing mine away 
  F   C Em F  G 
  So I can turn them into stories and songs 
   C Em F G 
  Someday 
 
There’ll be times  
When you won’t believe it’s true 
Like the time Clarence Clemons 
Danced and smiled right up at me and you 
 
There’ll be times 
When you’ll be just a jealous jerk 
Like the time a friend of mine 
Told Joni Mitchell that he ‘loved her work’     
 
There’ll be times  
When you won’t believe it’s true 
Like Michelle Shocked’s trumpeter  
Playing the solo in Anchorage just for you    [^] 
 
  C Em  F G  C Em F G 
Bridge: Everything will be a story or song, someday 
  Everything becomes something to sing or say 
 
Mitch 
18 November 2000 
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    THE LONG RIDE 
 
[Capo 4] 
Am  Em  F (f  e  d  c) G 
You can’t tell me if we’re happy 
Am  Em  D 
You can’t even say if we’re OK 
You can’t predict tomorrow 
If joy or sorrow will come our way 
 
I don’t know what makes it work 
I don’t begin to understand 
All the magic of the human heart 
All the mysteries of a secret land 
 
  C Em7 Fmaj7 Am7 
Chorus: The road goes on forever 
  Fmaj7  Am  G 

And it’s waiting right outside 
  And there’s no knowing where we’re going 
  On the long, long ride 
     Am Em F(f  e  d  c) G  Am Em D 
  On the long, long ride 
 
I can’t tell you that I’ll love you forever 
But I suspect that I’ll go close 
Because we take each day one day at a time 
The simple plan meets the grandiose 
 
You may assume that we’ll get there 
But you can’t ever really know 
And so I hope we learn to love the journey 
Because there’s such a long, long way to go 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
15 November 2000 
 
[Written on the day I bought my bike.  JRR Tolkien gave me the chorus lyric] 
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    ROCK THE CLOCK 
 
 
 
Some are born into a glorious destiny 
Some the arc light and some the flicker 
Some count the hours and, what’s sicker, 
Some of them even worship the ticker 
 
Some save the minutes 
But there’s nothing to spend them on 
Throughout all history time just runs along 
I guess it gives some people somewhere to belong 
 
Chorus: Let’s rock the clock 
  Let’s tick off the tock 
  Let’s moon the damn dial 
  For a little while… let’s rock the clock 
 
I spent a lot of time 
I had a lot to say 
But all we had in common 
Was the time of bloody day 
 
You said I was a ‘wordsmith’ 
Does that make you a ‘word-Jones’? 
You can burn the poems 
I just want to jump your bones 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
14 November 2000
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  BROTHER’S CALL    (A duet for two male voices) 
 
 
First Brother:   ‘I’ve put some little things aside 

   And I’ve written to the kids’ 
Second Brother: ‘Have you taken tablets or is it just the drink?’ 
First: ‘Look, I can’t remember exactly what I did’ 
 
Second:  ‘I’ll be there soon and visit you 

We’ll talk about it all – even Mum and Dad’ 
First: ‘But Bros, don’t you know, I won’t be here tomorrow. I’m 

locked out from all I had’ 
 
Chorus:   I heard my brother call 

The cry for help before the fall 
But when I answered it 
There was no one there at all 

 
First:   ‘I’ve put some songs onto a tape 
   You can play them when I’m gone’ 
Second: ‘Hey, don’t you remember you own “glory days”? 
   You could really sing up a storm 
 

Well, there’s new songs being written everyday 
   And I can write one to help you through’ 
First:   ‘Look, Bros, I’ve always had it harder to do 
   It’s so much easier for you’    [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
5 November 2000 (and 27 October 2000) 
 
 
[Taken from accounts of Trevor Dunham’s conversation with his brother and 
subsequent trip to Armidale.  Same music as The Long Ride.  Dedicated to brothers 
everywhere.] 
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   GUYRA GUY 
 
 
 
 
I’m free to come and go 
Like a cloud in a summer sky 
But all this liberty is just getting to me 
I’m one hell of a lucky guy 
 
I can strut a little, don’t you know 
Once I was very shy 
That’s why this confidence is killing me 
I’m one hell of a lucky guy 
 
Chorus: When you have everything 
  When you have love to help you fly 

You never really know it at the time 
And that’s why I’m such a lucky guy 
 

All these home truths make me cry 
They’re worse than any lie 
So that time you ‘told me like it is’ 
I was one hell of a lucky guy 
 
Now, the world’s my own without end 
From Guyra to Gundegai 
And I’m free to walk it all alone 
One hell of a lucky Guyra guy 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
5 November 2000 
 
 
[The other side of Brother’s Call.  Sung to the same music] 



 130

    THE BEST SONGS IN THE WORLD 
D   D+e 
The best songs in the world 
 G 
Are sung when you’re alone 
D    D+e 
Walking by a moonlight river 
 G 
Or skipping a dancing stone 
 
The best songs in the world 
Are made up and then forgotten 
By travelers on night trains 
Or riders down country lanes 
 
   A Asus A Asus D [D+e] 
Chorus: The best songs in the world 
 
The best songs in the world 
Lie unloved in cardboard boxes 
In backrooms and stores 
Behind the carelessness of locks and wars 
 
The best songs in the world 
Ring out clear and true forever 
From mountain top and steeple 
But some will sing out never      [^] 
 
  G   
Bridge: Give your song a voice 
  D  
  Give it life and give it wings 
  Am  C 
  Whisper it once 
   Em  G 
  Then give it to the wind 
 
The best songs in the world 
Sometimes sneak up music charts 
But mostly they well up and are borne 
Silently in people’s hearts       [^]  
 
Mitch 
 
7 October 2000
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     MY DAD AND ME 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I saw my Dad, he seemed so small 
At the five-ring circus baseball 
He sheltered in the lee of me 
On the scaffold stand, in the freezing westerly 
 
Come the ninth and he skipped away by bus and train 
The next game: Korea and the Yanks in the rain 
He brought the brolly – me the coat and cap 
Then he was gone again.  Does Dad ‘mind the gap’? 
 
Who is he, this strange Dad 
Sometimes I sense him as he was as a lad 
And the two of us are young kids together 
Out to the ball game, to brave time and the weather 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 October 2000 
 
[Written for Dad’s birthday.  He cried when he read it aloud from the birthday card.  
It was the only time I have ever seen one of my song/poems affect him in that way.  
At the time he was dealing with Nana’s various moves from home to home, and 
with the whole idea of getting old and frail.  Later, in February 2000, Dad and I 
visited Nana together at Caroline Chisholm Nursing Home and he told me, after our 
visit, that he had asked her recently:  
 
‘Is there anything I can do for you, Mum?’  In a moment of apparent clarity, the fog 
cleared from Nana’s eyes, and she whispered: ‘Release’]
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     GHOST POPPIES 
[Capo 2] 
A   G  D  A G D 
I’ve seen the buskers down at Circular Quay 
I tried to make it there but it just wasn’t me 
Some embrace the spectacular failure 
Never enough blue-sky-pants for the sailor 
 
Forty-one kinds of ice cream on The Corso 
It was sweet but I wanted ever more so 
It was a good life but it was hard also 
But, then again, it could’ve been worse, oh! 
 
  D  Asus  G+d Asus 
Chorus: [We are] Just ghosts in this city 
  Beyond the harbour and the Millenium 
  We hang around The Cross only to find out we are lost 
  They’re always building up kids and then condemning them 
  
As a kid I saw pictures at The Palladium 
Grew up to see the Olympics at The Stadium 
Some memories I’d have forever 
If only time wasn’t working overtime at fading them 
 
My brother lived up above Bondi 
Where our band rehearsed the ‘hope’ and the ‘lie’ 
Sometimes it seems I’ve finally grasped the ‘truth’ 
But never will I understand the ‘why’ 
 
[^] 
 
Our band didn’t so much ‘break up’ as explode 
And I lived in the wreckage beside Parramatta Road 
The traffic promised me: ‘One day, my friend 
You’ll ride this Great Western Highway to the end 
 
Until then, keep your head low 
There’s nothing that this city doesn’t know 
They blew you apart?  Well, gaffer-tape your heart 
You’ll be surprised at how little the scars show – when you’re… 
 
Mitch 
 
2 October 2000 
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SOMETHING THE COUNTRY DOES 
 

[Capo 4] 
Am    G D 
We’ve been out here since the year dot 
And we’re grateful for the little we’ve got 
Am   G  
Is that something the country does  
 F G  
Or just a city limit? 
 
Out here where we can really unwind 
Even if we’re horizon blind 
Is that something the country does  
Or just a city limit? 
 
   G   C 
Chorus: Now the country singer steps on stage 
   D 
  But the country fans are all in a rage 
   G  C D 
  For there he is and, fancy that, 
       Am G D 
  He’s just another singing-cowboy-hat   [x2] 
  
Out here beneath the beautiful stars 
And they judge us for what we are 
Is that something the country does  
Or just a city limit? 
 
From where we stand we see nothing but our own land 
And its sustains or kills us 
Is that something the country does  
Or just a city limit?        [^] 
 
Bridge: Nowadays the town goes country 
  Through the eyes of the video-clip 
  And the four-wheel drive has replaced the brace and bit 
  Well, I seen the country and that ain’t it - it’s just a city limit  [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
5 September 2000 
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    ONE OF THE MOB 
 
 
 
 

Bobby left school to get married 
And soon he was also married to the job 
You can see him heading home at night 
Moving with the mob 

 
Sally wasn’t going to be trapped by a baby 
But baby cries soon drowned out her sobs 
You can see them sometimes in the station wagon   
They’re moving with the mob 

 
Chorus: So, where do they go? 

Where do they come from? 
 If you think that I’m one of the mob 

  I’d say that it takes one to know one 
 

You should see them these days 
Wise words flowing from gobs, intelligently 
Have set into a harder line, a pile of pearls before swine 
Fundamentally it’s a mob mentality 

 
Bobby and Sally might have aimed higher 
But there is power in the TV Gods 
Wasting the vote, worshipping the remote 
Every night, a blue flickering light, and the mob all working the knobs 

 
[^] 

 
 
 

Mitch 
 

28 August 2000 
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OUR REWARD 
 
If existence were its own reward  
If it was all a game , and we but players 
Then I’d be little more  
Than a wordsmith “nothing-sayer” 
 
If seeing were believing 
Perhaps we’d be alright 
But would that be a motorbike at night 
Or a car with one headlight? 
 
You know, I thought I saw GOD, the other day 
Hanging around the market town 
And so I ran all the way over there 
But it was just another: “Gladly, the cross-eyed bear”* 
 
So, I took the time 
To: “Smell the flowers , Man!” 
But all that I came to understand 
Was the flower scented fragrance of a spray can 
 
Next, I heard the ocean’s mighty pound 
And there was no denying those watery bounds 
But when I heard a horn forlorn, rising from the ground 
I soon recognized the blaring traffic sound 
 
So, when I drank your gifted nectar down 
It was sweet and golden brown 
Brewed by angels, Elysian, in an old Grolsch bottle 
It made me feel I could be anything, or not at all 
 
But, if existence were its own reward 
If it’s all a game, and we but players 
Then forgive me these wordy games, my dear friend 
Our reward will be a quiet talk, over a beer, in the end   
 
Mitch 
 
10 August 2000 
 
[Written for Chris Clarks 41st birthday, inspired by drinking a bottle of Chris’s fine 
home brew, and designed to capture the rambling philosophical conversations that 
Chris and I often enjoy.  *”Gladly the cross I’d bear”.] 
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THE FIGHT  
[Capo 2] 
D D/F#  G Asus  
Snapshot taken some little time ago  
Of a blond kid on a white horse called ‘Snow’ 
D D/F#  G ASUS D  G A 
Did you know that young boy was me? 
 
When did that young man – bareback and barely started  
Become an old man, lost and broken hearted? 
Did you know that young boy was me? 
 
  G  A 
Chorus: It’s on for young and old 
    D  D/F#  G Asus 

There are songs to sing, truth to be told 
D   Asus   G  
And when I see how fragile dreams can be 
A   G A D  
It knocks the fight right out of me 
 

A pretty toy box, belonged to a girl I knew 
It was full of dresses, dolls, jewels, games and books for school 
Did you know that young girl was you? 
 
When did that young woman, brilliant and beautiful 
Grow to be little more than silent and dutiful 
Did you know that young girl was you?     [^] 
 
We are old now, neither tired or cynical 
But on Struggle Street they waste the wild and whimsical 
Do they know what the fight is for? 
 
Now, I see two kids, they could be you and me 
Playing games in their own back-yard war 
Does anyone ever learn what the fight is for? 
 
2nd Chorus:  It’s still on for young and old 

There are songs to sing and truth to be told 
So, when I see how powerful dreams can be 
It puts the fight back in me  

Mitch 
30 July 2000 
[This was originally a sad song but Penny encouraged me to lift it up and the final 
chorus was born.  This song was written on my last day as the Immigration manager 
of the Villawood Immigration Detention Centre.]   
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  THE FIGHT [AMY DUNHAM] 
 

Wooden toy box, belonged to a girl I knew 
Full of dresses, dolls, jewels, games and books for school 
Did you know that young girl was me? 
 
When will that young woman – Daddy’s baby beautiful 
Become so sad, silent and dutiful? 
Did you know that young girl was me? 
 
Chorus: It’s on for young and old 

There are songs to sing, truth to be told 
But when I see how fragile dreams can be 
It kinda knocks the fight right out of me 

 
There’s a snapshot, taken some little time ago 
Of a wild kid on a horse that was as white as Snow 
Did you know that young boy was you? 
 
When will that young man, bare-back and barely started 
Become an old man, lost and broken-hearted? 
Did you know that young boy was you?     [^] 
 
We are still young, neither tired nor cynical 
But on Struggle Street they waste the wild and whimsical 
Do they know what the fight is for? 
 
Now, I see two kids, they could be you and me 
Playing games in their own back-yard war 
Does anyone ever learn what the fight is for? 
 
2nd Chorus:  It’s still on for young and old 

There are songs to sing, truth to be told 
So, when I see how powerful dreams can be 
It kinda puts the fight back in me  

Mitch 
31 July 2000 
 
[This version was written for Amy Dunham.  Her version is such a knock out that it 
moved me to tears hearing the Amy Dunham Band play it at the main stage of the 
National Folk Festival, and at other venues.  When she and Trevor Dunham played 
it live on ABC radio in Canberra it was one of the highlights of my musical career.] 
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     NOTHING 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“If you’ve done nothing wrong 
Then you’ve got nothing to fear” 
Well, it works nothing like that 
Anywhere around here 
 
 
 
1 July 2000  
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    ONE MAN MULTITUDE 
 
 
 
 
 
 
There was a roar of approval 
From a one-man-multitude 
Then he collapsed 
Beneath an avalanche of claps 
 
The easily bored 
Know how to applaud, 
They let amazement dawn 
With a great yawn 
 
There’s a crowd going wild 
Inside every child 
But in every adult 
Is a child who forgot to exult 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 June 2000 
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IRISH BEAUTY  
 

 
The ethereal Irish beauty, 
Lurked behind Celtic mist 
And I tried to keep her with me 
In a locket on my wrist 
 
She brought me luck, I thought 
I kissed her every day 
But I never noticed  
How her image slipped away 
 
I held that beauty talisman 
But none could hold her fast 
For she breaks the stony men 
And she slips the iron grasp 
 
And I, like all the others, 
Tried to make that beauty mine 
But pictures, plaits and peonies 
Would not her heart entwine 
 
My weakness was to love her 
In truth, I love her still 
Because the very idea of Irish beauty 
Bends me to its will 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
4 June 2000 
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THE BIG FOREVER 
 
The words: ‘I’ll love you forever’ 
Were etched, permanent and clever, 
In beach sand, at low-tide 
 
You are my reason and insanity 
I am searching for you constantly 
But now I don’t know where to look 
 
Chorus: You took the future with you when you went 

And I never knew exactly what that meant 
But now I know you’re a long time gone 
And that dreams of the big forever go on and on 

 
You’re the only one who understands 
About the demands of those damned bands 
That broke me up years ago 
 
We were young, almost beyond measure 
But I assumed we would grow old together 
Like the Universe 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
4 June 2000 
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NEVER THINK  
 
[Capo 2] 
C G  D 
Your face looked a picture 
Through the screen on that porch door 
The last time I ever saw you 
  F G [Riff] 
But I was looking for something more 
 
As long as there’s a highway 
To be driving on 
I won’t need nothing to my name 
As long as there is air to live on 
 
  Am7   D 
Chorus: You know that I never wonder  

If you still look the way your pictures do 
Am7 
That’s because  
D F G 
I never think of you 

 
It’s the little things in life 
That keep me going through 
Sure, I keep myself busy enough 
So I don’t have to think of you 
 
I don’t trust happiness 
Never did and never will 
It has always let me down 
That’s why I’m not thinking of you, still! 
 
Yes, I’ll go on 
If it’s not one thing it’s another 
But among the many things I do 
I never think of you 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 June 2000 
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RETURNING HOME   
 
 
 
From agile, climber-kid 
To ‘fragile, rhymer never-did’ 
And what was that sound in between? 
The everyday-death-rattle of dreams 
 
You’re the first one, my dear, to walk down that road for years 
I may not have heard the ringing, for I’ve been in the backyard mansion 
Where there’s just room for one man to be singing and dancing 
So I’ve got tears galore, that’s what all these rusty buckets are for  
 
Yes, I’ve been that way myself 
And it was no good for my health 
But I was lucky to be wealthy 
So rich in opinions of my selfy 
 
But there’s a road that you can come by 
It may take a little longer 
For it rides the ruthless ridges  
Between the weaker and the stronger 
 
But the view it is spectacular 
Dead trees, like crazy hands, cut across the moon 
It’s a little like ‘Mandalay’ - they say 
And there am I, cutting across the sky, hoping to be home soon 

 
 
 

Mitch 
 
3 June 2000 
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     INK AND ASH 
 
 
They wrote the song of a life 
On a stretched vellum sash 
They set it on fire 
They collected the ash 
 
Mixed the ash with some ink 
Dipped an eagle’s feather 
Sketched out a plan, no less than 
To butterfly-wing-whip the weather 
 
They whispered a prayer 
They took a long look 
Gave those secrets some air 
Gave a blink to a stare 
 
There were chimes, chants, incense, drums  
Little packets of cash 
And there was the song of a life 
Written in ink and ash 
 
When you’re young 
If you can run, 
Or if you can prance, 
Why don’t you dance? 
 
 
Mitch 
 
2 June 2000 
 
[My friend and DIMIA colleague, William Johnson’s mother’s Buddhist funeral 
observances suggested this poem to me.  ‘Chaos Theory’ suggested the butterfly 
wings] 
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     THE LOVE MACHINE 
 
   
What will lighten your load? 
The tragic nobility of the road? 
The random dry or cry of the arcing sky? 
Or, simply, a fellow traveller by your side? 
 
The heroically lonely have no choice 
The suffering silent have no voice 
And if it costs you little for our love to end 
At least be courteous enough to pretend 
 
You took your notes 
You wrote your lines 
And now you have this experience 
To feed your rhymes  
 
And I have the company 
Of others like me 
We discards and misfits 
Spat out of love’s machinery 
 
What wipes the smirk from your face? 
What compares with the thrill of the chase? 
When does the truth drop by to set us free? 
How many worms turning make a revolutionary? 
 
These sad, silent travellers trudge that noble road 
And they recall how gloriously they once glowed 
How little would it take to once more be 
Beneath the wheels of love’s machinery? 
 
 
Mitch 
 
31 May 2000 
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     THE IDEA 
 
 
There is a living rock out in W.A. 
Beneath a sea of salty tears 
That made nothing but air for twenty million years 
And still there’s nothing to see 
 
It’s just the idea of it... 
 
Perfect love, you know the stuff 
Starts strong and never fades away 
But it is largely unknown - wild or captive 
Anywhere in the world today 
 
It’s just the idea of it... 
 
In Tassie, where the dams abound 
Was the protest of the forest nuts 
And I’m a city boy, who 
May never walk in the wilderness, but... 
 
It’s just the idea of it... 
 
It may not be real 
It may be nothing more than ‘a feel’ 
But, don’t ask me why, 
I would die...  
 
Just for the idea of it...  
 
 
Mitch 
 
29 May 2000 
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POETED POT PLANTS 
 
 
Poets don’t live long 
But poets can live hard 
So I’ve got them stacked three deep 
In my backyard 
 
They’re propping up the wall 
They’re lying where they fall 
And in case you didn’t know it 
I have a problem with the poet 
 
Blood and bone and lime 
They’re doing it all the bloody time 
To feed the needs of these weeds 
Takes metres of weak rhyme 
 
So, stick them where you will 
They’re surprisingly hard to kill 
Interesting, pale and blue 
But did you know?  Poets are people too 
 
They give me all this abuse 
So I’m trying to find a use 
I need a good cash crop 
If you plant a poet, sometimes, out comes POP! 
 
 
Mitch 
 
26 May 2000 
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ANGLO CHRISTIAN INVASION THEORY 
 
 
Christ was dead before ever I was born 
No one lives forever, it’s the norm 
But I’m as grateful as grateful as I can be 
For all the obscure little messages he left for me 
 
But I have rejected the crowns of thorn 
And the iron spiked hands, 
And the bitter legacies born 
In the blood of the Englishman 
 
These breeders pass on... 
These leaders pass by... 
And gives a hoot  
About bleeders, like I? 
 
Well, some of us walked on the Bridge 
And we heard the great Didge 
Look, we could have done more! 
But it was a brilliant bloody metaphor 
 
It only takes luck to live 
It only takes courage to forgive 
But it’s not in the nature  
Of hunter and quarry [or Hunter and Macquarie] 
For the hunter to stop 
And suddenly say: Sorry 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
26 May 2000 
 
 
[Written after walking over the Harbour Bridge on Reconciliation Day – Penny and I 
among the many, minus the few] 
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    GODDESS OF THE BATHTUB 
 
 
We talked all Indian summer 
All you heard was the beaten drummer 
Pounding on the credibility gap 
Like a dead-weight  
 
The visual-radio-medium 
Invisible and mediocre 
But I was looking at you kid 
Your greatness indivisible 
 
Every drug known to man  
Had her eating from my hand 
I thought it would have been greater 
She said: ‘Thanks, see ya later!’ 
 
On wasteland do we walk 
Of crap we do talk (enough for two) 
And the ‘Goddess of the bath tub’ 
Let me waste myself on you 
 
She stooped for her panties 
She was a true professional 
Am I hurting or blurting it out? 
Is this not the time for a confessional? 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
26 May 2000 
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     A THOUSAND SONGS 
 
Now it is over  
Now it is done 
There will be others  
Who will help you get your fun 
 
But I will not be  
Among them 
For I have stepped outside 
And I won’t be back again 
 
Chorus: I don’t do love songs anymore 
  Not since my true love closed the door 
  I will do many things – sing a thousand songs over these six strings 
  But I don’t do love songs anymore 
 
I’ll seek my fortune 
This much I know 
I will work hard 
So I can, someday, be up on the radio 
 
So that one evening, 
In the summertime, 
Among the many songs out there 
One will be yours and mine       [^] 
 
Bridge:  And you may hear it   

On some dance floor 
And you’ll know why 
They don’t write ‘em like that anymore   [^] 

 
 
Mitch 
 
25 May 2000 
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    SINGING SONGS BY NUMBER 
 
 
I share your passion 
I share your cause 
But of all the songs in the whole wide world 
Why should I sing one of yours? 
 
I can win the battles 
So you can keep your wars 
Of all the little victories in the whole wide world 
Why should I be one of yours? 
 
Chorus: We are two people 

We live in one world, but 
I’ve lost count of the times I’ve called your name 
In the numbers game 

 
It’s all about ‘spirits’  
And the ‘great entwine’ 
But of all the gin joints in all the whole wide world 
Why did you have to walk into mine? 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
23 May 2000 
 
[I hope you find the time and the desire to sing one of mine] 
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     UNBORN CHILD 
 
Before I was born my father would sometimes set off on a long walk.  My mother 
would call to him:  
 
“Where are you going?” 
 
And he would say:  
 
“I’m taking the unborn-children out for the Saturday and Sunday of a great walk”. 
 
“Be home soon”, she would call back and he’d be gone.   
 
Roaming the secret back-ways and creek-walks and bush-hides of his long distant 
childhood that were still there - between the complacent houses and the sorry 
softness of the lives.  But all those suburban soldier tracks were still there - waiting 
for my father to wander and re-discover.   
 
There were great adventures and places of fun that he knew when young, that were 
all mostly quiet, later on.  The new-model children, of that time and place, all inside 
and inter-netted and play-stationed.  While the great playgrounds of the urban-
wilderness lay unattended - secret hard and secret soft - where they always were 
and would be. 
 
My father grew up in Blacktown.  He was the eldest of three - an aunt and an uncle, 
as they came to be to me - his sister and brother.  Now, I will tell the first of:  ‘The 
Tale Of My Dad’.   
 
He was the little blond boy-child.  So fair and white that they all thought he would 
be a sickly, fragile kid, only to find him full of running and rude of health all his 
days.  Still, in the heat of those Blacktown high-days, he was, in many ways, already 
shimmering and vanished - like the ghost of his best imaginings. 
 
To beat the heat, they gave him a blue electric fan, which became his first memory.  
They gave him too a kerosene heater, to hold back the cold of another season.  And 
one time he backed his lilly-white tush right onto it and was burned straight into 
hospital.  At the school, next day, it was his ‘show-and-tell’ shame - his flame-
thrown, burnt-brown, pulled-pants-down - forced-to-show the school-tools, fools 
and flatulants.  But afterwards he ran the secret hard ways, that led to and from that 
school, and those were the first suburban soldier tracks.   
 
Alone it was and will be. 
 



I learned to write from my father.   
 
‘Now, here is a voice to use!’ he would say.  And I would write it all with him, as 
he tapped away, for years and years, on those couldn’t-care-less-keys.  He was 
trying to write in the voice of the big forever.   
 
Here is one of the songs he gave to me.  It’s called Song About Forever:  
 
I tried to write a song about forever, but I knew I never would.   
So I just scratched your name upon this postcard.  I did the very best I could!   
I could throw these secrets to the wind.  Take a public life for this private hell.   
Call me young and foolish but I will never tell. 
 
Ancient, sounds it not?   
 
And so, there I was, the witness - unseen and unknown - of his story-telling 
secret life.  And now, through him, this is my way of voice-telling of my father, 
from whom I was unborn.  I will tell you more of he and they, in the days to 
come but now I need to find my sleep.   
 
What a magnificent sadness it all will be! 
 
 
Mitch 
 
22 May 2000 
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     TAKEN 
 
[Capo 4] 
C G  Am G 
I was mad at your photograph 
C  Em  G  
The way it smiled up at me 
In the same sad way that you always had 
In the days when it was taken 
 
I was even angry at those sweet memories 
The way they came back to haunt me 
They showed me what it was we’d had 
Until it was all taken 
 
  Am  G  Gsus G 
Chorus: Taken by the night 
  Am  G 

Taken by the sky-wide silence 
Am  G  F G 
Taken by the moon and stars 
 C Em  Am  
But no matter where you are,  
 G   C Em Am G 
I’m coming to take you home 

 
I was enraged by everything 
That ever connected me to you 
My home, my voice, my breath, my very life 
Had all been taken too 
 
I was torn by your going away 
My heart is still breaking 
Sometimes dreams betray you in the same careless way,  
That love and photographs get taken 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 April 2000 (and 7 January 2000) 
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     MOVING HOME 
 
 
In the decade or more after I was born 
Sometimes I just couldn’t wait to be gone 
Not so much for the things I’d find 
Just so long as I could leave home behind 
 
But, I know now,  
That when I commenced to roam, 
I was not so much moving on 
As I was just moving home 
 
Lucky that I did not have to be  
Like a Kosovar refugee 
Told to go or made to flee 
And then to have “home” forced upon me 
 
One day, my Nana sat in her favourite chair 
As we came to move her out of there 
“Don’t worry about me”, she said.  “I won’t be alone, 
Each time I move I am closer to home”  
 
And it struck me then and it strikes me now 
That we’re all on a homeward journey, somehow 
And I love the notion that Nana will be 
One of those waiting at home for me  
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 April 2000 and 18 September 2004 
 
 
 
[Written on Kate Thompson’s fourth birthday.  Thoughts on Nana moving into a 
hostel, the end-days of Operation Safe Haven and updated after Nana’s death on 
15/9/2004 – to be read at her funeral.] 
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    APRIL FOOLS DAY 
[Capo 2] 
G+d   Asus+g 
A line of poplar trees either side of Federal One 
 C+d+g  G+d 
Flash by, like a strobe, every time we run 
And we still drive for something to do 
Looking for a meaning that we never knew 
 
Shirt and tie secrets from school and TV 
But all that stuff remained a mystery to me 
The answers were in bars and cars, all along 
In the open throated throttle of the highway love song 
 
  Em Bm 
Chorus: Hey Hey Hey 
  C  D 

What do you say? 
Em Bm   C D 
Ride and sing and hide away_____ 
   G+d Asus+g C+d+g Em+g  
On April Fools Day__________________________  [x2] 

 
We talk about all the kids we see today 
And wonder: “Were we ever once like they?” 
Well, maybe not exactly to the letter 
They may be brilliant but we were better 
 
Nothing’s new underneath the sun 
And autumn gold strobes beside Federal One 
We can drive on forever if we dare  
To admit that there’s really nothing out there     [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1 April 2000 
 
[Written for Trevor Dunham and first sung to him in the week after his forty-first 
birthday.  Intended as a ‘border song’ - something to define us when time grew 
long - and as a sequel to Innocence and Charity, which was my song-gift to him for 
his twenty-first birthday.  This song is sung to the same tune as The Bell Tower] 
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    THE WHOLE CATASTROPHE 
 
Cmaj7    Dm7 
Hour after hour I want to run wild 
I want to be a super-man and a precocious child 
F    C  Am 
Because there’s something I’ve got to be 
 F  G  Cmaj7  Dm7 
I want love and the whole catastrophe 
 
I want to raise my hand.  I want to stand up 
And walk out of here right now 
I want the world to say ‘Wow!’ and ‘Marvellous, aint he?!’ 
And I want love and the whole catastrophe 
 
  Am G F G Am  G F 
Chorus: All my energies are blind.  All my awkwardness unwind 
  F  G  Cmaj7  Dm7 

For love and the whole catastrophe 
 
I want to go to waste.  I want that taste 
I want that soft, sweet succulence 
That you only get once in life.  I want it to crash over me 
Because I want love and the whole catastrophe 
 
I want to entwine with that girl of mine 
And touch forever in a moment so completely fine 
An experience of perfect biochemistry 
Oh, and I want love and the whole catastrophe 
 
2nd Chorus: If I can’t have it all, then just give me everything 

Including love and the whole catastrophe 
 
 
Mitch 
 
30 March 2000 
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   GOD’S DAUGHTER RUNS ON WATER 
 
 
It was never enough for her to walk 
She wanted to run on water 
 
The meek needed fuel for their fire 
But she made it run on water 
 
Chorus: We are her followers, the great pride-swallowers 

Inheritors of the earth,  
Small folk of great worth 
Rulers of the world, we may one day be, 
And we will have our glorious destiny,  
But, first, we’ll have a cuppa tea 

 
She wanted more than the trains to run on time 
She wanted them to run on water 
 
Our faith drove on the whiff of an oily rag 
But she wanted it to run on water 
 
But even with her god-damned boots 
The heavy-hearted can’t ever run on water 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 February 2000 
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    STOLEN THUNDER  
 
Bm   A6 
In the embrace of solitude   
In the calm of the storm   
In the cry of the clown in company   
In the darkness of the dawn   
 
  D  G+d  D G+d 
Chorus: I’ve heard the thunder roar   [x2] 
 
   A    G 
Bridge: For all the work that I have ever done,  
  There are times when I still wonder,  

      D 
Were they my finest hours or my stolen thunder?   [^] 
 

In the tears of the stone-hearted   
In the lament for the departed   
In the blindness I have seen   
In the love that could have been      [^]  
 
In all my dreams come true,  
Beneath the black clouds I’ve lived under,  
Did I give it all away?  
Or was it stolen thunder?         [^] 
 
2nd Bridge:  We mighty cracks and clatter-backs   

We crash from our car-cages   
We rattle rocks of ages   
We live on deadly wages   
Throw pearls from barroom mages   
The sodden secrets of stoned sages   
But Claudia cries and rages  
All the more because she’s heard the thunder roar 

 
Mitch 
 
18 January 2000 (and 17 November to 29 December 1999) 
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     BALLAD OF A BILLION LIARS 
 
[Capo 2] 
D   Am7 
Skinny white kid, all boots and balls,  
C   Em7/C  D 
Nip rings and tatts and out to flaunt it all   
Pins and ink and too much drink,  
Makes you think, don’t it?   
 
Blue haired beauty talking bulk bullshit   
A flash of cleave and a hint of tit   
Sex has a stink of its own, don’t it?   
Makes you think...   
    G  C  
Chorus: They went out one night   
    D Am7 

They were like a fire 
  G C D   
But there’s only one truth  
  G/C C D 
And a billion liars   [x2] 
 

They was a perfect mess, all undressed.   
Blunders and wonders, the beauty of it.   
All that ‘up and under’ and too much drink  
Makes you think, don’t it?   
 
Bombed and blind and all big time.   
Throb and gristle and the whiff of slit.   
It was either love or too much drink.   
Makes you think, don’t it?  
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
7 January 2000   
 
[After several too many, watching the sexy young things on all night rock 
videos] 



 161

     ATTACK OF THE V’S 
E E7+d#  A 
I wish I was a fire 
A+Ab  
In this forest of fools   
I wish I was a hammer  
In this box of tools   
 
  E E7+d#  C#+E(E string drone)  
Chorus: That’s the way it used to be,  
   B+E(E string drone) 

The Ride of the Valkeries.   
But in these days of sleaze and ease  
It’s just an attack of the vagaries   
 

Let’s go!  It’s on!   
Fuck this!  We’re gone!   
Kick it over!  Just do it!  
Too right! Ah, screw it!         [^]   
 
Pissed off!  Missed out!   
I’m sure!  I doubt...   
Next time!  Perhaps?   
Too Wired! Too fired up!   
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 January 2000 
 
[The first verse was written with Frank Donatiello and Yvonne Markowski at 
Villawood, when we should have been working.  The title comes from a 
conversation with Ian: ‘I thought the gig was definitely on!’  ‘You know what it’s 
like, Pete - the “Armidale vagaries”’] 
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    SONG FOR NO REASON AT ALL 
[Capo 4] 
 Am7  G 
It was hard to leave behind   
Hard to let it go   
The very stuff of childhood  
Up against the stuff I had to know   
 
   C  G  Fmaj7  G 
Chorus:  Songs are like children and flags   

More than a collection of ribbons and rags   
Am    Em Am  G 
Some songs will fly and some songs will fall   
Am  Fmaj7 G  C G F G 
So here’s another song for   no reason at all   

 
I never got over  
All that addled-essence  
And though I am older  
I still feel its presence 
 
2nd Chorus:  These songs are my children, my flags   

My half-masted bastards in ribbons and rags 
Some songs will fly and some songs will fall   
So here’s another song for no reason at all 
 

3rd Chorus:  Songs are like children and flags   
A grab bag of half-truths and brags   
Some songs are captured, some songs are thrown  
And some songs are fired off into the great unknown 
 

[Repeat 2nd Chorus] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 January 2000  
 
[Chris Clark’s 1999 Christmas letter gave me ‘addled-essence’ which seems all 
the more appropriate, given our shared youth] 
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    POP SONG KILLER  
 
[Riff in Eb] 
Am7    G Am7  G 
I should have worked harder and raised a ‘standard’   
I could have smeared my sleeveless heart all over the stinking charts.   
I could have kept it simple, worn a suit and a dimple.   
Been a Beatle or an Elvis but I was stuck with myself as is.   
 
 F  C [G 2nd time]  
So, something had to break     [x2] 
 
   C  G 
Chorus: When Time, the unraveller,  
  F  G  C G F G  

Meets the Great Song Traveller   
When your art and soul need to thrive  
It’s hard to bring it in under 3-o-5.   
Am  Em  Am  Em 
So, in for revenge for Fernando and for Thriller,  
F G   A (1st time)  B (2nd time) [riff] 
I have become the Pop Song Killer.    [x2] 
 

I could have done better than even ‘Alouetta, Jean Ti Alouetta’   
I could have aimed higher than ‘Mull of Kintyre’   
But all those little ditties, so witty and so pretty,  
They always break your heart and that’s the great art   
 
Something has to break     [x2]   [^]   
 
Bridge:  In the great tradition of Magilla Gorilla   

With the torch like integrity of Phyllis Diller   
Because Hip Hop is to Disco as Pancho is to Cisco   
But mainly for revenge for Bohemian Rhapsody and Thriller  
I have become the Pop Song Killer   
 
 

Mitch 
 
1 January 2000 
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     WE ARE THEY 
 
 
[Capo 2] 
D 
They spit us out   
A 
They burn us up   
G 
They lead us here   
B   A  G 
Then the smoke and mirrors, my dear   
 
They hawk the dream.  They grind the myth   
They sell the twist.  Then they pretend they don’t exist   
 
  Em   A 
Chorus: At the end of the day,  

In the great decay,  
There is silent amaze  
G F#open D 
For we are   they   
 

They feed on youth.  Prey on the weak   
They flog the dead.  When all is said and done it’s all a lie   
 
They take us in.  They clean us out   
They suck us dry.  There is nothing new beneath the sun and sky    [^] 
 
They rip it up.  They tear it down   
They scorch the earth.  For all it’s worth  
 
They hack away.  They slash and burn   
Their brilliant blaze.  But they never learn       [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
29 December 1999 
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OF YOUR MISERY  
 
D  F#+d 
Perfect to a fault   
G+d  Asus  D F#open+d G+d Asus 
Ticking off some sickening kicks   
Why there’s nothing that a million volts  
Or a million bucks wouldn’t fix   
 
In spite of all the chains you’re dragging around,  
Those superficial sheilas and pretentious pricks  
(that you call the ‘chicks’ and ‘dicks’)   
Why even your little red wagon I reckon I could fix   
 
    D  A 
Chorus: Because I’m here to help you out   
  G A  D 

Be in no doubt about it 
  A D   A G   
My dear old friend, in the bitter end,  
 A  D  
I’m here to help you out...  
G A D 
Of your misery      [x2] 
 

All those trumped up situations,  
Tired titillations and tricks   
Why there’s nothing that a major operation  
Or a minor excavation couldn’t fix   
 
Your life in the small pond, playing the big part,  
Out of your depth, out there in the sticks   
Why even your mean little heart, given a kick start,  
I reckon I could fix        [^] 
 
Mitch  
 
8 December 1999 
 
[This was the year I learned the true nature of friendship - ‘I’d be there for you if 
I could, Mate.  You know I would.  But I’ve got to take my mother-in-law to see 
the Christmas lights’]    
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     BALD RAPUNZEL 
F   G 
I left that world behind,  
 C+g Em+g  F G 
Consigned to a vault in my mind_______   
Imagine the surprise it was to me  
At how easily you fashioned a key   
 
They were my private fires   
My secret desires, dark valleys, misty spires   
Now you’re happy to sell the world the map,  
In your antique shop with all that other crap   
 
   E  E7+d# 
Chorus: It’s good to see you my sweet one   
   C#  B 

It’s good to warm your hard heart   
It’s good that we are grown so old  
And that the best revenge is cold     [x2] 

 
In those sacred bowers  
Lined with wilting flowers and countless lonely hours   
It was where I hid as a child  
When, to the world, I seemed strong and wild   
 
Now you wander with your tourist friends   
Your path wends to where my innocence ended   
One day soon I’ll seal up that tower-tomb  
And lock you forever in that sorry room   
 
2nd Chorus: It’s good to see you my sweet one,  

Every night when day is done   
I can climb your tower my pet  
Now that you’re my guilty secret 

Mitch 
 
13 and 5 November 1999 
 
[I asked myself how the Prince and Rapunzel might have gone if ‘Happily Ever 
After’ became ‘Til divorce us do part’.  I also speculated on what makes a tyrant, 
and the desires and possessiveness that may have led to Rapunzel being locked 
away in the first place] 
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    THE SONG I WRITE FOR YOU 
[Intro: Chorus pattern] 
[Capo 4] 
 D    D+C# 
The song I write for you will be tortured and sweet  
 D+B    G Asus  D 
Either dead on its feet or it will be sung forever__   
 
The song I write for you will be in 4/4 like the others,  
Its sad-song sisters and brothers, with a back-beat and a descending bass line   
 
The song I write for you will be painfully self conscious   
Some line-rhymes will be monstrous and some won’t rhyme at all.  
 
   D Em+d Asus 
Chorus: The song I write for you      [x2] 
 
The song I write for you will touch on all your sorrows   
It’ll be a blazing homage to tomorrow, drawn from yesterday   
 
The song I write for you will be vulnerable and bold,  
Innocent and old, and it will almost write itself.   
 
The song I write for you will be catchy and complex   
Raw with youth and sex and it’ll be sung at your funeral - I promise [^] 
 
The song I write for you will be sensitive and serious,  
Gentle and mysterious.  It’ll be a bit like you.   
 D    D+C# 
The song I write for you will be for you and about you,  
 D+B 
It may question and doubt you, but it will 
G  Asus   D 
Celebrate and love you for all time,  
 G   Asus  D 
Just as we celebrate and love you for all time,  
 G   Asus  Em+d  Asus  D 
Just as I celebrate and love you for all  time___________  (for all time)    
 
Mitch 
 
6 November 1999 
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A LOCAL BOY   
 
C   Em Em6+F G 
He was almost famous as a young man 
Lived a crooked-sixpence-life on the land 
When all the boys and girls were drinking under-age  
And under pressure to understand  
 
He spoke pig-Latin with his father 
Once he drank dog’s blood from a china cup  
He’d say things like: ‘I’ll kill some flowers later  
Just to cheer us all up’ 
 
  E  A  B A  
Chorus: With little to say, he was rarely vocal  

E  A   B 
Home or away he was nothing more 
 A E A B   
Than a local boy  
 A E A B 
Just a local boy    [x2] 
 

I moved away to the city, as quick as I could 
But one summer he came to visit me 
He was like a fish out of water, a lamb to the slaughter, an innocent abroad 
Until he got a skinful on, and then it was really on  
 
I drove him to the airport and I put him on the air  
‘When I get home’, he said,  
‘I’ll show them a trick or two’  
So I just left him a-hanging out there      [^] 
 
He rang, years later, from the prison  
He told me that he’d shaved his head  
He said he was out shooting the breeze one day  
And somehow the whole damn town was dead (swore it was an accident) [^] 
 
Just a ‘local boy, made good’.  
 
Mitch  
 
10 September 1999 and 25 May 1983 
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    WITNESSING PAGE   
 
[Capo 3] 
Am7   Em7+d 
Where do I get this passion,  
For pouring out on the page,  
For writing down  
  Cmaj7  Em7+d Cmaj7 
What others put down to a ‘difficult age’?  
 
In the depths of the drunken night  
Or some maudlin scene  
I go on about the ‘Great Unknown’  
And how great I could have been  
 
  [As per verses] 
Chorus: I had wanted to go on a journey  

Wanted these songs to fly  
Above the sensible world they might lift me  
And I wanted to take you with me    [x2] 
 

Where do I hope it will take me,  
Now youth and fame have gone by?  
What do I want it to make me?  
Who am I and why? 
 
Am7  Em7+d 
Tonight I am alone  
With the witnessing page  
And I wage my one-man-war  
Cmaj7   Em7+d Cmaj7  Em7+d  
With the sensible silence of age  
With the sensible silence of the age 
With the sensible silence of a difficult age    [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
6 September 1999 
 
[Another fortieth year song.  Written for Penelope and Ian particularly and all of 
those of you (Trevor and Tim etc) who I ever wanted to take on “that journey”.] 
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    ONE GREAT DREAM  (ALL OF MY LIFE) 
Am 
The Jack of All Trades  
 G 
Is outside with the engine running  
There’s a crack in the shades  
And the Master of None looks out the window  
 
He sees the boy he once was, killing time before time turns nasty  
‘I don’t miss it very much’, he says:  ‘I only miss it vastly” 
 
   Fmaj7 
Chorus:  Because there’s nothing else  
   Am7 

No great purpose to belong to  
Fmaj7 
But still he hopes for  
G 
One great dream to hold on to  
C+g  G  C+g 
All of my life comes down to this  
  G 
Everything’s clear  
All of my life is either one great love  
Or one great fear  

 
The Jack of All Trades looks as light weight as a dancer  
There’s a question of age but we live in the age of the answer  
 
One man is a youth, the other old enough to be his father  
One lives for the truth, the other knows no lie is worth dying for  [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
3 September1999 
 
[Song first written as All Of My Life – 6 April 1983.  Another fortieth year re-
write] 
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   I MADE HER UP   
 
[Capo 4] 
E (with added f hammer note on D string) 
I bought a case of cognac 
Went up to the pad  
Woke up two weeks later,  
Feeling very ‘jack the lad’  
 
For I had fucked a super-model,  
Wormed into her bed,  
Slimed myself all over  
Was it only in my head?  
 
  A (with added b on G string) 
Chorus: I made her up 

Lips were pretty red 
And you should see what else  
Is trying to get out of my head  
 
But before you judge me,  
Before I drain the cup,  
Remember how she looked  
Before I made her up... she was nothing 

 
Then I found the body  
On the kitchen floor 
Posing very peaceful  
In a pool of gore 
 
I lay down there beside her 
There was no kiss of life  
When the neighbours found us  
I was still licking the knife 
 
Mitch 
 
28 August 1999.  
 
[For the writer who makes things up and for the fan inside]. 
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     KISSES FROM SHADOWS   
 
Bm   G   D Asus 
When the kiss of winter stings your lips  
When you feel that cold again  
I will be walking in the wild New England ranges,  
D   Asus G 
Waiting among strangers, a lifetime from my friends  
 
In the little town where we first met  
We had friends and family but we had to get away  
Can you imagine how they all must have seen us?  
The fire between us was too brilliant for the day  
 
   G   D 
Chorus: Winter kisses from the shadows   [x2] 
 
Bm G   D Asus 
So into darkness we did fly  
Home to New England from the sea  
We had prospered and grew but before we even knew,  
It was already time to say goodbye  
 
For you and I were too beautiful to last  
For you and I could not make that world our home  
We were too close to see how precious were the moments  
How lovely were the hours, that brief time we called our own [^]  
 
So when you feel that winter kiss upon your lips  
When you feel that cold again  
I will be walking in the wild New England ranges  
Waiting among strangers…  
  
   G   D 
2nd Chorus: Blowing kisses from the shadows   [x4] 
 
Mitch 
 21 August 1999.   
[In the winter of in 1999, Leigh Plater and Andy Jones flew their car off a cliff at 
the top of the Gloucester Road, on the way home to Armidale.  The song came as 
a kind of prayer, when we thought Leigh would die.  Miraculously, she made it 
back!  I was able to play it for them at my 40th] 
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    NATURE OF THE BEAST   
 
[Capo 2] 
[Intro and link riff under G: g  d  c  b  a  g  a  e  d  e#  b  a]  
 G Am7 D  G D C  
The monster made a stir out of everything we were  

G D Am7  G D G  (D  C G D C) 
Cloaked in our ideas, it made jewellery with our tears___________________  
Something lurked within the monster’s armoured skin  
That hideous mosaic, modern and archaic  
 
  Em   D 
Chorus:  The monster was a witch  

Behold the rampant bitch  
C Em7  D 
Now we know, at least,  
   G D C G D C 
The nature of the beast  

 
We were just a little band, trooping songs across the land  
A delicate machine, fuelled on hopes and dreams  
Monster bound us heart and hand and then broke up the band 
A beautiful injustice that finally came and crushed us     [^] 
 
2nd Chorus: An industry of waifs, without hope, charity or faith  

Now we know, at least, the nature of the beast 
 

When the monster came and threw our music on the flames  
He burned the words like wood, just because he could  
Those days trickled by like honey, for monster blood was money  
An emanating dark, bleeding from the monster’s heart  
 
3rd Chorus:  The monster was a wizard,  

Behold the rampant lizard.   
 Now we know, at least,  

The nature of the beast 
 
 
 

Mitch 
 
14 August 1999 
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     FORTY ORBITS    
 
[Capo2] 
G  Em  C  D  G  
What would I say if I could find a way to write about Chris? 
I’d try to be direct and true, Chris would expect nothing less than this 
Am7   D 
For forty years he has lived in the world of men D Dopen D 
And I wish him at the least the same all over again 
 
In the cold concrete canyons of school where we first met 
We were lost boys looking for a love we couldn’t have imagined yet 
As young men we challenged life and dared to question the dead 
We argued the existence of God in the Pine Forest, the night before I wed 
 
For years Chris lived in Newcastle, where he learned to teach with his hands 
Then he walked out in the wider world – a man of many lands 
And in those years of love and sorrow there was always tomorrow 
And, come tomorrow, always more dreams and plans 
 
  Am7  D  Am7 [Am7+G] D 
Chorus: My friend is a teacher.  My teacher is my friend  G 
  Forty orbits for Christopher.  Chris, let’s do it all again 
 
From the mighty Hunter Valley to the great harbour town 
He gave ideas to children as shield, so they could be a little braver 
And one year he lent a gentle hand to my fragile little band 
But there was nothing anyone could do to save her 
 
Innere city or Blue Mountain, Chris was always there 
A fount of wisdom and friendship over a meal, a beer or a wine 
The chess-king with a passion for books, boats, IKB and the Holy Ghost 
And, I admit it now, Sometimes I’ve prayed that his faith could be mine 
 
Chris came of age when he married Leanne 
And now they raise a fine family to walk upon the land 
In these years of love and sorrow there is always tomorrow 
And, come tomorrow, always more dreams and plans 
 
Mitch 
 
10 August 1999   
[For Chris Clark’s fortieth birthday)  
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   UNBELIEVABLE  (E PABESUESHME)   
[Capo 4] 
D  D+c#  D+b 
There was news in from the world  
 D+C#  D+b  D 
From the great war across the sea  
D+c#  D+b 
Peace was in the air 
D+c# D+b  D D+c# D+b     
And a million refugees were on the ground...   

F#open G F#open G 
Unbelievable____________    [x2] 
 
I called up my friend and he was watching too  
He said, ‘It’s so brutally true, that it almost seems… unbelievable 
 
  F#/Em  G A(Gpos5Fret-a top) A(+a top) 
Chorus: The love that will abide in the touch of a baby’s hand...  
         D [as per verse ]  

The light that falls upon the darkest works of man...  
Are unbelievable_______ 

 
On the T.V. all day they replay the bloody gash  
The missile’s perfect swath through a world turned to scarlet and ash... 
Unbelievable 
 
The way we live our lives, the way we find a way to go on,  
Because it’s all that we can do - is unbelievable    [^]  
Unbelievable/E Pabesueshme. 
 
Mitch 
 
8 June 1999.   
 
[This song was written two days prior to Intake 7 of Kosovar “evacuees” into 
East Hills Safehaven.  I played it for the Kosovars, after they had all arrived, and 
for the Albanian volunteers and all the other staff.  Thanks to Taulant Bushati for 
translating the lyrics.  When the Kosovars and workers all joined in to sing ‘E 
Pabesueshme’ it was the finest moment of my musical life.  This is dedicated to 
all my friends who lived and worked at Operation Safehaven and to survivors 
everywhere - ‘because it’s all that we can do’ and because it’s unbelievable.] 
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    SONG FOR CHRISTMAS   
 
[Capo 4] 
Fmaj7   Am7 Em7 Cmin7 
Well, Christmas came and Christmas went  
All that love and money spent  
Now there’s nothing sadder to me  
Am Em  C G Am G 
Than a string of lights upon a Christmas tree     
 
Boxing Day and she was gone  
Driving off into the grey dawn  
And that highway to the sea,  
Looked like a string of lights upon a Christmas tree 
 
  Am Em C G 
Chorus: She gave me a song for Christmas  

My little Christmas girl  
They sing songs of joy at Christmas  
Am Em  C G  Am G  
When there’s enough sorrow to fill the world  
C G  Am G 
Sorrow to fill the world 
 

She never came again  
Dropped no line to her old friends  
And those nights she lit up for me  
Now seem like a string of lights upon a Christmas tree  
 
I think of her out there  
Getting on with her life somewhere  
But once a year we may be  
Linked by a string of lights upon a Christmas tree   [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
Boxing Day 1998 (lyrics), New Years Eve 1998 (music)  
 
[This melody came to me on Ian and Lisa’s porch at Shannon Road the same 
evening of the great humiliation that followed the “Blue Face/not being with Pen 
for our anniversary” incident] 
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      ANTHEM   
 
C G Am 
Life is fucking miserable  
I can’t wait to die  
All these years just make me laugh  
I’m so happy I could cry  
 
Truth is little more than treachery  
Just you wait and see  
Ask yourself:  “who would live in chains  
When a lie could set them free?” 
 
  F  C  G Gsus2  G 
Chorus: I have this problem with authority (I can’t defy it)  

I have this problem with the absolute (I can’t deny it)  
I have this problem with the infinite (Just can’t count on it)  
I have this problem with anything, that isn’t you  
 

2nd Chorus:  I have this problem with gravity (Can’t rise above it). 
 
Love is a deadly animal  
And you know it to be true  
You’ve got to kill the very thing you love  
Before it gets to you  
 
Youth is a complete waste of time  
Remember all the things they did?  
And I’ve not been so exquisitely betrayed  
Not since I was a kid  
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
25 April 1998  
 
[ANZAC Day after reading Catcher In The Rye] 
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     CLOUD OF DUST 
 
 
 
  D  A 
He cut up bad when she left him 
 Bm   G D  Asus  D Asus 
So much for a sense of direction (they haven’t got a name for it) 
He didn’t get mad or get even  
Just sad drunk every evening  (they haven’t got a name for it) 
He burned the house, sold the farm 
Cut the tattoo out of his arm (they haven’t got a name for it) 
 
  Gopen/D F#open/D 
Chorus: 
  Asus Em/D  Cmaj7/D 
  He’s [I’m] bound to disappear 
   Gopen/D F#open/D Asus Em/D  Cmaj7/D 
  In a cloud of dust 
 
He quit the job, drove south 
But the taste of her in his mouth (they haven’t got a name for it) 
He lived for money, called it art 
But the aching in his heart  (they haven’t got a name for it) 
He grew old.  He wondered why 
The love that wouldn’t die  (he never had a name for it) 
 
[^] 
 
Life is an elegant argument 
Some call it a veil of tears  (but I haven’t got a name for it) 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
28 March 1998 
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REUNION CALL  (Tumble-Down Ruins of Childhood)   
 
[Capo 2] 
 D  D+e          f#  e  d  e f#  e   F#open+d 
Your life meets mine, the way candlelight meets wine  
  D  D/G 
And we drink and we shine  
Twenty years on and all our illusions are gone  
Betrayed by time, betrayed by song 
 
   A   
Chorus: But I’ll be waiting for you  
    D D/G 

And the reunion call___  
In ten years time  
I’ll probably answer the reunion call 

 
Can we go back to the school at the top of the hill?  
Where our young ghosts are learning still  
Would it be hard to stand in the old school yard  
And to ask once more what it was all for?       
  
 
[^] 
 
Once it was ‘you and me’ and the ‘powers that be’  
Now we’ve gone from the ‘pressure of peers’ to the ‘pressure of years’  
All that we could... All the lives that we should...  
Would be built on the tumble-down ruins of childhood 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
21 November 1997  
 
[Written the morning after my twenty year Duval High School, Armidale 
reunion.  I first played this at Ian and Beth Peters’ house - Ian Peters wanted this 
to have fifty verses and for me to capture everything we shared at school but this 
‘resigned-rocker’ version seemed to say enough - maybe I’ll write that later...]   
 
Dedicated to all the other tumble-down ruins. 
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     LIVING A LIE      
[Capo 2] 
[Intro: C/g g g e d c G  Gsus Am+ d F+ g] 
C     G 
The highway shimmers like a river in the darkness  
Am  G 
As I drive home at night  
Sometimes I will watch you from the hallway,  
Before I turn on the light  
C   G 
I told you that we would be happy,  
Am   F 
Living here in this dying town  
C   G 
But when I see you crying in the kitchen  
Am  G    F  
It seems that I could just drown in those tears  
 
  F   G   E 
Chorus: Remember that shock blue water-hole  

In the black-granite valley in the gorge country  
It was where I first told you I loved you  
But just lately...  
C   G 
I’ve been using those words as a weapon  
Am   F  
Three hard words to make you cry  
 C  G  
While I live I love you 
Am  G   C [Intro Riff]  
But you and I, we’re just living a lie  

 
They say this town has a heart, it’s the industrial black heart of the nation  
And the rain sweeps in from the ocean, with me lashed here to my work station  
 
When I told you that all I wanted was to live here year after passing year  
I didn’t know that the shimmering highway would one day whisper in my ear 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
31 March 1997 
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     BLOOD LINES 
 
The highway shimmers through the dark 
In the night there’s a fragile spark 
And I remember all your whispered words 
In the long lost language of birds 
 
Chorus: We are caught behind bloodlines 
 
There’s a distant train and a city’s far off lights 
People rally to the same old fight 
In the battle for a moment of truth 
We all stare into the eye of the eternal lie 
 
2nd Chorus: We are all born behind bloodlines 
 
  You are here with me, in space and time 
  Together we will trace out the bloodlines 
 
There’s a bitter promise of sorrowful glory 
There’s only one end to a billion stories 
But there’s something always drags me home 
It’s the cry of company and the call of the alone 
 
3rd Chorus: So, here I sit and write these bloodlines 
 
  You are here with me, in space and time 
  But we will be torn apart by bloodlines 
 
 
Music:  Ian Mitchell 
 
Lyrics:  Mitch 
 
 
22 December 1996 
 
[At Lakemba] 
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    REINVENT THE WHEEL 
 
[Riff in A: Open A drone under tune on D string:  a  g#  f#  d  e  e] 
A 
I broke down on Christmas Eve 
 a   b     c   Em   A [Riff] 
By the side of that home-bound highway 
I sat up on the steaming bonnet 
And watched that red and white, tail and headlight, river flow 
 
   F  C 
Chorus: It was a bloody great deal 
   G   Am 
  It was a great deal of bloody money 
   F    C  E 
  And I promised to be home for Christmas, Honey 
    C  Em  A 
  So we could feel that we’d reinvented the wheel 
 
I rolled into the service station 
While the rest of this great nation drove home for Christmas 
If I ever get this car alive 
I’m going out on a bloody great drive 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
December 1996 
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GRANDPA’S HAT   
 
[Capo 2] 
D D/c# Dopen D/b Dopen D/b 
Down on Jubilee Road,  
I learned to crawl  
And, in spite of you,  
I grew up wild and tall  
 
Down on Jubilee Road,  
I learned to hate  
And though I was hungry for my revenge,  
I learned to wait  
 
  D Em D Em 
Chorus: Too young to know better  
    D Em   G A 

And I was too young when I wrote that letter  
  D Em  D Em 
And I was too young for my grandpa’s hat  
D D/c# Dopen D/b Dopen D/b 
But I grew out of that     [x2] 
 
 

Down on Jubilee Road  
I learned guitar  
And though I play and sweat and dream every night  
I still wonder where you really are  
 
Down on Jubilee Road  
The ghosts are alive and well  
They whisper their sad little secrets to me 
But I will never tell       [^] 
 
Mitch: Lyrics 
 
Music: Mitch and Trevor Dunham 
 
13 September 1996. 
 
[I originally started writing: “Down on Hilda Avenue” (Trevor’s old street) but 
he chickened out, so I felt obliged to, once again, explore my own long suffering 
family] 
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    NEW ENGLAND  
 
 
[Capo 4] 
D     G 
 I can’t wait to see you in New England  
  D     G 
Where the frost is harsh beneath the die-back gums  
 Em     Am  
Yes, when the winter comes I’ll pack these axes and drums  
 G   C D  G 
And drive all the way from nowhere to everything  
 
I can’t wait to see you in New England  
When our words are icy clouds even at midday  
Yes, I’ll be on my way along that old pot-holed highway  
All the way from nowhere to everything  
 
  C     G 
Chorus: When I’m in town again, I’ll catch up with my old friends  
    C    G  

And we’ll bore each other stiff about all the people we are with 
  C    D 
And ‘how wonderful it all was way back when’  
  D    G 
When the middle of nowhere was everything  

 
I can’t wait to see you in New England  
The drought has finally broken there I hear  
With a car load of gear, one morning cold and clear  
I’ll drive all the way from nowhere to everything  
 
I can’t wait to see you in New England  
Where Mount Duval sleeps by the Dumaresq  
Yes, there’s one more thing I must do before the spring  
And that’s drive all the way from nowhere to everything 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
Winter 1996 
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     LOOK AWAY 
 
 
 
 
If you see my happy life 
And guess at my broken heart 
 
Chorus: Look away 
 
If we meet, one cloudless day 
And you see the storm in my eyes 
 
[^] 
 
If you remember who I was 
If you recall those days 
 
[^] 
 
For I am hanging together 
And just getting through the day 
 
[^]  
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
22 February 1996 
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     LIKE LOVE 
 
 
On the corner of Federal and Hume 
There’s a line of poplar trees 
And they flash by as the evening dies 
Like love_______ 
 
When rains come around again 
I’ll take you down to Lake George 
And the lake will mirror the sky 
Like love________ 
 
  C  G C G 
Chorus: And like love we will be true 
   C G  D 
  And like love we will betray each other 
  Until we are no more like sister and brother 
  Aint that just like love? 
 
 
 
 
Mitch and Trevor Dunham 
 
In Canberra 
 
February 1996 
 
[The poplar trees would find their final home in April Fool’s Day] 
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     ROCKVALE ROAD   
 
D    
Slumped at the table  
 D/G 
The poor man’s millionaire  
  D 
Finds his poisonous fortune  
 G  F#open+g  Em 
Has only burned a hole in the coffee cup   [x2] 
 
In the lantern dark  
The tyrant of the night  
Spears the shafts of light that can only  
Burn a hole in your coffee cup 
 
  C G C  G  
Chorus: You and me were a sight to see 

On Rockvale Road in 1973  
We were dreaming to be so high and dry  
  C G Em 
Like those pine forest  spires in the sky  

 
We built the cobweb life  
The spider myth  
But a drop of acid truth  
Burned a hole in the coffee cup  
 
Today we cower  
Beneath the storm of our age  
And we know it was only time  
that burned the hole in the coffee cup  
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
10 December 1995 (and 13 September1995) 
 
Music by Mitch and Trevor Dunham 
 
[The greatest gift is for someone else to sing your song and it was a brilliant 
moment when Timo Hewitt played this one for us at his fortieth birthday] 



 188

     LONELY AS GOD 
 
 
D      Riff:        a    g     e   d   b   d 
I am up to work and my old life______ 
D       a    g     e   d   b   d  Cmaj7+d Em7+g 
Is boxed up in the tomb that we called a bedroom 
 
I am out to lunch and my old friends mean to 
Drink to justify the bitter end 
 
   A(Gpos4Fret+d) 
Chorus: But, because of a broken heart 
   A(Gpos4Fret+d) 
  Yes, because of a broken heart 
  D(Cpos3Fret+a) C#+a(top) Em7+d/a(tp) Allopen+a(top) 
  They may find me a little uneven 
  They may even find me a little odd 
  Yes, it’s the little things that hurt the most 
  A(Gpos4Fret+d) D(^) C#+a(top) Em7+a(top) Allopen+a(top) 
  When you’re as lonely as god_____  [x2] 
 
I am home to sleep, while my old cronies 
Are chasing wild night demons, but I know all those phantoms are phoneys 
 
I am down to die, and my whole life flashes before my eyes 
But I know that on the third day I will rise    [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 December 1995 (and 30 September 1995) 
 
[Nick Hawes, my English friend, from 1975, heard this song during my visit to 
him in 1997 and asked if he could play it for others.  “Of course!  But why that 
song, of all the ones I’ve played you?”  “I don’t know, Pete.  Perhaps, musically, 
it reminds me of the songs you wrote in 1975 and I’ll always prefer your 1975 
music”.  Nick is the keeper of the 1975 songs.  I suppose I should get a copy 
someday.]  
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    YOU’RE ON YOUR OWN 
 
 
G D  Am7 
I can’t give anymore 
I can’t cover your back 
It’s become a terrifying, death defying 
Balancing act 
 
  D  G 
Chorus: You’re on you own 
 
You are not afraid because 
I am here, and yet 
I wont always be your 
Human “safety net”      [^] 
 
I can’t forgive anymore 
I can’t give anymore slack 
I may be your world famous 
High wire act but…      [^] 
 
Bridge:  Confidence is everything 

And way up there we look so small 
But from where I sit, these days, 
It just looks like it’s a long, long way to fall 

 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch and Trevor Dunham 
 
30 September 1995 
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PEPPERCORN RANSOM 
 
 
 
Cast upon the shore 
Are those boys of yours 
Their burned out hulks 
Come to grief on a wave of sulks 
 
Blown before the tide 
So high, wide and handsome 
They wonder who will have to pay 
The peppercorn ransom 
 
Chorus: You will be my undoing 

As we lie amid the ruin 
  Of another  

Bedroom afternoon 
 
Scattered across the floor 
Among the spoils of war 
Are a line of gibbering wrecks 
Just wondering who’ll be next 
 
The band has packed it in 
But some of them keep dancin’ 
Hoping to be the one 
To pay the peppercorn ransom 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
29 September 1995 
 
 



 191

    BOTTLES OF TEARS  
 
 
Red light bulbs in a room of concrete blocks 
With the curtains drawn, we learned to let it rock 
 
On the garage roof, with a bucket and a box 
And a 10watt amp, we really let it rock 
 
Chorus: Can we go back the twenty years? 
  You bet your life, my dears 
  Because, I’ve kept the tapes 
  And the bottles full of tears 
 
From Ben Venue and the Pine Forrest 
To the high school on the hill, we grew and let it rock 
 
The microphones were cheap and nasty 
But that borrowed gear shocked the neighbours when we let it rock  [^] 
 
Sometimes we kicked a football too 
Back and forth across the highway, between trucks and we let it rock 
 
We dreamed that a better life might lie down the road 
Well, yes, it was just a lie but at least we tried to let it rock   [^] 
 
Music:  Trevor Dunham 
 
Lyrics:  Mitch 
 
19 September 1995 
 
[This was written in memory of some of the dreams and games that filled our 
young heads between Timo Hewitt’s house in Link Road, Trevor Dunham’s in 
Hilda Ave and mine in Jubilee Road, Armidale – 1970 to 1974.  Thanks to Jon 
Anderson for the loan of his 10watt amp, with three inputs, so all three of our 
guitars could play, of course, someone still had to hit the box and the bucket that 
we used for drums.  When Jim Pierce’s 20watt amp was able to be borrowed, we 
were then ready for Dang’s place, with its two real drums and a cymbal!  From 
humble beginnings we were on our way to a lifelong obsession with song.]   
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     DEATH OF A LOVE 
 
G  C 
You said you loved me 
 G C  G C 
And a line of seagulls cut the sky 
And a line of truth 
   D 
Cut through that cruel lie 
 
You said you would always be with me 
You said a lot of things 
Like: “There’ll be no promises”, “No goodbyes” 
And “No strings” 
 
  Bm  Em 
Chorus: The death of a love 
   Bm  Em 
  Will be mourned by none 
  Bm Em C D  
  No tears of the moon 
  Em   G 
  No jewels from the sun 
 
The seagulls are lost 
Between the ocean and the lake 
And we remain torn 
By all the give and the take 
 
All the things you said to me 
In the dead of the night 
You might just as well have cut out my heart 
And strung it up in the sky like a kite 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Trevor Dunham and Mitch 
 
19 September 1995  
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TODAY’S RAIN   
 
 
C G  Am  G 
Today’s rain broke the longest dry  
 Am   Em  Am Em 
Like a million shards of stained glass in the sky  
Today’s rain turned black road into river  
A penitent stream in a Gothic forrest  
 
Am  Em  Am  G 
But I’ll be damned if I forgive her  
 
  C+g G  F+g G  
Chorus: She saved me from oblivion  

From power and wealth  
Pulled me back from the brink of an unbridled happiness  
And saved me from myself  
Am Em   Am  G 
But I’ll be damned if I forgive her  

 
Today’s rain was a treacherous downpour  
Sacred and profane like a whore  
Today’s rain was reason to shiver  
Cold as a kiss from the mouth of doom 
 
But I’ll be damned if I forgive her  
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
4 September 1995 
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HOLY TO ME 
 
G   C  G 
We lie here and talk about your choice 
  G C G 
And you choose to endure silently 
Em    D 
But I want to hear your voice 
  G  c  b  a G 
Because it's holy_____ to me 
 
In the darkness there is a light 
That you hide behind the mask 
But I will tear it from your face 
Because it's holy to me 
 
  F   C 
Chorus: Sunday morning, up at the altar 

Another human sacrifice 
The gory bells ring in bloody worship 
It's another holy day 

 
And if I'm wrong to put you up 
Like an idol on a pedestal 
Then history, all dotted with deity 
We will have to re-write 

 
We sit here and talk about God 
And I lay down the law 
No I don't need the Trinity 
Because you're holy to me 
 
[^] 
 
Praise the Lord 
 
 
Mitch 
 
25 December 1994 
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KING OF THE LAND 
F  C  G 

Chorus: Let me tell you about my dream 
In it I walk be side a spring stream 

 
Am  C 
I was born, like many others 
G  Em 
Neck deep in love that smothers 
Mother, school, sex, education 
Cars, love, masturbation 
 
I re-lived my father's mistakes 
Hit the throttle, the bottle and the brakes 
Now I cling to other apron strings 
This job, this city and a million other things 
 
Some days I could just throw it all in 
Drive back home, start again 
But I stay here for the girl married 
The money owed, the children carried 
 
[^] 
 
With my red cap in my back pocket 
I step up and piss on the flag 
My old car revved up and rumbling 
I light up this ribbon road rag 
 
Wood grain Telecaster cranked up and wailing 
I count in the band 
Black eyes, shirt, hair waving 
I step out like a king of the land 
 
2nd Chorus: Let me tell you about my dream 

In it I walk beside a Springsteen 
 
 
Mitch 
 
17 June 1994 
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   I WANT YOU TO BE WITH ME 
 
 
A(Fmaj7pos in 5fret)  
[Riff: key notes on E string while playing A chord – c# e b e a e] 
Pink galahs, like fireworks,  
Explode from off the highway 
And light up the urban grey sky 
 
Working days will get ya 
Just a couple of dollars richer 
Don’t it make you wonder why? 
 
  Dm7   A 
Chorus: I want you to be with me 

Dm7  
In the lonely sky 
   A A/Ab  B Dm7 

  And out on the grey sea 
     A+riff 
  I want you to be with me 
 
The eucalyptus blues 
Are watching over you 
The sinking sun flickers on by 
 
And, for just the price of leaving, 
And as easily as believing 
This highway will let you fly 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
24 September 1993 
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    LITTLE PIECE OF FOREVER 
 
 C  G  C+A(bar3Fret+e+a) 
The kids are running by in the street 
The dogs are barking up at the wintry night 
The warm smell of somebody’s cooking 
And storm clouds looking for a fight 
 
 A(Fmaj7pos5Fret) C(Dpos5Fret on d/g/b strings) Dsus2 
Chorus: While my own little piece of forever 
  Is boxed up in the garage below 
  I hang it on the line from time to time 
  And try to stop the mildew grow 
 
The neighbour wanders home of an evening 
Broken by the beating of the day 
I hear him through the glass, shouting, as I pass: 
“Christ, there’s got to be another way!” 
 
2nd Chorus: And my own little piece of forever 
  Is woven from the little I know 
  I’m lacing up the net and, maybe, one day, yet 
  I’ll go out and catch the river flow 
 
You can hide out there for years on that highway 
But you’ll roll back into town again, one day 
If you choose that way of life, on the edge of a knife 
Can you ever cut out what you’re running away from? 
 
3rd Chorus: So, my own little piece of forever 
  Is burning in the fire below 
  I can warm my hands on those sad little plans 
  While I look out at those storm clouds go 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 July 1993 
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I WOULD NOT CALL IT LOVE 
 
 
G Em  Am D 
Lonely hours in the flying dark 
Out above that ocean of steel 
C  D  G 
And there she is looking for commitment 

C D   G  
But the arbitration needs a new deal 
 
Winter looms like an old friend 
And the dawn is broken up over every little thing 
And there she is looking for commitment 
She's sharpening up the nose ring 
 
   G  C D 
Chorus: I'd call it Lust with a capital “L” 
   G   C D 

I'd call it passion born of the fires of hell 
C  D   G F#open Em  
I'd call it the stuff dreams are made of 
 C  D G F#open Em  
But I would not call it love     [x2] 

 
The hardcore, brownstone old town 
Sits up and grins like an industrial whore 
And there she is looking for commitment 
She says: "What we need here is another war" 
 
With eyes for the slaughter she walks the breakwater 
Wearing her tarmac black 
And there she is looking for commitment 
But I'll be knocking the offer back                 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
13 June 1993 
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     MARJORY 
 
D# 
Oh, Marjory 
Ab 
I had a smell of your heavy industry 
Felt the jogging cogs of your machinery 
Gas guzzler, neck muzzler, Marjory  
 
Oh, Marjory 
You blew your smoking debauchery 
And set your flaming torch to me 
You charred the already scared landscape in me 
 
Chorus; I woke up with a head full of hammer 
  A mouth full of stammer 

And a heart full of jamboree 
Oh, Marjory   

 
Oh, Marjory 
You blew by like the weather 
Undercut my iron will with a feather 
Smooth as silk and as tough as leather 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1993 
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    HOMEBOUND HIGHWAY 
 
 
Am7/d 
Winter blue morning 
On a dirty brown highway 
I dream of you  
Only one more night away 
 
In a falling down town 
The streets lined with jacarandas 
There’s a smile and a wave  
From an old man’s verandah 
 
   Cmaj7 
Chorus: But it’s a long hard road 
  And a live-long day 
   E 
  For the prodigal son 
   Am7 
  On a homebound highway 
 
Thirty-one years 
And nothing to show 
But this low flying aircraft 
And the little I know 
 
Slow meander river 
My reason for surviving 
May be my only friend 
But he won’t share the driving 
 
[^] 
 
 
Music:  Trevor Dunham and Mitch 
 
Lyrics:  Mitch  

 
24 March 1991 
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    PHOENIX ROSE 
 
 
Ab/e+g  Gm7+f Eb Fm 
The light from your eyes, surprisingly deadly 
Threw my shadow on the floor 
The sound of your voice, a murderous whisper 
Broke my silence, for ever more 
 
  Ab  Gm Ab 
Chorus: You can walk while I crawl 
  And it may beat all 
  But I’ll be living for more 
 
The cold in your heart, like a treacherous arrow 
Pierced my defences 
Your burning desire, all laced up in anger 
Grew, like a rose, from my ashes 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch and Trevor Dunham 
 
24 March 1991 
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BOXING DAY 
 
 
The black cockatoos swoop down 
Like a feather avalanche 
 
I'm going to fly away 
Like a cannon ball 
 
The river snaking highway roars 
Like an angry ocean 
 
I'm bound to sail away  
Though I'm burned to the water line 
 
 
Chorus: In your life there is love 

To keep the sadness away 
But in mine love is broken 
Like a toy on Boxing Day 

 
 
Well I rocked the shag  
And I shagged the night away 
 
And now I mourn the youthful dag 
In the virginal grey 
 
I have walked the mile of crooks 
Dragged the naked cross 
 
And of all the babbling brooks 
I flowed into a sea of loss 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 March 1991 
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RUDIMENTS OF LONELINESS 
 
 

[Riff: e  g  a  E  E ]  C 
Chorus: I learned from you the rudiments of loneliness 

[Riff: e  g  a E  E]   D 
I learned from you those fundamental laws 
[Riff: e  g  a  E         E]  C   
And I wrote them down, just like Martin Luther 
 D    E 
And I marched across the city and nailed them to your door 
 

  B 
But if I'd saved up all my money  
Like I saved up all my tears 
 A 
I could pay a snake oil doctor  
To cut away some years 
 
And I'd cut away all the lonely ones 
That I barely lived through 
And I'd keep them in a pickle jar 
 E 
To remind me of you, because...             
 
[^] 
 
Now I trade all my working hours 
For a glass of liquid mystery 
All my future's sour 
And all the rest just history 
 
My friends all ask me  
Who could have done this to me 
But they will never know 
It was insidiously kissed to me.  That's how...       
 
 
Mitch 
 
1991 
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    THE FURIOUS WIND 
 
  D  D-a 
Dress me up in those working clothes 
  Am6  G   D 
Send me out like an exiled people to work the barren rows 
Put a bark hut up, as the sun beats down 
And I’ll beg for a meagre existence from the unforgiving ground 
  
  Am C G F#open (Em) 
Chorus: Oh____ You and I  

We will learn to ride  
On the furious wind 

 
Strip me down to my naked skin 
And throw my life away like a javelin 
I’ll raise the beggar’s cup, as the rain beats down 
And beg a moment’s silence from the relentless sound 
 
[^] 
 
Take me in to your little world 
And show me the furious wind for whom your flag unfurled 
I locked these moments up only to let them go 
For I love you so much more than you will ever know 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
29 July 1990 
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IMPOSSIBLY TRUE 
  G F#open Em  
Impossibly true 
    C/g 
You kissed me like a cyclone 
   G F#open Em 
And I awoke with you__________________  
  C/g   D 
Raging all alone, the sea white with foam 
    G F#open Em 
And I lay there on the shore  
   C/g 
Like many had before me 
   G F#open Em 
And I knew that you adored___________ me 
   C/g 
Like violence loves the fight 
   D    
Like darkness loves the night,  

D   G F#open  Em C/g 
With a love impossibly true____________________ 
   G F#open Em 
You read me like a book 
    C/g  
Read my sadness through the ages,  
   G F#open Em  
Dog eared all my pages________________ 
    C/g    D 
Then put me back on the shelf, disdained my worldly wealth 
    G F#open Em  
But I hold nothing against you  
   C/g  
I've got nothing left to show you 
   G F#open Em 
I'm grateful to have known___________ you 
    C/g     D 
Like the desert knows the rain, like the ecstasy knows the pain  
 D   G F#open Em C/g 
With a love impossibly true___________________   [x2] 
 
Mitch 
 
10 July 1990 



 206

     THE BARREL 
 
 
I sleepwalked naked around the garden  
In the middle of the night 
And I had to hide myself in a barrel 
To rectify the sight 
 
Yes, I’ve done a lot of things 
And had many a false start 
But seen only crocodile sympathy 
For a sleepy head and waking heart  
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
 
9 January 1990 
 
 
[A snippet from a real world nightmare.  One night after the Chatswood 
Barbara’s House and Garden staff Christmas party (the last Xmas before starting 
with DILGEA/DIMIA on 12/2/1990) I was invited to spend the night at a 
colleague’s place, somewhere in the lush suburbs of the leafy Northshore.  After 
falling asleep on her couch, I dreamed that I was wandering around a strange 
backyard looking for somewhere to go to the toilet.  It turned out that I had 
actually walked out of the front door, through the side gate and forced open the 
garden shed in my search.  I was wearing only my birthday suit and had aroused 
the entire household banging through the gate and shed – mother, father, granny 
and the kids.  I woke up with the father calling me to come out of the shed.  I 
wrapped myself in a roll of old carpet, making a rudimentary barrel to protect 
my modesty, and then stepped forth.  I can see the mortified and amused faces 
vividly to this day.  It took several cups of tea and hours of debriefing the 
situation with my friend before I dared attempt falling asleep again.  It’s strange, 
don’t you think, that I haven’t been invited back?  It was a horrible experience 
and, hopefully, my last sleepwalk] 
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   STEPHANIE WILL BE DEALT WITH 
 
 
 
Down to the burning beachfront 
Is were the lobster lizards go 
To be red out loud 
And to be “in the know” 
 
There’s a bloody minded logic 
The self-confident betray 
When straddling the saddlebacks 
Every night and day 
 
Chorus: Stephanie’s looking for someone  

That she can truly melt with 
  And, in the not to distant future, 
  Stephanie will be dealt with 
 
They sandblast their lives 
They bombast their friends 
They don’t know what it means 
But they’re justified in the end 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1990 
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SHATTERED RHYMES AND REASONS  
FOR THE SCATTERED TIMES AND SEASONS 

 
 
 
 
 
Sometimes I have the strength of many men 
And people wonder who they all could be 
With some of them delirious and some so sad and serious 
But all of them just little old me 
 
      ~ 
 
There I was ,with nowhere to go 
Wondering how to get on the inside of the radio 
There I was, a poor-boy teen 
Conspiring to get my noggin on the inside of the T.V. screen 
 
I didn’t love the mainstream 
But I dipped into the river  
I didn’t love the popular 
But I couldn’t beat the beat 
 
      ~ 
 
Once we kicked a macadamia in the storeroom 
And we formed a human chain 
We must remember to be a little nutty 
And link up again and again and again 
 
      ~ 
 
Candles, crayons and coat hangers  
Book leaves and double-blinds 
And all the boarded up windows 
That you find behind an open mind 
 
      ~ 
 
The nights gave me relentlessness 
But I fell apart in later days 
It’s was just a falling of leaves 
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And a parting of the ways 
 
      ~ 
 
Here’s a young man in an old wives tale 
It all took place in the brave New South Wales 
He was the friend of a close friend.  She was the serious type 
She thought he was just a joker and she was probably right 
 
They seemed ill suited, at first, 
Distant at best, indifferent at worst 
But they were thrown together by chance 
At the local “Pluck A Wall Flower” dance 
 
It came upon them unexpectedly 
Unheralded, disconnectedly    
It took them both unprepared 
A little lapse in the “lifetime of loneliness” they shared 
 
They had more in common than they had first thought 
  
      ~ 
 
I know nothing about people 
 
Except for the things in them that are in me 
Happiness, ugliness, pointlessness, triumph, despair, routine 
These are the only things I know about people 
 
I know a lot about people 
 
            
      ~ 
 
My everyday torchlight 
And Joseph Conrad’s “Heart” 
Are all that I have 
To tear me together and hold me apart 
 
      ~ 
 
The summer begins again 
It stinks in through the glass 
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The brown bodies throng in thongs 
And loll in the lollywater 
 
There’s a painted wooden bird 
Held in space by fishing line 
It trembles before the summer thunderstorm  
It reminds me of me 
 
      ~ 
 
I’ve a head full of sangria 
A life of lust and wonder 
Up to my heck in good intent 
But what about the hunger? 
 
      ~ 
 
There’s and unearthly light 
In a flood inside the room 
It pools and drips around me 
From the hammer and sickle moon 
 
      ~   
 
Hand over fist, with a shocking twist 
And suffering from razorblade wrist 
 
      ~ 
 
I got my camel caught in the needle’s eye 
Well, at least I tried 
And I got heart-stain on all my shirt sleeves 
So, at least you can’t say I lied 
 
      ~ 
 
All the people who really matter 
Your family, friends and lovers  
You can count them up on one hand 
And push them away with the other 
 
      ~ 
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You talked about violence 
And shattered the silence 
And while I dreamt about your open arms 
You talk about my gun control 
 
      ~ 
 
The purple girls dig deep into my eyes 
On a journey to the centre of my worth 
 
      ~ 
 
We had three chords together 
A big end and a start 
But all you really have is art 
If you don’t have it on the charts 
 
      ~ 
 
Modern man rides mechanical bull 
Now, that says a mouthful 
 
      ~ 
 
I wrote these words on a paper plane 
I flew them across the room to her 
Imagine my surprise and imagine this 
When she blew them back, with a kiss! 
 
      ~ 
 
Don’t bleed on the machines 
They can’t imagine what it means 
 
      ~ 
 
I have lived from love to love 
Almost drowning in my deepest fears 
But Erica, from America 
Has lived for lust for twenty years! 
 
That’s what her lyrics suggest, anyway 
But, although, I’ve been lame and dutiful 
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I’ve never bought an album 
Just because someone was beautiful 
 
She seems a good sort 
With malice and aforethought 
That’s how her album cover looks 
But I’ll wait for the T-shirt and book 
 
      ~ 
 
I have no words for the dark room 
That you locked me in 
Let’s just say: 
It developed me 
 
      ~ 
 
I can sink a drink, across a crowded room 
I can make a guitar squawk 
I can hold my own in mixed company 
But you should see the mad machinery needed to make this rag doll talk! 
 
      ~ 
 
The television talked amongst itself 
But she believed the world was sneaking up behind her 
So she lay beneath my leaden body 
So that even superman couldn’t find her 
 
      ~ 
 
The poisoned man’s mashed potatoes 
Let him, for eternity, rock   
 
      ~ 
 
Irving, the wildebeest, lived in Obscuria 
He was my only friend 
 
      ~ 
 
All of England’s crying and yet you laugh 
The silent-Oh, watery laugh of a goldfish 
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      ~ 
 
No one listens or believes, unless you lie 
Which is why I  
Have such a fabulous time 
Making these gratuitous rhymes 
 
      ~ 
  
I do not want to hold hands 
I do not wish to be kissed 
I do not want to sleep with you! 
But could we make some window mist?  
 

     ~ 
 
She was rich and beautiful, like a continent 
But her straight talk was laced with evasion 
And I was a land-locked little country 
Poor, unstable and threatened by invasion 
            
      ~ 
 
Your life has been too easy 
And it has made you hard 
 
      ~ 
 
He’s a stand out human being 
He’s a broken rule 
He’s the competitive edge 
And an Anglo-Saxon fool 
 
      ~ 
 
The sunshine here is too damn loud 
The peaceful calm is so gale-like stiff 
And I’ve been all over the planet Earth 
Looking for a lion to lay myself down with 
 
      ~ 
 



 214

And just when you think you’re getting somewhere 
Somewhere comes along and gets into you 
 
      ~ 
 
The crowd-shy, gung-ho  
Young man from Lakeland 
Lived in danger of knuckling down 
In this Federation town 
 
      ~ 
 
I live in an average emptiness 
The most exceptionally average emptiness 
That the world has ever seen 
 
            
      ~ 
 
This poem is a picture of a spider 
I cannot open any wider 
I cannot give anymore to you 
My cobweb heart would break 
 
      ~ 
 
I went into a railway tunnel once 
I was on a train 
I was wearing moleskins 
Remind me to never do that again 
 
      ~ 
 
I saw my father play my brother’s drums 
At The Roundhouse, with regime elite 
Bringing down the power shots 
And kicking out the blood beat 

           
     ~ 

 
Part of being perfect is being riddled with mistakes 
Part of being poisonous is being riddled with rattlesnakes 
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      ~ 
 
We were in the cellar with the powder kegs 
There was “Hurricane”, “Baton” and “Hatch” 
And, just when we were getting somewhere 
Someone struck a match 
 
      ~ 
 
In the explosive dark 
For the expensive toy 
She flirts and sparks 
With the butcher’s boy 
 
      ~ 
 
We wanted to stand out 
To be different from the norm 
But all the stand out people 
Are becoming uniform 
 
      ~ 
 
Man the life boats 
I’m going under 
It’s not my love for the curious 
It’s my lust for wander 
 
      ~ 
 
Greet me like you mean it 
Love me like you don’t 
Show me what you will 
In my private world of won’t 
 
      ~ 
 
Rain bounces on the tiles 
Beyond the windowed hole  
The weather surges and saddens 
And the isolation maddens 
 
So, I drink like a drunkard 
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And stream like a consciousness 
Wet behind the dog ears of a folded page 
But tomorrow, I bet I’ll just dry up with age 
 
      ~ 
 
The great mistakes of history 
Have been done to death 
So, lay me down beneath the ground 
Beyond care and my last breath 
 
      ~ 
 
She’s an admirable woman 
She has a symmetrical face 
Neat hair, and, she can read 
Facing backwards on an S.T.A. bus 
But she’s just not part of the plan 
For the tartan socked man 
 
      ~ 
 
Wordsmith for hire 
Two dollars a line 
Extra for wisdom 
No charge for rhyme 
 
      ~ 
 
The talking-plastic rang off the wall 
The writing-stick fell from her hand 
It was the long-awaited call 
From “Disembodied-Voice Man”  
 
      ~ 
 
The pathetic little sorrow,  
That rattled around your head 
Was easily drowned, but, next day,  
It came back from the dead 
 
      ~ 
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This is another one of those sorry times 
When I hit bottom and you hit the headlines 
 
      ~ 
 
You can work and suffer 
Or suffer for nothing 
Have maximum insecurity 
On the minimum wage 
 
      ~ 
 
Workaholic, alcoholic, beggar-man, thief 
Beyond salvation and belief 
Mouth and tongue, like bullet and gun 
Better shoot them all off, while still dumb and young 
 
      ~ 
 
Word boxes 
Car boxes 
House boxes 
Skin boxes 
            
      ~ 
 
Lust and loneliness “maketh the man” 
It’s out there, beyond the contradict 
And some blokes work themselves sick 
Then pay to stick their knobs in the gobs of drug addicts 
 
      ~      
 
You leap from love to love 
You suffer from delusions 
You spring from crag to crag 
But should be jumping to conclusions 
 
      ~ 
 
You climb the stair 
You find me there 
All torrents and torments 
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All worn, all torn 
 
And you complain 
You demand of me again 
You call me out for more 
But I withdraw 
 
I hide up here 
With all my rhyming gear 
And I love this little room 
And the all pervading gloom 
 
      ~ 
 
I must send these songs of mine 
Off to the money men again 
I could do with some introspection 
And some more rejection 
 
      ~ 
 
The world trickles down the window 
The world crumbles in my headphones 
We all come down to Earth 
And we all come down alone 
 
      ~ 
 
Children squeal like pigs 
Pigs squeal like sirens 
Sirens sings like birds 
Birds sing like children 
 
      ~ 
 
I’ve seen the “vision splendid” 
Play the Lansdowne Pub  
Seen the “choir invisible” 
At the Trade Union Club 
 
I have seen and I have conquered 
I’ve been blind and I have failed 
And as the evil tide around me laps 
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I’m wishing I had sailed 
 
      ~ 
 
I know you say that: 
“Slow blues keeps me sane” 
But where’s the bloody pleasure  
Playing it over again and again? 
 
      ~ 
 
I may not go down screaming 
But, then again, I might 
And so what if I only go out like a light? 
You can always wrap your darkness around me 
 
      ~ 
 
She gave it all away, with her “gentleman roughs” 
And their well-heeled decadence, in her Cat-Weasel cuffs 
It panicked her poor parents, alienated her best friends 
It was a kind of kindness but does a little meanness justify the bitter end? 
 
      ~ 
 
Vines are for withering 
Rivers running dry 
The thrash about life  
Is the lay-down-and-die 
 
A peak maybe a mountain top 
Or the start of a valley 
Friends are deserters,  
Rally, rally, rally 
 
This “rumour of strength” 
Is an armour, a skin 
To show to the world 
To hide within 
 
      ~ 
 
Power tinkles crazy 
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Like scatting little birds 
It whispers in those flaps of skin 
The pretty, pearly words 
 
Your trust and your love 
Are like flowers in spring 
And they sway in the feather-wind 
From those powerful little wings 
 
      ~ 
 
Abundancy and redundancy 
Are the trouble with rebellion 
But outlawed love lives on within 
Surface tension and problem skin 
 
The weakest link?  We’ve talked about it 
My wildest dream?  I’ve lived without it   
The deepest truth?  I wanted to die shouting it 
But I have lived long enough to be dying doubting it 
 
Between what you say and what you mean 
Is a mountain, beneath which I smother 
But I mean for this to be a song of love 
From one abundant and redundant to another 

          
    ~ 

 
She sat on my lap  
And we spread out like a suburb 
 
      ~ 
 
Sacrifice music for technique 
Beauty for barbarity 
Then, maybe next week, 
We can sell the debauch for charity  
 
      ~ 
 
I bounced some light 
Into her camera chemicals 
And came back from the chemist 
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In glamorous colour 
 
Smiling like a watermelon 
Leering like a lemon 
Vivid in my grimacing 
Eternal, once and for all 
 
      ~ 
 
This song chokes up 
From my cold, white fingering 
For the years of neglect 
And for my love, somehow, still lingering 
 
The dirt cakes up 
On my best intentioned charity 
So that, in the end, I do depend 
On your friendship, not your love, for my clarity 
 
      ~ 
 
In the darkest north 
In the deepest south 
I set the word birds free 
Every time I opened my mouth 
 
Now in the distant east 
And in the dying west 
There are flocks of lonely screams 
Looking for a nest  
 
      ~ 
 
Sketchy and delicate is the kind of day I bring you now 
Washing on the line and low cloud hung on the horizon 
A grey chill, almost visible, in every room 
I wander through the house and just soak it up 
 
What am I going to do next?  I should be at work 
Part of the treacherous beauty of the day is contained in my guilt 
Guilt by association with this “dream age” 
I can only see achievement and happiness in terms of assuaged guilt 
 



 222

The gate has rusted up and the jasmine passed away 
It seemed almost wilful and that has hurt me badly 
So, how will they remember me? 
Probably as sketchy and delicate 
 
      ~ 
 
The travelling rug on my pedestrian legs, I soak up the weather 
It’s snapped over freezing, I feel like a packet of peas 
It looks like the boiling water and table for me but maybe I’ll be a lucky pea  
Roll to the floor, lie unnoticed in the shade.  Give me the slow decay any day 
 
I’ve built a wordy wall around myself and yet, people still slip in 
Through the spelling mistakes, and they expose the mute in me 
What else can I say?  Bricks and mortar?  Sticks and straw? 
Everyone’s built a wall of their own, just look at this city we call home! 
 
It twinkles at night, if you’re far enough away 
But who can afford to travel? 
I tuck my stay-put rug around my housebound bones 
And imagine the weather 
 
      ~ 
 
You sharpened up your eyes 
And cut into my heart 
At the time I was grateful, for you to come, 
And tear me apart 
 
You sharpened up your act 
And got beneath my skin 
It left me feeling gutted but 
You did what you had to do to win 
 
      ~ 
 
There’s a secret city, full of windows 
That light up before the dawn 
As the early shift gets ready 
To be dragged out of the warm 
 
There’s the barking of the dogs 
A steady stream of lit up brakes 
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As we drive into that secret 
Sparkling, darkling lake 
 
You may see it as you wander 
Those infinite shades of grey 
And you may never return 
To the cold light of day 
 
Because every other moment 
Someone new is born 
Into the secret city, full of windows 
That light up before the dawn 
 
      ~ 
 
I got a call from the “Closet Man” 
He’s coming out with the weirdest stuff 
 
      ~ 
 
The mother gun  
And the trigger finger 
Teach all the young bullets 
To respect their own trajectory   
 
      ~ 
 
You can hear the whole world 
Through your walls 
If you listen hard enough 
But you wont see much of it 
 
You may, one day, be  
The best dressed person in the Universe 
With the clearest conscience and clearest skin 
But, today, there’s pimple puss on the mirror 
 
You can write the smartest things 
Use the choicest poetic images 
You can woo your audience 
Only to fuck the mood up with a swear word 
 
You can guess at the truth 
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From the darkness of your room 
You can be wise beyond measure 
But you will never be sure of what you know… 
Not unless you get out of there 
 
      ~ 
 
There is no trouble 
There is no pain 
That love cannot rule 
Nor hope contain 
 
      ~ 
 
One day I talked to the shadow at my feet 
He said:  “I’ve stood in your spilled beers 
And I’ve always looked up to you 
But you’ve just been standing in my light, for years” 
 
I said that I was sorry 
I had not realized 
When we hurt those closest to us 
We sometimes cannot see it, for the shadows in our eyes 
 
      ~ 
 
Time is a hostile environment for mankind 
Even if, like love, it only exists in our minds 
We shouldn’t have trapped it under glass on our wrists 
Because now we’re doomed to walk and talk through its murderous mists 
 
      ~ 
 
I’m a refugee  
From a little blue house 
In an urban war zone  
In a little Blacktown 
 
      ~ 
 
There was drizzle down rain 
There were break-proof tumblers 
There were flashes of brilliance from 
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Two third-rate fumblers 
 
You played “poor little baby” 
I played “the boss” 
And we sealed up our victory 
With a beautiful loss 
 
      ~ 
 
I’ve just written down the first thing that popped into my head: 
“There’s turmoil and safety in the wreckage of a bed” 
 
      ~ 
 
Rain kissed visionary 
Howling in the mist 
Battering down the mansions 
With a rock and roll fist 
 
      ~ 
 
I’d like to live in peace 
Far from people like me 
In the land of milk and honey 
But it aint that easy to get away 
 
      ~ 
 
Poetry is no proof of life 
It’s written by losers and jerks 
About the only thing poems might prove 
Is that, at least, the poet’s pen works 
 
      ~ 
 
The creaky old man, 
With the well oiled body, snapped 
The rinky-tinky woman 
With piano teeth, spat 
 
      ~ 
 
All the rest is history 
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All the missed are a mystery 
All the twisted just a twistery 
And all these rhyming dogs cannot be good for me 
            
      ~    
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1980s      
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SPONTANEOUS BY DESIGN 
 
 G 
On the woodwork in the bedroom 
 C 
Is a hung up cardboard sign    
  G  D 
It tells me “Beauty is Fragile” 
 Em    C 
And you know that I smashed up mine 
 
I sit high up on this mountain 
My lips locked around a beer 
And I imagine all the fortunes 
That I’d give just to have you here 
 
      G D 
Chorus: But the beggar wastes his breath___ 
      F C 
  And the pauper spends his time___ 
      G D 
  While the world revolves regardless 
   F  C 
  Spontaneous by design 
 
I’m wearing black now for a living 
And it’s killing me to know 
That there’s at least a dozen others out there 
Throwing their lives up at your window 
 
So, I wait here on my mountain 
My life a mere mockery 
But I swear I’d get myself together 
If you’d only come to me 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 July 1989 
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     COME THE DAY 
 
 
G 
I threw my busy-bee life away 
Am 
And I drew the danger money 
D 
But it was a too sweet and sticky life 
C   G 
Wouldn’t you say, Honey? 
 
   D 
Chorus: But if I rolled up all my worldly goods 
  Bm 

And hitched them to the plough 
   G  Bm C 

It would still be a hard row 
  G D C 

  To hoe somehow 
 
I could almost taste the beauty 
In the everyday scenes 
But all I really wanted to do 
Was to sell tickets to my dreams 
 
[^] 
 
    Em   D 
Bridge:  Come the day and it’ll be brighter 
    Em    D 
   Come the day and the load will be lighter 
     F  C  D 
   Come the day, come the day, come the day 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
16 June 1989 
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THE LIGHT BRIGADE 
 
 
Am    G 
We went out like the light brigade 
Am     Em 
Confined our aggression to the tarmac 
 F     C 
And charged through this china shop city 
G   D  C 
Like a couple of wounded animals 
 
Now I don't miss your isolated company 
As much as I thought I would have 
And my heroic indifference only took me 
Five years longer than it should have 
 
One day I just dragged out the old overcoat 
That you lived in when it was your desire 
To expose me to your over protection 
And yes, it made a beautiful fire 
 
It flickered around in the evening 
Like bubbles in a glass of lemonade 
And it gave me a moment's reflection 
Until it went out like the light brigade 
 
Until it went out like the light brigade 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 March 1989 
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BIRDS ON THE WING 
 
 
A   C#sus 
I had a little drink, just a dozen bottles 
D   E 
I painted the town, in primaries and mottles 
 
Because I’d had a little talk, with your mother and your father 
It seems they’d prefer almost anybody, rather… 
   A  D  E 
Chorus: …than me and my one track mind 
  Than me, with my limited horizons 
 
  Bm 
  No, I can’t give you anything 
  G 

Can’t provide the moon on a string 
  E  

 But we could live 
     A 

Like birds on the wing 
 
I never wear a tie.  I never wear a collar 
I wouldn’t know what to do if I won a million dollars 
So, don’t worry about a thing, don’t worry about your folks 
Don’t let them ram it home until it chokes 
 
2nd Chorus: Live with me, and my one-track mind  

Live with me, and my limited horizons  [to Bm section] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 March 1989 
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   YOU WOULD ALWAYS BE THERE 
 
I opened up the cupboard and a lifetime of letters  
Showered down on me 
And I panned them through,  
Like a gold-stream, for a handful of sparkling memories and 
 
Chorus: I knew you would always be there 
 
I went out for a drive in my old rust bucket 
Can it be twenty years since you were by my side? 
Opening night:  “Bride of Frankenstein” 
Our eyes so open wide and so terrified, but still…    [^] 
 
I flicked through my old records, the ones I hid  
And listened to, up in my room, as a kid, when love ruled over everything I did 
They opened up a world so sad and beautiful 
Far removed from this tired and dutiful world I live in today, when… [^] 
 
Well, I moved house recently and found a pile of books and took a look 
They were signed, “with love”,  
From those days when you hoped to improve my mind 
I guess it’s better to have tried than not tried at all    [^] 
 
I’ve been out walking lately, through the gardens by Farm Cove 
And the smell of flowers serves to remind me 
Of all the parks, woods and secret places we wandered through 
When we were wandering through all those years, when…   [^] 
 
It makes me angry, all the time I killed 
Only to find, all the time, that you were trying to breath some life into me 
Well, in the end, I’m happy to say that you eventually did 
So, “here’s looking at you, Kid”, as a I remember when…   [^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
2 March 1989 
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     GIRL OF MY DREAMS 
 
 D  G 
You cut the day wide open 
 D  Asus 
With a steel blue sky 
You toy with my emotions 
Because it's easier to lie 
 
You were always doing things like that 
Always dragging out the lonelies 
Throwing on a saddle 
 D   Bm (Bm G A) 
Or just frightening the ponies 
 
  A    D 
Chorus: I wake screaming from my sleep 
    A 

So tell me what it means when I say to you 
G  A  D D+g D+f# D+e D+f# 
You are the girl of my dreams? 
G  A  Bm  
You are the girl of my dreams 
G  A  D D+g D+f# D+e D+f# 
You are the girl of my dreams 

 
The trees across the valley 
Are blown from side to side 
And when you blew into my life 
Well I just went along for the ride 
 
So I don't hold you guilty   
But neither are you blameless 
And among the local lonelies, my girl 
You're almost famous 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
9 February 1989 
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BETWEEN US 
 
 
 
You plead with me everyday 
Don’t drive the clouds away 
But they may be all that stand between us 
 
The human wedge that sends 
Us up the wall and round the bend 
May be all that comes between us 
 
Greed is with us all the way 
As we hoard our perfection everyday 
Yes, these things always seem to come between us 
 
But do we need these shallow rings 
To justify the lovelorn things 
That were born between us 
 
I’ve been talking to you for hours 
About the powers of positive persuasion 
But all you hear is the sad and clear 
Slipshod silence of the situation 
 
There are echoes all around us 
From the cave-like community that surrounds us 
This may not be the age of consolation 
But it sure is beginning to hound us 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
23 January 1989 
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    SHAKE YOUR WORLD 
 
 
 
D    Eopen 
You can hide behind your beauty for a moment 

D    Eopen 
But, the beauty of it is, is that it won’t last  
C  A C  A 
One day soon,  I’m going to find you 
 
  G 
Chorus: Look out 
  F#open+g 
  Look out 
  C 
  I’m going to 
  D  G 
  Shake your world   

[Repeat chorus then last line x 2 (2nd time under Chorus pattern)] 
 

D    Eopen 
As strong as you are with all that power at your disposal 
 D     Eopen 
When the morning comes so does the weakness 
C  A C   A 
Remember me?  I’m the one who’s going to find you 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1989 
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IF I AM ABLE 
 
 

I was younger than was good for me 
But soon grew out of that 
And between me and the blazing sun 
I had nothing but a wide brimmed hat 
 
There was chronic unemployment 
In the bush and the town 
And the kids at school would have played the fool 
If they’d tried to knuckle down 
 
So, I drifted off across the land 
On a friendly gust of wind 
And I clouded my own horizons 
Til the desert sun was dimmed 
 
And as the years flew by, beneath that sky, 
That was of my own making 
I rode the storms but never knew 
The toll that it was taking 
 
Ticked off like a time-bomb 
I once stoked the furnace fire 
But now I seem to roll along 
By the grace of gaff and wire 
 
And I know this track 
Like the back of my ageing hand 
But I’m just a handful of dusty years 
In a hard and ageless land 
 
Tonight there’s an apple core in a wine glass 
And a coffee ring on the table 
In my small way I hope to leave, someday, 
My own mark, if I am able 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
4 December 1988 
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I CAN’T HELP IT 
 
 
I woke up one perfect morning, you know the way 
When all the world seems like a long lost friend 
I was outside in the garden, walking, when I heard the phone 
You just rang to say: 
 
Chorus: “I can’t help it  

If I don’t love you, 
  And you know I try, 
  But I can’t live a lie” 
 
I wrote a letter to my sister in England, I drank some bottles of beer 
This is going to a hell of a year 
I went out with our best friends but they’ve all taken sides 
It seems there’s nowhere to hide from… 
 
[^] 
 
I’ve thought about selling up, of striking out somewhere new 
But this old house is all that’s left of you 
I just wish that you could have faced me and sometimes I wish that I had died 
On the day you rang to say… 
 
[^]  
 
 
 
 
Mitch  
 
24 November 1988 
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TAKE IT FROM ME 

 
 
 
Bm    A6 
I should work at settling down 
I should make something of myself 
F  C 
I know that should come easy 
F  C   Bm A6 
But it never came that easily to me 
 
Way up north there's a great muddy river 
Carving up the country as easily as you please 
But when I try to cut my own head way 
The country won't take it from me 
 
     G F#open+g G F#open+g 
Chorus: You can take it from me 
 
Trees in the forest grow so high 
Like they're aiming to head butt the sky 
But when I aim up at the stars 
They always cut me down to size 
 
Sleepy great mountain with back bone boulders 
Broods and threatens me all day 
If I take that message from the mountain 
The river would simply wash me away 
 
[^] 
 
Way up north there's a great muddy river 
I'm going to take you there 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 July 1988      
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    JANE, GET OUT THE LEAD 
 
G 
Jane fell out of the sky like an astronaut 
   D 
She fell from on high 
 D 
Like an angel of the Lord of the Terminally Bored 
    G 
She came down like the cats and dogs 
 
She picked herself up from the street like a prostitute 
She picked herself up 
And took herself off to the home 
To the Home for the Criminally Alone 
 
  Em  Am 
Chorus: She sleeps the sleep of the innocent 
  Em  Am 

She sleeps the sleep of the dead 
  Em  Am   C 
  She spends every waking moment hiding away 
    D   D 
  But come on, Jane, get out the lead (Jane, get out the lead) [x2] 
 
All the little rats are following the piper 
But who calls the tune? 
There are those who could and there are those who should 
And there are others who should have been crucified 
 
But Jane fell out of the sky like and astronaut 
She fell from on high 
And she made a lot of loot on her tin flute 
And we all follow her wherever she goes 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 June 1988 
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CURRENCY LAD 
 
Bm 
All’s fair,  
Even the ugliness 
E 
The mirror cracks back at me 
G  A   Bm 
It’s hard to face up to the currency lad 
 
Wild times  
Pollute my weekends 
I’m so tired I can’t wait to get back to earth 
Life’s hard for a currency lad 
 
  G  A  D 
Chorus: You can dream your whole life through 
  G   A   Bm 
  And I’ll probably be dreaming right along with you 
  G   A   D 
  But for all that your money can buy___ 
      E 
  And for all the tears you can weep 
  G    A  (Bm G A E) 

 Why, even the currency lad’s not that cheap 
 
Here I come 
Lock up your daughters 
They may be good they may be bad 
But it’s hard to love a currency lad 
 
I mock the rock 
I shock the shockery 
I built a little lean-to with my madness 
But the world still rains down on a currency lad. 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
17 May 1988 
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HERE'S A GOOD SHOT 
 
Em   Cmaj7 
I went out to the show as a young boy 
D 
And I shot the steel duck for the soft toy 
My tacky life, my tacky friends 
They came to their senses or to a bad end 
 
I stuck it out for as long as I could 
It didn't do me any harm.  It didn't do me any good 
I talked about hitching around Australia 
But I was only dancing with failure 
 
I only made it as far as the city 
You know the one that they've carved out of the humidity 
And I yearn and I learn 
 
  G    D 
Chorus: Here's a good shot of my father in the beer tent 
 Here's a good shot of my mother in the kitchen 
 G    D    Am C 

Here's a good shot of the windswept and deserted sea 
 D   Em  
And here's a good shot of me 

 
I went out to work as a young man 
I kicked away my youth like a tin can 
I shaped up to fight The Great Schemer 
But I only punched the air like a dreamer 
 
So I've drifted from company to company 
Looking for the place that was right for me 
If we grow up tough here in Australia 
It's only because we're all dancing with failure 
 
Now I think of my mother's situation 
Bringing up the kids in that stinking isolation 
And I yearn, and I learn       [^] 
 
Mitch   
 
23 February 1988 
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ALL FOR LOVE 
 
 
 
You fell on me 
Like rain in a forest 
Like leaves in the Autumn 
Like a night in England 
 
I was breaking out 
Of my young man’s body 
From my new world home 
Into your ancient land 
 
All for love_________ 
 
Chorus: And the fortunes change 
  Like they were meant to do 
  And just like you and I 
  They will fall or fly 
 
You picked me up like 
Money from the gutter 
Like water from a river 
Like an English accent 
 
You made me hard 
Gave me my cliff-face humour 
These mountainous emotions 
And this love of a lifetime  
 
All for love_________ 
 
Mitch 
 
18 February 1988 
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THE FALLEN WORLD 
 
Em   G 
I grew up with the kids 
  D 
That kicked around on my block 
We were broken on the mill 
We were broken on the rock 
 
  Bm  F# 
Chorus: Some fell from grace 
     G 
  And some were hurled 
  But we all go on 
      Em G D 
  Living here in the fallen world  [x2] 
 
The part time larrikins grew up 
Dangerous and mad 
The part time women 
Grew up serious and sad 
 
[^] 
 
We soon became  
Like everyone before us 
We were doing well with the verses 
But down on our luck by the chorus 
 
[^] 
 
 
Music:  Trevor Dunham 
Lyrics:  Mitch  
 
16 February 1988 
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     MY DARK HEART 
 
 
He didn’t see it coming 
And he walked right into it 
(Walked right into it)  [x2] 
 
He opened up his mouth 
Put his foot right into it 
(Foot right into it)   [x2] 
 
Chorus: My dark heart 
  Beats me up 
 
He made his own bed 
And he fell right into it 
(Fell right into it)   [x2] 
 
He opened up his heart 
And he looked right into it 
(Looked right into it )  [x2] 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
16 February 1988 
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ARID MAN 
 
 
There was an arid man and he turned it to advantage 
He turned it to advantage every night when he got home 
Should his love ever be crying at the crumbling of the years 
Then the arid man could dry away her tears 
 
There was an arid man and he turned it to advantage 
When his love was across the ocean, across a sea of distant grey 
Then he could split the waters open and walk across that desert 
But, still, it was a long and dusty way 
 
There was an arid man and he turned it to advantage 
He turned it to advantage for better and for worse 
But when his love was gone forever, when his love was swept away 
Then the arid man knew she had died of thirst 
 
There was an arid man and he turned it to advantage 
He turned it to advantage every night when he got home 
Should his love ever be crying at the crumbling of the years 
Then the arid man could dry away her tears 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
8 February 1988 
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TAKING TOLL  
 
 
Their making overtures like William Tell 
They ask me how I am when they know damn well 
For my joker, poker face has cracked up into tears 
Because of all the bottle and cork years... 
 
 
Chorus: That take their toll on every one 

That drag the old out of the young 
It's the kicking and screaming 
The "Good luck.  Goodbye, I'm leaving" 
That takes its toll on everyone 

 
They whisper in the kitchen until they're hoarse 
They use every little gentleness and force 
They say they want the truth but what is there to tell? 
The truth is they know damn well... 
 
[^] 
 
It's the kicking and screaming 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1988
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     A SONG LIKE THIS 
 
 
 
We used to go down to the Kung-Food Town 
The goodwill legion and I 
A song like this always upon our lips 
And a twinkle in our eyes 
 
And I often wonder  
Whatever happened to the thunder 
That we fired across life’s prow 
I guess it’s all clapped out now 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1988 
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     POETIC CASH 
 
 
 
 
A silver, “P” plated wagon 
Picks up the neighbour’s kid 
And twenty cents worth of mixed memories 
Of all those same things that we once did 
Come ghosting into mind 
Like the time we skipped school for the “Blue Hole” 
Running like a couple of animated bean poles 
With ten-buck-jiggling pockets, from Mum’s coin jar, for fuel 
For Dad’s fifth-hand Peugeot, with purple shag on the dash  
Yes, they’re memories burned deep and damaged and 
Un-exchangeable for poetic cash 
 
Oh, Christ, I’ve just remembered how much I loved her then…  
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1988 



 248

 HANG ON MY HEART 
 
Am F  C G 
Time flies and don't I know 
I've worked my ticket but I don't want to go 
Am  Em  Fmaj7 
It took too much out of me 
 
   C  G  F 
Chorus: But I won't let it hang on my heart 
  C  G F   G 

I'll take it out on the world, they can keep it 
 C  G  F C 
But I won't let it hang on my heart_______ 

 
Sweet dreams, we built a tower out of them didn't we? 
But the cold light of day threw it down 
And buried me 
 
Last year we had a fire in the forest 
We had candles in the courtyard.  We had sparks in our eyes 
But the promise was a lie 
 
[^] 
 
Here's luck and here's to the heat of the moment 
I hope it won't burn you again 
And if you ever remember me at all… don’t let it hang on your heart 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 November 1987 
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DESERTED WORLD   
 
 
"Loneliness is only a love away"  (Drunk in the rain) 
 
 
Riff: d/b f#/g   d/g  
I drank to your country 
  d/g e/g f/g    e/g  e  d  c   d/g  
And I danced in your snow 
I drowned in your sorrow 
About half an hour ago 
 
Ring me up and wring me out 
Put your lips up to the phone 
And whisper in a whisper 
What it is to be alone 
 
  Am  Em G 
Chorus: Yes, it's a deserted world 

In a crowded kind of way 
 C/G   G/C 
But you'll forget what I say 
 Riff 
Because love is only a loneliness away 
(Because love is only a loneliness away) 

 
I am over committed 
Don't you understand? 
From the first time that I saw you 
I was a conquered man 
 
I walked into your spot light 
And I died on your centre stage 
You opened up the book I'd been working on my whole life 
And you found yourself on every page                  
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
26 August 1987 
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     UNTIL TODAY 
 
D 
The word: “Love” is easy to say 
Bbm    F 
But I haven’t used it in a song  
 F#  C# 
Until today I’ve been lost 
 F#  C# 
Until today I’ve been hopelessly lost 
 
The word: “Game” is easy to play  
But I’ve been losing my way 
Until today I’ve been a fool 
Until today I’ve been the blindest fool 
 
  A   D 
Chorus: In every waking moment 
  E  A  
  In every single way 
  A   D E 
  I’ve been hiding myself away from you 
   D  A 
  Until today____    [x2] 
 
The world we live in is a dangerous place 
So, I’ve been playing it safe 
Until today I was afraid 
Until today I was terribly afraid 
 
Now, the way I feel is fabulous 
And yet I’ve been holding it back 
Until today I’ve lived a lie 
Until today I’ve lived a stupid lie 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
14 June 1987 
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KEEP ON GOING   
 
 
F   C 
I cut my loss and I racked my pain,  
F     C    Em 
So, if you ever drive down my street again, just keep on going.   
F     C 
I was all washed up and you were all smiles   
F      C   Em G 
You buried me beneath a mountain of miles, so keep on going.   
 
   F  C  G/c 
Chorus: Keep on going for as long as you can 
    F   C   

While the sun shines on and the work grinds on  
 G/c    F 
And the road winds on, I’ll understand,  
  C  G 
That if you’re going, just keep on going.   
 

If things pick up and one day you find  
That you might want to take a look behind, just keep on going   
 
Because I’ve learned to live on the beaten track,  
So if you ever think of turning back, just keep on going.   
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 June 1987 
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     WANTED MAN 
 
G  D 
I write this song 
 C  G 
On a brown paper bag 
By the side of the road 
Suffering from car-lag  
 
I’m breaking out 
On the run for some respect 
On the radio I hear the Cops are looking 
For an unidentified, low-flying object 
 
  E C  D 
Chorus: “Don’t ask for my devotion 
  Don’t put a shackle on my hand 
   Don’t want your blinding faith 
  C  
  Just wanna be your Wanted Man”   [x2] 
 
Now, I’ll be going out again 
I’ll be fighting the fight 
Sleeping by day 
Driving by night 
 
I don’t know how far I’ll go 
Or what’ll become of me 
I just know I won’t be doing “Life” 
With you holding the key 
 
2nd Chorus: I’ll bend my back for you 
  I’ll tend the land 
  But I’ll be tearing up the road 
  Unless I’m your Wanted Man 
 
Mitch and Tim Hewitt 
 
19 May 1987 
 
[This betrays our massive debt to Bruce Springsteen – a very silly song really]  
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SERIOUSLY YOUNG 
 
[Riff: E A6 A+e+a A+d#+g#] 
A6  A+d#+g#  E (A E A) 
The bell will ring and there you’ll be 
And I’ll say:  “You mean everything to me” 
And you’ll put down the books and get out the lead 
  A+e+a   E 
And we’ll throw our aching bones on the body bed  
 
The sun will rise and there’ll be no trace 
Just a sad little note on the pillow case 
Strange how everything was “mysterious”, “fun” 
When we were seriously young 
 
    E 
Chorus: So!  That was love? 
   A  E 
  And what was all the fuss 
   D  A 
  We had everything to live for 
   [Riff] 
  Until love came between us 
 
The phone will ring and there you’ll be 
Crackling out of the darkness at me 
And I’ll hang on every empty thing that you ever said 
And throw my broken body on the empty bed 
 
Everything’s so real here in the real world 
There are all these “real boys” and “real girls” 
So I have to pretend and deliriously run 
Back to when we were seriously young 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
11 May 1987 
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     POOR WORLD 
 
 
[Intro: Auld Lang Syne] 
 
Chorus: Poor world   [x4] 
 
Poor world – leaks from my plastic pen 
Poor world – home of the poor, poor men 
Poor world – shelter your perfect 
Poor world – bury your dead 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge:  Understand that I’ve driven through your open country 
   Like a nail through an open hand 
   There they are around you, they rumble by my window 
   All your sons and daughters come and go 
 
[^] 
 
Poor world – pity your infants 
Poor world – bury your dead 
Poor world – I won’t be feeling sorry for you 
 
Poor world 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 May 1987 
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     BLOWS OVER 
 
 
 
 
G  B(Gpos7Fret) 
It rained for three weeks solid 
 C(Gpos8Fret)  B C B C 
You collared me and said it would blow over 
 
 
You know, I was touched by your charity 
But it’ll be a blessing when it all blows over 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 May 1987 
 



 256

CAPTAINS OF THE MUSIC INDUSTRY 
 
Those were the days 
Yes, it's cheap to say 
When, in fact, it was the worst two years of measured oblivion 
In the last four decades 
 
Twenty four months of racking the body rain 
Twenty four months of sing song saturation 
Twenty four months of artful noise and ability 
But perhaps only twenty four hours of actual inspiration 
 
And for some even a day was too long 
Because, for them, success is only measured in dollars, 
Bums on seats and 
Beers down collars 
 
For years afterwards I could drive down Oxford Street, 
Through the tailor made square, 
And see the Frenchman's tavern 
With a little piece of our poster still stuck up there 
 
And it's grist for wisdom 
Blood and bone for hindsight 
So that I now don't even try 
I've stopped pretending that the "timing just wasn't right" 
 
The truth is that a personal lyric is the last thing 
The punters want to hear 
So pump out the mechanical love songs 
Because it's just too embarrassing that other gear 
 
So if you find this too close to my bones 
You'll understand why I never "made it" 
And if this rattles your chain then I know how you feel 
Because it's unlikely that you're going to "make it" either  
 
Mitch 
 
2 April 1987 
 
[Biographical note: In 1984 and 1985 the author was a member of a great 
unknown band.  He continues to live in Obscuria] 
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MUSIC FOR SUNDAYS IN WINTER 
 
 
In the deepest north 
And in the darkest south 
I set the word birds free 
Every time I opened my mouth 
 
Now in the distant east 
And in the dying west 
There are flocks of lonely screams 
Looking for nest 
 
 
Chorus: Some people hold together 

But you know I'll more likely splinter 
And I'll spend the rest of my life 
Writing music for Sundays in winter 

 
From the broken mountain 
To the breaking sea 
All the tears in the world  
Just poured out of me 
 
Now in this cold light day 
In this world of emotion 
There are miles of lonely rivers 
Looking for an ocean 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
20 March 1987 
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     FORTUNES CHANGE 
 
A   D 
Do you remember the day  
I justified the night? 
Do you remember the frailty  
That justified the might? 
 
Well, I built my three chords together 
Into three and a half minutes of art 
A pure picture of personal passion 
That could not be measured on any chart 
 
  F  G 
Chorus: But fortunes change  
    C Em 

As they were made to do 
F  G C 

  And just like you and I 
  F  G  C Em 
  They will fall or they will fly  [x2] 
 
In over three hundred unknown songs 
I bared my shared and tortured soul 
I dreamed about your open arms 
And the world talked “gun control” 
 
Yes, for me some people really mattered 
Every friend, every lover 
I used to count them up on the one hand 
And push them away with the other 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
22 February 1987 
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     OFF-HAND WORLD 
 
    D  A 
Chorus: It’s an off-hand world 
    D  G 
  And I’m (we’re) drunk on life 
   D    A  G 
  But some days I’m (we’re) so hung over with it all 
     D A G 
  In the off-hand world____________ 
 
D    A 
You looked a little drawn out 
  D  G  
And sounded sketchy, all in all 
D   A 
So I framed your thousand words 
 G 
And hung them on my wall 
 
[^] 
 
Someone asked if we would last 
I said we wouldn’t, you said we would 
You said it would be for better or worse 
But I knew you’d be gone for good 
 
[^] 
 
So you dove into that inky river 
Where the comic faces swim by 
Now you live with the paper people 
In the cartoon sky   
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
24 January 1987 
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SONGS OF A STRONG LAND 
 
 
 
 "In the evening and at the going down of the sun 

We will remember them.  We will remember them" 
 

D#m7+c#    D#m7 
Your hair fell down like tortured willow 
  C#sus2 
On the bed of nails and the satin pillow 
But I put my clothes on in the dark 
And ran out through War Memorial Park 
 
 
There's a changing moon and a prodigal sun 
That makes my heart beat and my blood run 
So when you wake try and understand 
 
  C#sus2   D#m7+c# D#m7 D#m7+c# D#m7 
Chorus: That a weak man hides in the songs of a strong land 
 
When I was young soldiers marched up our street 
With fear in their bellies and boots on their feet 
And I knew I was not like them 
I knew age would weary me and the years condemn 
 
 
So when you wake only to find 
These words and melodies left behind 
There'll be just one thing to understand  
A weak man hides in the songs of a strong land              
 
 
 "In the evening and at the going down of the sun 

We will remember them.  We will remember them" 
 
In the songs of a strong land 
 
Mitch 
 
23 January 1987 
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    UNSUNG HEROES 
 
G      D 
Well, my heart whispers and your body shrieks 
G      D 
But we got stuck up there together for weeks and weeks 
C#m     D 
And it was all that we could do to just survive 
C#m    D 
The small victories that kept us alive 
 
You had enough strengths and enough weaknesses for two 
So, how could I ever be held responsible for you? 
You’d lock yourself up and I’d fight for release 
Til it was only a spent force that kept the peace  
 
  E  B C G  C G Bsus2 
Chorus: The unsung heroes______  that you see everyday 
  In every city of the world 
  And on every highway 
  Well, this is their song___________  [x2] 
 
We’d hear cries at night from the house next door 
As we fought for hours in our own bedroom-war 
You said:  “No one shakes my faith or my felicity” 
I said:  “Don’t ever believe your own publicity 
 
And, every morning, it began again 
“Best enemies” and “worst friends” 
It was all that we could do to just survive 
The small victories that kept us alive 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
7 January 1987 
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 EARLY 
 
G(Dpos7Fret)   D(A6pos7Fret) 
I did my early Elvis when the world was new 
 C(bar in 5Fret+g/c)    G 
When all my early friends did their early Elvises too 
We were propping up the walls and combing our hair 
Just trying to be somebody somewhere 
 
I did my early Beatles when I used to be cute 
Dressed up in my pointy shoes and my father’s suit 
But all the little girls would just giggle and stare 
And me being just another nobody from nowhere 
 
  G  C    D 
Chorus: You know the place that I come from? 
   D  C D C 
  (Where children grow in uniform} 
  You know the boy I used to be? 
  (The boy who grew in uniform) 
  Well, lately, every time I turn around 
  (Every time he turns around) 
  I’m face to face with early me  
  (He’s face to face with early he) 
 
I did my early Stones, wore the sleaziest looks 
I got all the right records and read all the right books 
I licked my lips and showed a little flare 
But I was just another nobody from outer-nowhere 
 
I did my early Dylan when I had something to say 
I got a cheap guitar and practiced all day 
And if there was any poetic justice out there  
I would be somebody from some-bloody-where 
 
[^] 
 
But now that I’m older and I don’t really care 
I’m just happy to be anybody from anywhere 
 
Mitch 
 
29 December and 13 November 1986 
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TALKING DRUMS 
[Capo 2] 
(Oh I don't need a harp or a halo not me 
Just give me a breeze and a good rolling sea 
And I'll play me old squeeze box as we sail along 
With a wind in the rigging to sing me the song 
 
Dress me up in my oil skins and jumper 
No more on the docks I'll be seen 
Just tell my old ship mates I'm taking a trip, mate 
And I'll see you one day in Fiddler’s Green  Trad. Anon.) 
 
D  F#open+d Fopen+d D 
I saw the sun behind your clouded face 
As you packed the moon up in your case 
You strapped the stars into your pocket book 
But they still shine in your every look 
 
I heard the falling water in your tumbling tears 
I heard the talking drums in your tender years 
And they recount the hurt I overheard 
In your every word 
 
    A [Riff] 
Chorus: So beat them up, the talking drums  [x2] 
 E    D 

Let's live for a thousand years 
In the space of a dozen beers 
So beat them up, the talking drums 

 
I roughed it out for your feather touch 
And I longed for you for too long and too much 
Because I had this love to prove 
In your every move 
 
So maybe I only hoped you'd call 
Maybe I only dreamed it all? 
But for whatever was and whatever comes 
I hear it all in the talking drums 
 
Mitch 
 
Christmas 1986 
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    OVERCOAT OF RAIN 
 
 
She blew in through the backdoor 
Wearing an overcoat of rain 
Sitting pretty on the kitchen floor 
And looking pretty plain 
 
We spoke about the many things 
Taken for granted in love and circumstance 
Then she said I should change my shirt 
Because I was:  “Reeking of romance” 
 
Chorus: So, this is how we collect the blood and the sweat 

And all the beauty beneath the skin 
  How we hide the tears and deny the years 
  That our lives will be written in 
 
This is a song I’ve been choking on 
About a love so bitter it burns 
Sometimes I wonder if its enough for there to be another day 
Just because of the careless way in which the world turns 
 
Yes, I admit that I’m bitter about the turning world 
And how I’m locked into mortal combat again 
With her, over there, all coy and unaware 
In her accidental overcoat of rain 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
8 December 1986  
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    EVERY OTHER LOVE 
 
Am   G  D 
The glass of wine says “Goodnight” 
And so you kiss it until it’s dry 
Dm   F  C 
Tomorrow you’ll fight the noble fight 
But tonight, let the world go by 
 
That world of earthly happiness 
That world that never seems to end 
But, just for you tonight, 
It’s a bottle of friendship again 
 
  D  C   Am G F#open Em 
Chorus: There are two things that you just can’t fake 
  Your first million and your first mistake 
  Bm   C    D C G 
  And there are two things that are never really real 
  Am  C   G D C 
  Your first love and every other love you ever feel 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
7 December 1986 
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BUT FOR NOW... 
 
Am  G  F  C 
There's an old anchor at The Gap________ 
And there's a light house on the hill  
 F  G  C Em 
And the ships at sea shine their lights at me 
 Am  G   C 
I've promised not to go but I know I will 
 
 
To stay would kill the dream 
The little dream of the little child 
That got buried inside this full grown man 
Outwardly tame, inwardly wild 
 
    (Picked pattern: F Fmaj7 Cmaj7+d) C) 
But for now... 
 
 
Remorseless and disgraceful 
Are the lights of the twentieth century 
And they're almost all I can see 
Through the cloud that has come down on me 
 
 
So one day I'll cut that anchor away 
And I'll tie that light to my brow 
And I'll let the wild man go 
But for now... 
 
 
But for now... 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
5 December 1986 
 
[Up at The Gap after Ian’s 21st birthday at Doyle’s] 
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ACT OF FAITH 
 
[Intro – Em/D/G to Cmaj7/D/G] 
G+D/G     Em/D/G 
When the night takes the sunshine and steals it away 
G D C/G 
That's day light robbery 
 
 
 
When a nation sends an army of conscripts and civilians 
That's an invasion of privacy 
 
 
 
When the success and failure judge the drunken sailor 
That's an act of piracy 
 
 
Em/D/G    Cmaj7/D/G 
And when two people worship the ground that they tread upon 
Em  Cmaj7  Em  Cmaj7 
Then that's private property 
 
And if someone tells another they will die for them one day 
They're talking about an act of love 
 
 
 
G+D/G etc. 
When people say they know a truth that can't be shaken 
Then they're lost in an act of faith.  (Good luck in there) 
 
 
 
And when I call your name and you answer me out loud 
Then I know why I'm faithful 
 
Mitch 
 
3 December 1986 
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    SIGN OF LIFE (SAD PIANO) 
 
 
When the rain comes down like notes from a sad piano 
And the chords crash and the wind drives like a car 
Then I can almost remember you as you were 
I can almost picture you as you are 
 
Some people live forever in the things they do 
They scratch their names into art or necessity 
But I only need to have the night in a gale 
For you to come back here and make a mess of me 
 
Chorus: Show me a sign of life 
  And I’ll know were to begin 
  Show me your bold outlines 
  And I’ll colour them in 
 
A symphony of sympathy  
Is the loneliest sound in the world 
And I’ve drunk my fill of friendly advice 
And had my share of the “social” girls 
 
But none of them can see the ghost 
That has dogged me all these years 
They can’t even hear the sad piano play 
Whenever the rain comes down like tears 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 December 1986 
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 DANCE CARD 
(It was pouring down in Sydney  
The band played as I ran for the train) 
 
 C   F  G 
Well, I filled my dance card up with your name 
 C  Am  G 
It's a name that I hold above the rest 
 F     C G 
I have whispered your identity in my worst desperation 
  Am  F   C 
And it was also in there somewhere with my best 
 
For you came to me when legends filled my skies 
But when school was the lone reality I knew 
So don't be surprised if this destroys me completely 
Because, as you might have already guessed, I'm still hung up on you 
 
   Dm    C 
Chorus: We worked up a sweat on the seedy little dance floor 
  Dm     G 

Of a sleazy little night club, beneath a string of party lights 
 Dm  C  Am  G   
And it's very little wonder that today I'm a little quiet 
 F  G C 
Because I died at your feet last night 

 
Yes, I filled the panelled bar up with expensive refreshments 
And I shouted all the lords and all the skunks 
And I told you that I loved you, and all my other problems 
In the half screamed conversation of the semi-drunk 
 
Yes, I filled up the room with the often ridiculous ramblings  
Of the often ridiculous idiot you see before you now 
So I've come to seek forgiveness and to ask you out again 
But it seems hard to even raise the subject somehow   [^] 
 
(Somehow seems I'm always caught 
Between the music and the rain) 
 
Mitch 
 
30 November 1986 
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GRATEFUL  
 
Dm7 Am6+c Am7 Dsus2 
Chaos rains and the creek floods 
And the tyres go spinning in the red mud 
And it's just impossible to get anywhere 
F  G  A+a(on E string) Dopen+g Dsus2  A+a 
So I stick on a tape and I stay right there 
 
Later on when the stars are about 
I walk to the phone and say "Hey, come and get me out" 
Then I wait and stare up at the universe 
Knowing deep down that it could be worse 
 
  A+a(on E string)  Dopen+g 
Chorus: So I'm grateful for what has been and done 

And I'm grateful for still being a little bit young 
And I'm grateful that there are people like you 
F G A+a(on E string) Dopen+g Dsus2  A+a 
But tell me who I should be grateful to? 

 
Down on the corner of Church and Ross 
There's a bar that they call the cross 
And the bottle martyrs hang there in despair 
Dying for the guilty and the unaware 
 
Now I was hurt so badly once that I almost died 
And I lay on my bed and I cried and cried 
I still may not be able to forgive and forget 
But at least I'm not dead or desperate, yet 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
30 November 1986 
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GHOST HOUSE 
 
 Bm    Bm+a(f#)  
I came all the way down here just to find you 
  Bm+g+a Bm+a(f#) 
I found you gone, I found you gone 
There were just some things you left behind you 
And I was one  
 
Now there's a lot of people in the wide world 
In the sun.  In the rain 
But all the world's women and all the world's men 
Won't be bringing you back again 
 
   G  D 
Chorus: So when I look for you 
   Bm  A   

I'll look for shadows_______ 
And when I call your name 
I'll just be talking to the air 
 G   A 
And when I need you most 
 F#  Bm  
In this house full of ghosts 
 G D A 
You won't be there    [x2] 

 
Now there's a lot of talk about the kind of love 
That we can take and we can give 
And there's a lot of talk about the song and dance 
That we live 
 
But I came all the way down here just to find you 
And I found you gone 
It seems there are some things you leave behind you 
And I am one                                   
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
17 November 1986 
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FOR ALL THE WRONG REASONS 
Dm Bb  F C 
All night I've been trying to tell you 
All night about the world on my back 
All night about my history of sadness 
  Dm  Bb  C 
And how I'm "learning to live" with that 
  
All right so I'm a political animal 
All right so I'm a rag doll too 
All right so I have trouble with affection 
But I'm learning to love you 
 
   F C  Dm (F) 
Chorus: Here I go, here I go   Oh______ 

To the four winds and the forlorn seasons 
Here I go.  Here I go. 
 F C  Dm Bb F C 
Loving you for all the wrong reasons 

 
You are exchanging lies amongst the confidences 
You talk tough tall tales and true 
But here am I just getting drunk and belligerent 
Dutching my courage up to tell you 
 
That you may be venerable and vulnerable 
Live well, live right 
You may be down to earth in every other way 
But you can love like a kite                 [^] 
 
Let's hear it for the ignorant and ugly 
Whoever and wherever they may be 
Let's hear it for the languishing and the lonely 
And let's hear it for little old me, because...     
 
All night I've been trying to tell you 
All night about the world on my back 
All night about my history of sadness 
And how I'm "learning to live" with that 
 
Mitch 
18 October 1986 
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     WILD MAN 
 
 
Pull back the wild man’s violin 
Bring up the wild man’s choir 
Pull down the Holland blinds 
Tie the wild man up with fencing wire 
 
For the wild man isn’t safe to be around 
He got a chip on his shoulder, like the world 
He’s unstable, he’s wounded and he’s dying out 
And he’s only living for his wild, wild girl 
 
She’s the only love that he can ever know 
She’s the unknown truth, the unwritten law 
She’s the only chance he will ever have 
Although he’s failed to take it, many times before 
 
So, don’t be thinking it can be understood 
For the wild man’s not what he appears to be 
For he’s buried deep within everyone of us 
It’s just that, lately, he’s been trying to break out of me 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
23 September 1986 
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    FOREVER AND A DAY 
 
  G   C  D 
So, she packed everything she owned up in the car 
She said: ”I’ll picture you beside me, no matter where you really are” 
  C  D 
She may be gone but I will stay 
 G C D  G C D 
Forever____________ and a day 
 
I heard the drums today in her bedroom jungle 
I heard the heart beat of the world she left behind 
And it looks like I’ll be blown away 
Forever and a day 
 
Like the little children that we were 
She lit a fire in me that I could only drown in her 
But she was more to me than I could say 
If I took forever and a day 
 
   Am  G 
Bridge: In the vastness of the sky 
  I’ve seen the shadow birds 
  And she was one of them 
     D 
  The blackness of her heart built walls around my words 
 
Like the imbecilic that I was 
I patched up my appearance and my noblest cause 
But I won’t be fooling anyone that way 
If I tried forever and a day 
 
 
Mitch 
 
22 September 1986 
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COAL TOWN 
[Capo 4] 
G   C  D 
Every body here is behind the times 
  G    C  D 
They have their coal fires at night and their nursery rhymes 
But I'm here nursing a fire of my own 
Burning out in the great unknown 
 
When you wander out through the coal town at night 
There's a silence there in the bricks and the bones 
The people and places all stand alone 
Somewhere out in the great unknown 
 
`   Dm7   G 
Chorus: You can just survive on the wages of sin 

As you work yourself out, as you wear yourself in 
And you can summon up all the power in the world 
  Am  G 
But you will still be here in another 27 years 
And you won't see the driving rain for all your driving tears 
Am  G  C  
It's a place to stay... away from  

 
From here to the sea the mountains divide 
And I drove up there once to find a place to hide 
And I dreamed about a world where I would never be alone 
But I came back down here to the great unknown 
 
Now I look out my window again and again 
And I see the coal town stretched out on the plain 
And in the evening I watch them all go home  
To burn out in the great unknown              
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
19 August 1986 (from an original idea written in 1979) 
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LOVE COLOURS THE NIGHT 
 
Dm  F C  G  Dm   
Send me off to the world but let me know the way 
 F  C  G  Dm 
To be back in your arms by the end of the day 
 F  C G   Dm 
Put me out on the street beneath the broken sky 
 F  C  G 
But when the work is done home to you let me fly 
 
  F  G 
Chorus: When the clouds come in   
 F  G 

When the sun goes down 
F   C Em7+c Am G 
You don't have to fear   
   Dm F C G 
Love colours the night    [x2] 

 
Push me out of your life.  Break the love we have known 
And the darkness will fall down on you, alone 
So send me to the world but let me know the way 
To be back in your arms by the end of the day       
 
2nd Chorus: When you pull down the blind   

When you turn out the light 
You don't have to fear   
Love colours the night 

 
Middle Eight Chords: A D F C 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 July 1986 
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    SONG ABOUT FOREVER 
 
 C G F C F G C 
“It was down by the river, my love and I did stand 
And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow white hand 
 Am  G  F   G 
She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs 
 C G F C F G F   Am 
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears” 
 
  G    Dm(Ampos6Fret) 
Chorus: And you know what they’ll say  
    F(C+gpos6Fret) Am(Em7+c/gpos6Fret)   

About your twenty four hour lifetime 
It was just another day 
Another dollar 
That’s as far as they’ll go 
My black coffee sister 
G   Dm(Ampos6Fret) 
The little they know 
  C 
The little they know___________   [x2] 

 
The girl with the voice in the house with the tree 
Lived all alone and lived for me 
She bid me take love easy, while I swore we’d never part 
Yes, when I was young and foolish, she knew me off by heart 
 
[^] 
 
I tried to write a song about forever but I knew I never would 
So, I just scratched her name upon this postcard, I did the very best I could 
I could throw these secrets to the wind, take a public life for this private hell 
Just call me young and foolish but I will never tell 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
5 June 1986 
 
[The first verse is from the traditional Irish ballad: Sally Gardens]  
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     LOVE AND WAR 
 
[Intro riff: Astring drone/g+d slide up to:  a+e(x6) slide up to: c+g(x6) slide 
back to: d#+f#(x6) then notes: e   d#  g#  a] 
 D  G   F#  
Your man in London, your man of string 
  G    D 
Talks on the wire, he says love will survive 
   G   F#  
So, you destroy yourself for the company 
  G D Em(Dmpos3Fret) F#m(Dmpos5Fret) Em[x2]  
 Just to keep the conversation alive 
 
You carry on from hour to hour 
You get the power and pay the rent 
No matter how hopeless, no matter how true 
Your love is only alive by accident 
 
  A  D   A E  
Chorus: Remember the day you fell in love? 
 A  D  G    E  

Remember the day that love walked out the door? 
A  D  C#m  D 
Well, that's just the way of the western world 
  C#m  D  Intro riff 
Everything's fair in love and war 

 
Your man in London.  Your man of string 
He'll tie you up from now until then 
He'll say he's coming home every hour on the hour 
Only to pass into legend again 
 
But this is the real world.  This is the life 
Come what will.  Come what may 
All in good time you will be mine 
One of these fine, blood shot days               
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
June 1986 and 1984  
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ROMANTIC WOMEN   
 
Am   G 
I can't believe I'm here sweating beer 
 Em  Am 
My head upon the block 
   G 
With these romantic women 
 Em    Am 
Singing along with the town hall clock 
F   G 
And like the strange, sacred pictures 
 C  F  
People bury in their arms 
 Am  G  
Romantic women bury me 
  Em  Am 
Romantic women do me harm 
 
  F     G 
Chorus: They paint the picture and the die is cast 
  C     F 

They hand me a black tomorrow for my tarnished silver past 
 F      G 
And by the stretched out highway, down on Judgement Way, 
 Am     Em  
They're handing out damnation at the Terminal Café  [x2] 

 
I could be independent of them all 
But strong words wear thin 
With my head full of weakness 
And my heart full of hymns 
 
I learned love from film, book and song 
And I've welcomed it whenever it was given 
But I love and hate and lie in wait 
Tarnished silver, romantic women  
 
 
Mitch 
 
15 April 1986 
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THE SPHINX 
 
F   C   Eb   Bb 
I have lived in Alexandria.  The sand lion with the woman's head, 
 Dm   Bb F  C 
Looks down upon the town and bleeds that desert red 
But every day it crumbles and leaves me in this place 
With my lion heart and my human face 
 
  G D  F Am7+g 
Chorus: I was fired with ambition 

To see how far I could get 
But in the cold, clear light of day 
When the smoke was blown away 
G Em   Am 
I was only burning with regret  [x2] 

 
And yes I have been dreaming about what lies beyond the ridge 
But I'll be down in Sydney town 'til they tear the scaffold off the bridge 
And I have some saintly friends and I have lived in the wild 
But every one gets lonely, even Jesus felt like an only child       
 
Am7  Em Am7  Em 
Believe it now.  Believe it now and then 
  F G C Am 
Believe that I've done all the things 
That people expect themselves to do 
I've lived hard and I've played hard 
F   G  C Am F G 
But I've done all the easy things too 
 F   C  Eb   Bb 
But the every day will crumble down and leave me in this place 
 Dm Bb  F C 
With my lion heart and my human face                           
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 April 1986 (and Boxing Day 1985) 
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BREAK THE CODE 
 
 
 
D(Cmaj7+G/Dpos5thFret)   A(G+G/Dpos5thFret) 
You can make me cry like a baby you know 
You can make it all seem worthwhile 
But all I really want, all you have to give, 
 Dsus2 
Is the life still left to live 
 
   G+D   G+D+d# 
Chorus: Even though you spoke your mind 

That silent night on the open road 
   Em+D/G Am7+G 
It still took the fallen tears and all the fallen years 
  G+D F#open+D/G Em+D/G Cmaj7+D/G 
To break the code (to break the code     la la la   la la la) 

 
 
You can make me feel that I don't belong 
You can make me long for your smile 
All that I was and all that I am 
All that I will ever be 
 
 
2nd Chorus: If there were things I hadn't seen 

If I was unaware of the cold behind the burning stare 
It still took the fallen tears and all the fallen years 
To break the code                          

 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
29 March 1986 



 282

     LOVE TO BURN 
 
These sad and martyred notes, thrown to the thorn-footed world 
Good luck, my star crossed brethren 
 
These harmless little words, wrung out into the bitter, bloody world 
Good luck, my fallen children 
 
Chorus: I had love to burn 
  But I couldn’t live with the fire 
  Nothing but love to burn 
  Nothing but the fire 
 
Bridge:  You are born a bit 
   Strapped into a nappy 

Steps and increased weight 
You are probably happy 
 
You are ugly now 
Pimpled and problematically considerable 
Strapped into school 
You are probably miserable 
 
You are fatter now 
Successful with a horde 
Strapped into a marriage 
You are probably bored 
 
You are older now 
Survivor of heart attacks 
Strapped into retirement 
You probably look back     [^] 

 
I had love to burn  
But I couldn’t live with the fire 
 
Mitch 
 
3 February 1986  
 
[Bridge is The You, a poem written 12 May 1982, as part of The Alphabet Series] 
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   GHOST AROUND THE TOWN 
 
Am    Em6 
The fragile little men we were back then 
Cmaj7    Am6 
Still ghost around the town 
In their parent’s cars and late night grease bars 
It’s hard to live down 
 
I was scorched by the torch 
We held up in the face of disaster  
Brave words on our lips but still caught in the grip 
Of the feelings we were trying to master 
 
  Em G   Dm C 
Chorus: So, let’s walk through the walls_____ 
  We’ve been trying to tear down_____ 
  Am   F C  G 
  With the strength of ten fragile little men 
  Em  G   Dm C 

It’s time to ghost around the town_______ [x2] 
 
On thunder days in the rain years 
We’d drive out to the dam 
And all I wanted was to live forever 
The last wish of a drowning man 
 
We used to fall about like leaves 
Sometimes real and sometimes phantom 
Kicking through the autumn streets 
Singing youth’s silent anthem 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1986 
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    TESTIMONY OF THE LONELY 
 
 
She says she’s doing well 
And she sounds so hard 
But sometimes you have to disregard 
The testimony of the lonely 
 
She talks to me long distance 
Even from the same room 
It’s the all pervading gloom 
Of the testimony of the lonely 
 
Chorus: She says she’s doing well 
  Says she’s getting there 
  But dreams like that aren’t always true 
  It can be so hard to do, I swear 
 
She camouflages feelings 
She drinks the drunken day 
Because its easier that way 
To swear by the testimony of the lonely 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1986 
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    POOR MAN’S LOVE 
 
 
I came upstairs to get drunk 
But I couldn’t even raise a glass 
I had so many sorrows that 
I just had to let them pass 
 
I put my feet up on the table 
And I threw my head back 
I believe that I’m a lucky man and that 
There’s nothing that I ever lack  
 
Chorus: I look out from the balcony 

I see the sky up above 
I know all I have to offer 
Is this poor man’s love      [x2] 

 
It’s the same old day 
Every day of the week 
With everybody so lonely 
If only they could speak 
 
I believe I could die young 
But there’s no future in that 
So, I’ll hope to be another old man 
In another old felt hat 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
December 1985 
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     FEDERATION TOWN 
 
Now, who was it who told me that: 
“Love never lasts 
In this Federation town?” [x2] 
 
“When you grow up you will knuckle down” 
How many times have you heard that one before? 
In this Federation town [x2] 
 
Chorus: Someone has got to go public 
  Someone has got to get it done 
  And I may get hurt, I may get lost, I may go under 
  But I am going to be someone 
 
When you’re in love, they say, you will be let down 
But you’ve got to believe in something 
In this Federation town [x2] 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
14 November 1985 
 
 
Stop the music and the rain 
I don’t want to have to hear them again 
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     A BROKEN MAN 
 
C  Em F 
We all aim high one time in a lifetime 
And you are all I’ve ever lived for  
Still, you gave me my marching orders 
But proud boys give nothing away 
 
  C  Em 
Chorus: They work and they roam 
  F 
  They rule with an iron hand 
  C Em F 

Every single one of them 
  C Em F G 
A broken man [x2] 

 
All my family and all my friends 
Are all that they could ever be 
But I’m still looking for someone 
To restore the faith in me 
 
2nd Chorus: So I work and I roam 

I rule with an iron hand 
But here I am 
A broken man [x2] 

 
   G+a#  F+a  A/a F+a 
Bridge:  Back to basics in the cathedral town 

Where you either get cut out or mowed down 
The days are warm and the clouds cry 
And I’m still living for you and so I…  [to 2nd chorus] 

 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 September 1985 
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    GOODNIGHT AND GOODBYE 
 
 
G   Asus2  D G/c 
This town is full of three-minute lullabies 
G    Asus2  D 
They string them up on the radio and it’s: 
Em F  G 
“Goodnight and goodbye” 
 
I was full of good intentions but I never really tried 
So when I wake up in the evening it’ll be: 
“Goodnight and goodbye” 
 
Em    G  D 
I’m going to work like an immigrant and live like a prodigal son 
 Em C G/c  
Like I always said I would 
Em   G    D 
And you should be honest with yourself and come along with me 
 Em C G F#open Em/c 
You know that you should 
 
Em/c   F  G    
Or it’ll be: “Goodnight and goodbye”  [x2] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
14 July 1985  
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A CIVILIAN 
 
G 
Gretel is a Dutch girl.  She wears clogs 
She wants to die like a man and to fight like an animal 
She says it's hard not to fall off the log 
In the lumber-river near the paper mill 
 
Gretel goes to school in her uniform 
And she writes every thing down 
She's got seventeenth century hands 
And she holds them up and she reaches out 
 
   G   C/G 
Chorus: All right, so she wants to be powerful 

She wants to be so, so good 
She only wants to be a 
Wolf in a riding hood 

 
Because she wants to blend in 
Like one into a million 
In this battle grey world 
She wants to be a civilian 

 
Gretel is a scared cat and a friend 
She wants to fight like a man and to live like an animal 
She says it's easy to climb back on the log 
In the paper river near the lumber mill 
 
Gretel goes to work in her delicate skin 
And she holds the job down 
She takes her seventeenth century hands 
And she hides her modern face in them                 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
13 June 1985 
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SHARP AND SHY   
 
G 
When I was on my own  
F#open+g Em    C 
Out where they break the hills down for money  
There was a safety in those numbers then  
And in the sound of rain on corrugated iron  
 
But how long can these things last?  
I used to always talk about ‘making it’  
Until it just became a part of me  
But I was only ever kidding myself  
 
  G Bm   C  
Chorus: I made light and I made progress  
  G Bm    C 

But to make my way I had to drive  
G  Bm  C  Dsus2 
Like river-water down the New England Highway  
G F#open+g Em Cmaj7+F+d 
So sharp and so shy    [x2] 

 
When the days used to just close down  
Everybody would spill out into Beardy Street  
You were always too good for me  
Some of us were bows and some were arrows  
 
Yes, when I was sharp and shy  
I was still quite a young man  
But when I was only living for you  
I thought I had enough love to last a lifetime 
 
Chorus: [^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
9 April 1985    
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CARRYING THIS FLAG 
 
C  G F#open 
Now my family are all broken up 
C    Asus2 
They live like the shattered glass 
That you see scattered by the road 
In the long grass 
 
And some of them do the best they can 
To improve their situation 
But some of them are just too innocent 
For this convict nation 
 
   E    Bm 
Chorus: And I may work twenty years and I may destroy myself 
  D   Asus2 

And I may keep that rare spirit on the shelf 
 E D B7 
But no one will ever know 
  G D C D G D C D 

That I'll be carrying this flag for you  [x2] 
 
Yes I've seen the hungry streets 
And I've seen the shackled town 
They have stolen away my livelihood 
Because I wouldn't be nailed down 
 
So I live here in this terrace house 
And I walk this wooden floor 
Or I sit alone sometimes in the stained glass window light 
That still burns in through the door                   
 

Cm   Ab   Eb Eb/D 
Bridge: When we were fools.  When we were serious 

G#  Eb  G# Eb  Bbm 
We spurred each other on and on and on and on 
But now that I am lost without you with me 
I still go on yes I still carry on                     

 
Mitch 
 
April 1985 
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ALL FORSAKING LOVE 
 
Intro: Dsus2  C Dsus2  C 
Dsus2     C 
There's been trouble and there's been happiness too 
C  G Dsus2 
So long in the making 
Dsus2    C 
Between Port Jackson and Botany Bay 
C  G Dsus2 
You may still find me 
 
 
  C   D 
Chorus: We are the world apart 
 C 

Do you ever walk among these worldly men  
 D 
With your true born native heart? 
 C  C+G  G C+G D 
It's a risk I take for this all forsaking love 
 G C+C D 
My all forsaking love  
 C Em7+C D  
So long in the making 
 C Em7+C D 
So long in the making 
 

Intro: Dsus2  C Dsus2  C 
 
Dsus2  
All over in a decade 
  C     C  G Dsus2 
You wouldn't believe how hard I tried to make it last for a lifetime 
 Dsus2    C 
You gave away this harbour town for the industrial south  
C  G  Dsus2 
You just gave it away                              
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
February 1985 
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THE BEATEN TRACK 
 
 
It was seven years hard labour for a black velvet band 
It wasn’t easy being so far away 
But you always knew me like the back of your hand  
And like the “Song For Ireland” 
 
Chorus: Of all the people in the whole wide world 
  You are the last one I every dreamed would be 
  Killing to be 
  Written all over me 
 
Behind the tired eyes was the heart of a five-year old kid 
I could see it beating you up, in everything that you ever did 
So, whenever do such full-of-life children 
Become these half-baked women and men 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge: Well, then?   

What is there to do? 
  Now that there’s only one place in the world 
  For people like me and you 
 
  It’s been hard to admit 
  But it is good to be back 
  So good to be back 
  Back on the beaten track 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 February 1985 
 
[This song gave its first line and chorus to Written All Over Me] 
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     PRETTY INFANTRY 
 
 
Em   C C Em7+c Am  
I can remember as a child in uniform 
Dog collar, dog collar rant and rave 
I would hide out in St Marks cemetery 
Flat on my back on my grandfather’s grave 
 
I never learned how to take my medicine 
I never learned how to be unemployed 
I gave my life to this screaming machinery 
And I gave my heart to a woman destroyed 
 
  G F#open+g  Em C Em7+c Am 
Chorus: Oh, the pretty, the pretty infantry 
  Were almost like brothers and sisters to me 
  So grave and so silent 
  So brave and so violent 
 
We all died-back in New England 
In the battle of the raw recruit 
Underage drinking in The Imperial 
Stinking rich and destitute 
 
I never kissed your guillotine mouth 
You would have only kissed me in two 
I can remember the village idiot 
Was always too thin and blue for you    [^] 
 
Instrumental:  A  B  G  A  E  

[All chords Epos with open E string drone]  
 
 
Mitch 
 
28 January 1985 
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     THE EARTH 
 
[Intro riff: g d g d g c a b c c c b a] 
 
Em   C  F  Am7 G 
I was working as a stand-up comic, ‘til you beat my punch-line heart out 
F   Am7  G 
But the money was ridiculous anyway 
I was living like the tip of an iceberg, ‘til you blew my candle-heart out 
Just by breathing 
 
  Am  G 
Chorus: So, this is the life? 
  F  C 
  So what is it worth? 
  Am   G 
  May be nothing to you 
  F   Em  [Riff as per intro] 
  But it cost me The Earth 
 
I don’t know why I’m so crazy, it may be the books I read 
Sometimes I feel I’m lying under the white, Russian snow 
But you know that I’ll claw my way out because somehow I always do 
And these Australian summers always remind me of you [Chorus] 
 
  Bm  G   D A 
Bridge: Standing by the counter in your cut-glass dress 
  Just toying with your accents and your loneliness 
  We talked too much, we drank too much 
        [Riff in G/D/C/G] 
  It was all so cheap.  It only cost me The Earth 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 January 1985 
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     HOOK AND CLAW 
 
  Em    G 
Now, there’s heap bad medicine in the god we trust 
 D  
And even the iron horses don’t believe in the rust 
And some were so pathetic with all that crossing and kneeling 
      D [riff:dbbaga/aagf#eeeed] 
While I got by on raw nerve and gut feeling 
 
  A(Fmaj7pos5Fret)  C#(Ampos5Fret) G D(Cpos3Fret) 
Chorus: There’s a mad wind that cuts up the night 
  Bm     Em  Bm Em 
  Hook and claw and tooth and nail 
  And if I was to wish for anything 
  I’d wish only to be a sail 
 
Now, I see my brother and sister at the station 
We share a common history and a splendid isolation 
We used to be together, we used to be so proud 
With our hearts beating solo even in the loudest crowd 
 
2nd Chorus: There’s an accidental rain that pounds the ground 
  It’s wild and blind and sob and cry 
  And if I was to wish for anything 
  I’d wish only to be dry 
 
[Repeat first chorus] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
7 November 1984 
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     GET ON BY 
 
F# 
I wasn’t long out of the crypt 
All strip Jack, strip Jack, strip 
I was fresh, I was new on the set 
But something told me I was gunna get… 
 
Chorus: Get on by_____ 
 
Now the iron horses wear the iron pants 
And the iron boots for the iron dance 
With one eye on the pot and the other up the chimney 
You can “get on by” yourself or “get on by” with me 
 
[^] 
 
You talk dirty and you talk clean 
But I can’t hear nothing for the scream of the machine 
You can get in, get out or get lost 
You can be cheap and nasty or “get on by” at any cost 
 
[^] 
 
The sweat bullets dry on my face 
If I work real hard, one day, I’ll own the place 
And you can come see it with your own two eyes 
Yeah, come and see me “get on by” 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge:  You can “get on by” like a worm 

Like a slug or a slater 
You can “get on by” now 
Or you can “get on by” later…   [^] 

 
 
Mitch 
 
22 October 1984 
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    BETTER THAN NOTHING 
 
 
Shirt and tie secrets on the TV 
They always had a hollow ring to me 
But you were always the pretty one, my pretty one 
It was written all over you 
 
Foot in the door and wide awake again 
I put a thirty-three dollar ring on your left hand 
That’s how I remember the year that was 
Written all over me 
 
1st Chorus: With a mouth full of smoke and a handful of ash 
  I used to spend the night like it was cold, hard cash 
  I’m not looking for any credit, I’m not making any stand 
  I’ve got a life without purpose like the any accidental man 
 
  It’s better than nothing [x2] 
 
Sometime when the wind is blowing 
You will look out at the city lights a-glowing 
And you may see that I will always be 
Written all over you 
 
2nd Chorus: I blew in from England after 1975 
  And I hung onto my accent for a time 
  And I hung onto the sweet kiss of youth 
  And to the living hell that was the living truth 
 
  It was better than nothing [x2] 
 
 
Mitch   
 
17 October 1984 
 
[Music as for The Bell Tower] 
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    JET BLACK AND CHINA BLUE 
 
[Intro: Esus Em x2] 
Am7     G 
The poisonous schoolgirl from over the Atlantic 
Am7   G 
Yeah, she cut me out 
Am7    G  [Intro] 
She put her knife into my back beat music 
Am7     G  Am7   G 
But I still have the spirit and this technology: “Test.  One, two, three” 
Am7    G   Esus  Em 
I play this music in these empty rooms for the emptiness in me 
 F C  
Not the one in you… 
    Am7  G 
Chorus: Jet black and china blue   [x2] 
 
One two dollar day, one fourteen dollar week 
Yeah, she drove me sane 
I can never forgive  
And I can never live it again (Can’t help remember you)  [^] 
 
We used to hit the beach under that gun of a sun 
I had the reasonable doubt 
I confess I was a mess 
When she cut me out 
 
The dry woman with the wet, wet tongue 
Yeah, she drank me blind 
She had so much sting, I miss her more than anything  
Or anyone (Can’t help remember you)    [^] 
  Eb  Ab   Eb Ab Bb 
Bridge: I have this new direction and it’s all downhill 
  Eb Ab  Eb Ab Bb Am7+g  [G Am7+gx2] 
  Let’s hear it for the new direction, all downhill  
 
Mitch 
 
7 June 1984 
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THE PRESS 
Bm   G 
I got my press card stuck in my hatband 
D   A 
I got my nose to the ground 
I got this here hammer in my hot little hand 
I’m gonna get right out and nail the truth right down 
 
Hey, you know me, I’m as blind the next man 
But I’m lucky to look like I see 
And I can’t let them think I’m only working on instinct 
Because they’d put the press down on me 
 
  Am     C 
Chorus: Don’t make me laugh.  I’ve heard it all before  
  G   Fmaj7 
  I ain’t your little paperboy any more 
  D  Asus D Asus  (Bm G D A) 
  I am just a deadline.  Just a deadline________________  
 
Breaking the back of the latest story 
Or just killing time on the phone 
Hey, I’ve got ‘associates’ all over the country 
But everybody breaks down alone 
 
Now, I hear that broken silence in the back of my head 
Just as clear as the day 
It’s the sound of the easy beat man in the street 
Working his weakness away (weakness away)     [^] 
 
   E  Ab A G  F 
Bridge: They call it a love (Hot of the press) I call it a lie 
  So call it a day, because here am I… 

Another deadline 
 
I got my press card stuck in my hatband 
This is the life I choose 
And so what if I miss you sometimes? 
That ain’t exactly news 
 
Mitch 
 
6 June 1984 
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     OFF BY HEART 
F    Am7+g 
The womenfolk here they spoil me rotten 
B7    E 
With their “A,B,C,D” kind of love 
Eb    F 
And they don’t have to cheat 
Riff:  c  c  c  c  b  a  g  e  Am7+g Eb F 
They feel they know me off by heart 
 
But you, you’re like some lion in Africa 
No one gets close to you 
Yeah, well, we all live that way 
Until someone learns us off by heart    [^] 
  G    Dm(Ampos6Fret) 
Chorus: And you know what they’ll say  
    F(C+gpos6Fret) Am(Em7+c/gpos6Fret)   

About your twenty four hour lifetime 
It was just another day 
Another dollar 
That’s as far as they’ll go 
My black coffee sister 
G   Dm(Ampos6Fret) 
The little they know 
  C 
The little they know___________ 

 
And, to a man, they stand behind you 
But it’s themselves they talk about 
To a man they’ll write you off 
And never know you off by heart 
 
Now, you and I we roam the world 
With our iron hands in these velvet gloves 
And everyone thinks they know us well 
But do they know us off by heart?     [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
10 May 1984 
 
[A love song for Penelope.  This chorus became Song About Forever which was 
also a love song for Pen.  This verse melody pattern by Trev and Kath Dunham.] 
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BURN OUT YOUNG 
 
F  C  
Most people in town 
  A7sus 
They are good men, good women 
   F  C  A7sus  
And it's a battle to keep them down 
 
So I keep away 
I let them come home peaceful and quiet 
At the end of every week day 
 
     d        d       c       b   Bb/d#   Bb/d       
Chorus: Some days they just swing by 
  Bb/d#   Bb/d  Bb/d#   Bb/d 

And everyone hangs on your every word 
(Hangs on your every word) 
        Bb        g#    g                [riff: a# g# g f d# d] 
So don't just stand there son 
Bb/d#   Bb/d  Bb/d#   Bb/d 
Burn out young 

 
 
Now all my criminal friends 
Came from good homes, good families  
But they could not live in them 
 
Now only one thing's sure 
Even my criminal friends  
Live within the law                               
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
7 May 1984 
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CHAOTIC BLOODHOUNDS 
 
 
 Em  G   Bm 
We're all chaotic bloodhounds if you stop to take a look 
And we're snarling for the cameras when we get our pictures took 
When you're a chaotic bloodhound it's all hunt, hunt, hunt   
All chaotic bloodhounds.  All only keeping up a front 
 
 

C/G  Em7/G Am7/G 
Chorus: When I was wild I loved my cage 

I'd swing on the bars and act my age 
Fmaj7  Am7  Fmaj7    Am7 Em7/G Fmaj7 
Sometimes I'd lie awake and listen to the mad, mad dogs bark 

  C/G Em7/G Am7/G 
My fear of the dark                          

 
 
Nobody I know is a kid any more 
None of us have ever been this old before 
We have got to be happy scratching our livings and leaving our marks 
It's our fear of the dark.  It's our fear of the dark 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
4 March 1984 
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    THE ONLY JUST LOVE 
 
 
F#maj7 [etc – The pattern is to damn tricky to figure out the typing]] 
Hey!  So, you’re magnificent! 
I’m a little that way myself 
We both know you love the danger in me 
But is your constant company this constant stranger? 
 
Chorus: It’s an unjust love that kills us all 
  So, if you’re nothing else 
  Be only fair 
  Be the only just love 
 
So, you’re crushed by the walls of women 
And their Jungle Jim gentlemen friends 
Let them all stand with their backs to the mill 
They claim to have hearts and they always will but… 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge:  Everybody here, given enough rope 

Might someday satisfy their loneliness 
It’s the old sham-pain 
All in a day’s work for the…    

 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 March 1984 
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     WITHIN THE LAW 
 
 
A  G    D 
If we stay up late we can watch Captain America 
  E   A 
Come and save the world from itself 
Or just listen in to the Missionary Hour 
I hear they’re dropping bibles over China 
 
  E   B 
Chorus: Another criminal Monday 
  We lay like concrete on the kitchen floor 
  With all the love and tenderness of a hammer 
    G D G D 

You said:  “Tell me all, tell me all” 
G   D Bb  

  But you don’t believe that I 
  F   E B 
  Live within the law_______     [x2] 
 
My father the Gingerbread Man had a marriage and a family 
He worked for the Government, he worked for himself 
He worked for an early grave 
 
My mother, the waitress.  My mother, the stranger 
My mother, the enemy 
Taught me to be resigned to life within the law     [x2] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
20 January 1984 and 22 December 1983 
 
[These verses were later recycled as Written All Over Me from The Great Unknown]  
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     TALK SPEAK 
 
Bb 
I aint much to look at 
F 
I return no trust 
Ab 
I was conceived in anger 
   D A E B   [x2] 
And consumed by lust    (lust) 
 
 
Everything is obvious 
Shooting mouth and shooting tongue 
Scientifically as “bold as brass” 
And as basic as they come    (basic) 
 
  All open (dampened and plectrum flicked) 
Chorus: This the stinking summer   

This is the bleeding heat 
We’re all talk, talk, talk 
Speak, speak, speak 
 
So spit it out now 
Or forever hold your peace 
Talk, Talk, Talk 
Speak, speak, speak 

 
No one punched my eyes 
But they’re still a little black 
I work twenty four hours a day 
But I’m still a little slack    (slack) 
 
Everything is cinema 
Everything is in its place 
And I aint much to look at 
In the face of all these odds   (face it) 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1984 
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 KICK 
 
 
[Riff in B:  B B b B a g# e g# a b a g#] 
A     A/Ab   Dm Dm/Db B  
Next time you wake up in the middle of someone’s wildest dream 
A A/Ab  Dm Dm/Db B 
Let’s hope it’s your own 
Everybody suffers for one thing or another 
I’m only suffering from neglect, so show a little respect 
 
  [Riff on D string with open A string drone: a  a  g#  f#  e] 
Chorus: I keep the common time cradled in my arms 
  Listen, if you listen, 
     Dm Fm(Dmpos3Fret) F#m(Dmpos4Fret)  
  You can hear it barely breathing 
   Dm Fm(Dmpos3Fret) F#m(Dmpos4Fret)  

 Barely breathing 
 
  Chorus Riff    F#m(Dpos4Fret) 
  And somewhere deep inside the white outline 
  Chorus Riff   F#m(Dpos4Fret) 
  I kick around    the white outline 
  Chorus Riff   F#m(Dpos4Fret) 

Just kick around in the white out 
  Chorus Riff   F#m(Dpos4Fret) to Intro Riff in B 
   Here I am inside.  Kick, kick, kick, kick 
 
We used to work hard on our act in the backyard 
I may have believed in it all along but you were never that strong 
So the next time you wake up in the middle of someone’s wildest dream 
I hope it’s your own 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1984 
 
[Played in rehearsal as a Captains Of Industry song in 1984 but the verses of Kick 
found their final resting place in Written All Over Me on The Great Unknown.] 
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    JUST TO TALK TO YOU 
 
 
Chorus: What have I got to do just to talk to you    [x2] 
 
The rain set in for the weekend 
The headlights hit the water  
Like a couple of bright-eyed, bright young men 
Here I am again 
 
[^] 
 
We used to carry on like two Stars of Bethlehem 
Or “Tiger Tigers burning bright” 
Little wonder that I think of you now 
In the silent night, in the holy night 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge:  Like a child like and idiot 
   Like this inquiring mind 
   You stare into my useless eyes 
   So near so far so blind [x2] 
 
   First you strike out at the hands that hold you 
   Next you strike out at the hands that sold you 
   Hands that sold you out 
   (Hands that sold you out) 
 
[^] 
 
Lyrics and music: Mitch 
Music:   Tim Rollinson and Mitch 
 
1984 
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AMERICAN AMERICANS 
 
 
Just another man in a suntan 
Medium build, black tie, black suit 
This boy he's no Frank Sinatra 
He's too C.I.A. for the light of day 
 
Just another sly in a bow tie 
A personal friend of mine 
Gun gun shy in a brave brave land and 
Dying in the shadow of the great man 
 
 
Chorus: American Americans Rah Rah Rah 

And say tell me boy where the action are 
American Americans Ha Ha Ha 
 
They only lose because nobody can win 
But that only triggers the infatuation 
With coming on thin in a fat situation 
(Coming on thin in a fat situation) 

 
 
Just another irate middle weight 
Looking so clean, so mean, so cute 
This boy he's no caped crusader 
He's too C.I.A. for the light of day 
 
Just another tale from the new world 
Putting us out of our misery 
We all either live in the palm of the hand 
Or we die in the shadow of the great man 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1984 
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     BEIRUT AT NIGHT 
E 
We’ve been living inner-city 
C#M  B  A 
Like the brave men gone before 
And we turn the living daylights out 
It’s not the: “way we live”, it’s: “what we’re living for” 
 
The blind fingered jazz boys 
Play the dry black room 
And we just snake out on the balcony 
And stare down at the boomtown 
   E 
Chorus: Here in “Beirut At Night” 
     C#m  B 
  You can see the earthmen in the dark 
   E 
  “Beirut At Night” 
    C#m   E 
  It’s a classic line from another world 
    C#M  E 
  Just like your classic ‘alien girl’ 
     A  E  
  Who thinks that earthmen are all heart 
 
We get calls on our wrist TVs  
Comic routines up our sleeves 
The whole place screams out for Dick Tracy 
We might go home but we don’t ever leave    [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1984  
 
[This title is from the restaurant of the same name in Cleveland St, Sydney, 
during the eighties.  It was pointed out by my friend Tim Hewitt that the fine 
dining experience being advertised was in stark contrast to the war that was 
being fought in Lebanon at the time.  The ‘blind fingered jazz boys’ were a 
combination of Jane Hewetson’s house-mates at 43 Greens Road, Paddo and the 
band Shooting School (featuring Armidale mates Chris Green and Richard 
Rummery] who Tim and I saw play the ‘dry black room’ of the Sydney 
Musician’s Club on the night I wrote this.  The ‘earthmen’ and the ‘alien girl’ are 
typical characters from boomtown Sydney in the Captains of Industry years]. 
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SKELETON SONG 
 
 
I remain in your real world  
A closet companion only 
The real world takes care of itself 
But the skeleton gets lonely 
 
I watch pre-war re-runs at night 
I hunger to belong 
It leaves me weak with the hunger of the strong 
For the real world beyond 
 
Understand about my bony hands 
And my hatred for my age today 
Give me a life and a land 
Give me a far away 
 
Lend me the words and the reasons 
Why I go on so long  
From the grave this skeleton, your slave  
Sings this song for the real world beyond 
 
Chorus: Are you still here with me? 

Over and above and above it all 
On the wind I believe I believe 
That I hear your call  

 
For every new love there's an old love too 
They will give you life and still be the death of you 
And you learn when you learn that it all falls through 
For every life in the real world there's a skeleton too 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch and Siegfried Mirza 
 
1984 
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     UGLY 
 
 
 
 
[Riff: e  g#  e  d#  b  d# A B] 
 
Some speak with forked tongue  
So mild, so meek 
But they don’t want to inherit the Earth 
They just want to be good looking for just one week  
 
  G [Slow crooner-rock pace until the B] 
Chorus: And, like the Great Pretender 
  G A# C B 
  We  give  up  but we don’t surrender 
  B 
  Never, never, never surrender 
 
They get the papers  
And read them through 
But, look, no one wants to inherit the Earth 
They just don’t want to be as ugly as me and you 
 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1984 
 
[There were more verses to this but they are lost – the chart probably stayed 
gaffed to some fold-back wedge, at some dingy, “empty room” venue in Sydney, 
circa 1984]
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   GET UP    [WALK UPON THE EARTH] [Capo 4] 
G D C  D 
Get up to your old tricks just once more 
Play dead like you have never played before 
Look alive, boy, there’s more to this than  
Meets the eye, boy, here’ the list… 
  F  C  F   C 
1st Chorus: The pilots, the failures, the astronauts and the sailors 
  F   C   G D C D 
  All know what it’s worth to walk upon the earth 
 
Steer clear of hard facts and naked greed 
You have all the technique that you will ever need 
The nod, the wink and the shaken hand 
Tells me that you’re big here in “occupation land” 
 
2nd Chorus: But the acrobat and the scholar, the white and blue collar 
  All know what it’s worth to walk upon the earth 
 
Middle Rap: Ghosts, ghouls and the stony dead 
  The unborn child and the overhead 
  The torpedo-punt, the aerial stunt 
  Santa Claus trapped in a Christmas storefront  
  Dolphins, dog-sharks, rattlesnakes 

The finest minds, the flippin’ fakes 
Angels, butterflies, armaments 
The doomed, the damned and the heaven-sents 

 
3rd Chorus: Birds above and the beasts below, the great idea, the mighty blow 
  All know what it’s worth to walk upon the earth 
 
Rap: The path we stride is serpentine.  The vivid youth are friends of mine 
The genius-dumb and the drunken-wise, wrapped in an un-holy compromise  
All the tales an ashtray could tell, that tired, smoky, “day after” smell 
There’s wisdom in the dregs of a party and sorrow in the hale and hearty 
How pathetic is an old man’s rap?  He thinks he can and that’s the trap 
He’s not really bald, that’s the same hair as the basketball millionaire 
First wrote this song in ’83.  It’s waited dormant and patiently 
They may be rotten and of no worth  
But all the old songs will, one day, walk the earth 
 
Mitch 
11 December 1983 (“Raps” added: 14 July 2001) 
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WAR BRIDE 
 
 
(When Johnny comes marching home again Hoorah Hoorah 
 We'll give him a hearty welcome then Hoorah Hoorah 
 The bells will ring and the girls will shout 
 The ladies they will all come out, and we'll all feel gay 
 When Johnny comes marching home) 
 
 
Em+a(Apos starting in B on A string) E 
When you march     home 
D    A  Em+a E 
Will you have trouble being harmless here? 
D  A E+a E 
Year after year after year___ 
 
When you land  
They'll crawl out of the woodwork to shake your hand 
Every confident woman, every conscientious man 
 
  G  Gsus2   G    
Chorus: The war bride talks across the fence 
 Asus(Am7pos3Fret+A+a top) G Gsus2 

About her marriage of convenience 
She has grown old beneath the blue tongued sun 
When you march home you will seem so young 

 
In the still life 
Picture that we live in here, we get by 
Year after year.  I don't know why 
 
Now and then 
We're all a little like clockwork.  A little like toy soldier men 
Let the machinery wind down, I still feel dangerous when...  
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
7 December 1983      
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     CHEAP HEART 
 
[Riff: A/a   A/a# A/a A/e] 
Joni and the turn-key 
They always get me down 
Like the Irish whiskey 
In this colonial town 
 
   C F 
Chorus: [Full of] Cheap heart[s]  
  G 

On every corner 
C F  Em  Dm 

  Cheap hearts going strong, going wrong 
  G  C Em F G 
  And going for a song 
 
In this Australian backyard 
Beneath a European sun 
I’m sinking double standards 
Can you hear them beating up the drums? 
 
Can you hear the beating of… [^] 
 
Am  G 
Out in the market place 
On every street in tin city 
If you want love or just a place to start 
   F 
You’ll find the business community ready to cash in on your…  [^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
19 November 1983  
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     ENDANGERED SPECIES 
 
[Riff: d/a [x4]  d/c  d/b  d/g  d/b  d/c  d/b  d/a repeat] 
 
D   C 
There you are, methodically mad 
 D  C 
All instinct and reaction 
 D   C 
A primitive man and an “Ape-of-action” 
 F    G 
Who don’t look too bad (for his age) 
 
  A   D 
Chorus: Dead and alive like a poor relation 
   A  G 
  The way it used to be 
   A    D 
  Living only for the love of trial by combat situations 
   A  G  
  That was burnt out of me 
D   C 
We can never be the way we once were 
We could not re-live a couple of lives like these 
We will never be anything more than another 
F  G Riff 
Endangered species 
 
There you are guilty with your honest face 
Still, all that craziness looks almost clever 
Won’t you spare a thought, at least, for the nature of the beast 
That will haunt me forever? 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 and 6 November 1983   
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     WOLVES AT BAY 
 
G    Bm 
“That’s the trouble with the country 
C   Em7 
Everybody’s going ape 
C    Em7 
They’re trying to hold a candle to 
 Am 
The Sunshine State (and the Welfare State)” 
 
But I surrender that cold war 
Captain and crew 
Because I know I am not even  
A match for you 
 
  F#  C#  
Chorus: Is it really fair? 
  A   E 
  Old men of every age, everywhere 
  F#   C# 
  They don’t care to let go 

A  E    F# C# A E 
  Anyhow, anyway, keep the wolves at bay  [x2] 
 
I flew out of the Capital last night 
The Earth fell away 
And I was alone with her lights below me 
Another wolf at bay 
 
You see, I’ve been an old man lately 
Travelling through 
But just strike a candle for the wolf in my suitcase 
And I’ll howl for you 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
28 October 1983 
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SERGEI 
 
 

D   A  Eopen  G  
You were unforgettable, if I remember it right 
D   A7 
You’d stare at the wireless 
 Eopen  G 
And tell us all about 
D  A7   C B7 
The singing millionaires who live in there 
 
  C#m    Bm  G 
Chorus: You were high on ideas but low on execution 
  Frightening the natives by living out on that limb 
  Putting words in people’s mouths and leading by example 
  C#m 
  But I often said:   
  G    D G  D (A7   Eop  G) 

“Put a bullet through my head, if I ever get like him”   
  D A7   Eopen  G  
  Sergei – you’re not even born yet 
  Sergei – nobody cares 
  Sergei – about your lifetime far away 
    D A7  C B7  
  Except for you and a few singing millionaires 
  G  A   D 
  Who put their money where their mouths are 
 
You were surviving, half-mast in a full-scale gale 
You’d take us up to the mountains to stare blind 
At the lights in the valley 
Of the singing millionaires      [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
15 October 1983 
 
[For Martin Krippner, who, in his youthful prime, inspired love and hate 
amongst his friends in almost equal measure.  During the 1970s, there were 
times, it is fair to say, when he was my best friend but there were other times too.  
Mat, in any case, you were unforgettable!] 
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HARD 
 
A  D  G  E 
Here we’re living in the guts of the world 
It’s only funny coz it’s only a joke 
And we’re the human punch lines in this life of crime 
A  D   Em Cm 
Still, every good bloke need a good time____ 
 
  A  A/Ab  F#m   D 
Chorus: We look like fair game and hang around in cardinal hats  
  We don’t always know what we’re waiting for 

But we try hard 
 
We talk about “one day” as if we were gunna make it 
And though we don’t always know what we’re working for 
We work hard 
 

We got no memories, just used impressions 
We’re more athletic than aesthetic 
Because to live in the guts of the world 
You’ve got to be hard, so hard 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge :  “Every morning at seven o’clock  

There’s eighteen tarriers working on the rock  
And the boss comes along and he says “keep still” 
Then you come down heavy on your cast iron drill and  
Drill ye tarriers drill 
And blast and fire”  [Sung over chorus pattern] 

 
Jane Hewetson 
Timo Hewitt and  
Mitch 
 
5 October 1983 
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A.D.   (Anno Domini) 
 
C   Em 
You tune into the static between stations 
  F    C 
And say: “One day, I’ll take it to the nation” 
Running around this original sin of a town 
Like a kid in a free will playground 
  F  C 
Chorus: A.D. aint the place to be 
    Dm F G F G  
  Still, it’s familiar 
  F   C 
  It may be the end of the world 
    Riff on D x  2 
  Still, here we are… 
  Bm  D  Riff on A x 2 
  Things look good (cold comfort) 
  Something’s tribal in the hard way 
  At night we long for the dead hours 
  That we kill by day 
 
You put tails on the criminals 
And maybe pin some onto saviours 
You read the headlines in other people’s papers 
Living life second hand like a fall guy in a comedy caper 
 
2nd Chorus: You’re thinking: “Hmmm… maybe A.D aint the place to be” 
  Still, you’re sweating it out 
  Then I hear your voice on the pay phone 
  Screaming: “Let me out!” 
 
  So I say: “Things look good” (cold comfort) 
  Something’s tribal in the hard way 
  At night we long for the dead hours 
  That we’re killing every day 
 
 
Lyrics by Mitch 
Music by Ian and Peter Mitchell 
 
31 August 1983 
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    SHOOT THROUGH 
Copen+d g/open Em6+g g/open   
She said:  “I’m just looking” 
She was looking like a ton of bricks 
In the only house in Ethel Lane 
I built that wall up again 
 
Talk about the “Motherland” 
Take my picture, take my hand 
Look at the cold, hard love in you 
And just remember who you’re talking to 
 
  G D 
Chorus: Oh, my Darling  
    Em   C 

The captains of industry wait to comfort you 
G D    Em 
Oh, my Darling you can have them all 
 C  Em6+g g/open 
When I shoot through 

 
I shot the bolt in the screen door 
Not wanting to be back no more 
The only house in Ethel Lane 
Keeps my history and my last name 
 
Talk about the crucified 
We lived in terror of the terrified 
I know about your rhythm and blues 
But just listen to the lyrics, Darling 
 
2nd Chorus: So true________ 
  They’re waiting to comfort you 
  Oh, my Darling all the words in the world will be yours 
     G D Em 
  When I shoot through   [x4] 
 
Mitch 
16 August 1983 
[The only house in Ethel lane was a single terrace between factories, in the back 
streets of Alexandria that Trevor and I discovered the day we walked to Tempe 
to visit his elderly aunt.  The band name Captains of Industry came from this 
song.] 
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 AXE FALLS 
 
 
[Riff:  
      a          g   f#  d 
It was the threat that I heard 
e     f#  g  f#  g       a] 
In every second word 
Yes, but you heard the call 
Of the wild in it all 
 
G     A 
You went and put your life in their hands (you poor thing) 
Under average man     (you poor thing) 
So cavalier with it all    (you poor thing) 
     D A 
But still you’re angry when the axe falls  [x2] 
 
  A C# D D/C#   G A 
Chorus: When we chose our words as if they mattered 
  I will then tell you that I care 
  And we’ll laugh (huh!) at the way (huh!) 
  Our nights and days fall forlorn and innocent away 
 
[Riff] 
Far and wide of the game 
You-know-who and what’s-his-name 
We threw our shade at the light 
Threw our days and our nights 
 
G    A 
You saw the way of the land (you poor thing) 
Lined the palm of your hand (you poor thing) 
You say that the wild still call (you poor thing) 
But will you hear it when the axe falls?    [x2] 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
12 and 9 July 1983 
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     THE THEORY 
 
 
A   C#m 
I was living in the capital 
 Bm  E 
I was twenty_____ four 
A   C#m  Bm  E 
Everything was black and white and far_______ away 
  A C#m  G[(G+open+d+a(top)] 
Except the old age wind at the French doors 
 
I was nothing to you 
Just another change down from another gear 
We were only in love with the theory of love 
And only happy so long as love did not really appear 
 
So many “Bastards of the Business Age” 
Women and men 
Everything was architecture and atmosphere 
Except for the hard-line introductions and the happy ends 
 
It was a killing time 
For the local and the stray 
But some of us only lived for the theory of life 
My problem was I could never look at it that way 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
16 June 1983 
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     THE SOVIET 
 
 
 
D(C+fpos3Fret) C+f  Em  G 
I remember “Siberiade” and “A Hero Of Our Time” 
 Fmaj7 Cmaj7  D(C+fpos3Fret) C+f 
It’s past neglect,  the Soviet  
I gave in to the winter here, “Childhood, Boyhood, Youth” 
It’s the Russian roulette,  the Soviet 
 
I grew up in this recent world, a child beyond the sea 
It’s nothing, yet, like the Soviet 
 
  G   D+a  C F Em 
Chorus: It’s a crusade of a century 
  Shared, like any other 
  We’ll both go down in history 
  G  Cmaj7  D  
  But you will recover_______ 
 
She drew the Iron Curtain, an ideal of another land and found it 
Lost, and yet, still the Soviet 
Postmarked in Moscow it read:  “The Don flows home like me 
It was from Annette in the Soviet 
 
I remember “The Idiot” but he remembers you 
It’s hard to forget the Soviet 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 June 1983 
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OBLIGATION 
 
  Am7  G F G  
Why don’t you help yourself to happiness? 
Like Helen Steiner-Rice 
If you weren’t such a wonderful person 
You’d have a good chance of being nice 
 
They say that the boys are overjoyed 
With the pearls before them cast 
 Am7  G   Am7 G 
You may be happy enough with that benefactor stuff 
 F  G E 
But you know that it won’t last 
 
You’re under an obligation to your friends 
With a way of life to recall 
You won’t get carried away with your self 
You’ll say leave it all, leave it all 
 
After one carafe of table white 
You leaned back in your chair 
  Am7   G   Am7  G 
Surrendered something sad and slight, kissed your well wishers goodnight 
  F  G  E 
And longed for me as though I wasn’t there 
Am7  G Am7 G 
Leave it all, leave it all 
  Am7 G  Am7  
You have an obligation to yourself 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
19 April 1983 
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     JOSHUA 
D   Am7 
Propped against the doorway 
  Em7/c  D 
In your party hat and tears 
Bbm   F 
Another homeless moment 
  Am7  Dm 
From the “difficult years” 
 
They tell me that you come across 
As a rascal and a clown 
But the young man in the suit went west 
When the walls came down 
 
  F   Am7 
Chorus: When you become some one 
    Dm  Am7 
  That neither you or I will know 
   F    Am7 
  And when you will be stolen away from me 
   Dm  Am7 
  My Joshua, my Jericho 
  Dm  C 
  Will I be patient? 
  Will I live it down?   
  Will I want to know why 
   Gm   Dm Am7 
  The walls came down?_____________  [x2] 
 
Stretched across the tarmac 
With a grinding of the gears 
Another difficult moment  
From the homeless years  
 
For most of us it would be old age 
And, although you always said you would drown, 
The gentle man got buried alive 
When the walls came down    [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
11 April 1983 
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ANTHONY 
D  Asus7 
Anthony was waiting at the station and tied a knot in me 
Like the one that I cut loose once at the Sanctuary 
He said that he could wait ‘til I was 
Bm  G 
Safe and sorry 
 
Anthony pulled up on the off chance and took a shot at me 
Like the ones that I lost count of up at the Sanctuary 
He lived like the long lost brother 
Of the long lost me 
  D   Dopen+G-A 
Chorus: Ah, you say you will remain 
      D 
  That’s like fingerprints on the rain 
  It’s like saying you won’t change anything 
  Yeah, I hear your voice 
  You talk as if you had a choice 
  As if you could choose 
  To not change anything   
 
Anthony showed up at dress rehearsal and put a hole in me 
Later he put a call through to the Sanctuary 
He told them he had a problem   
It was probably me 
 
Anthony, looking very serious, threw a glance at me 
He talked about the old days up at the Sanctuary 
He said he couldn’t face the way  
That he had changed me 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
2 April 1983 
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     I’LL BE THERE 
 
 
 Asus2  G 
In the sharp light of an Open-All-Night 
You were talking about loves and labours 
Saying: “We will learn to be the women and men 
Who are living with their friends and neighbours” 
 
  Asus2   Asus2+d#-e 
Chorus: Bowed down by the industry 
  Aopen   Asus2 
  And all your plans for me, I fell away 
  But, like the fine wine in this glass again 
  When the saints go marching in…  
 

I’ll be there 
 
With black lines that held the colours in 
You drew your life for me and drifted home 
Gone tomorrow, here today 
Later, you rang to say, “I’m more lonely than alone” 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
 
29 March 1983 
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    I HAVE A MISSION 
 
  Bm   F 
We were mending our ways in the cocktail lounge 
Bm    C Em7/c   F C 
You and the nomads were talking nuclear fission 
I looked up at the chandelier  
Your looked down and said: “I have a mission” 
 
Your “cause” and my “effect” traded tall tales for true 
From ship-to-shore 
I was a stranger to the agency 
You were “a little less” a little more 
 
   D F 
Chorus: Look at me, I don’t belong 
  C   G 
  Over and over again, sing-song sing-song 
  D   F 
  Out of my hands, year after year, but the 
  C   Am Em Am Em Am 
  Network stands, never fear, never fear 
  I:  G F G F :I  C 
  “I have a mission_______________” [x2] 
 
That was the nature of the down and out 
We spent our lives between “shake and stir” 
And only when you claimed we were all the same 
Did we see how different we were 
 
Now, I hear that you have settled down 
But I’d like to take you and your concubine 
And cartwheel while the Itinerant Army 
Just one more time 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
9 November 1982 
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FAR CRY 
 
 C  G  F G  C G F G 
The campaign went well, in the shadow of Saint Joan, on the hard road 
Little Miss Potential said "Nowhere is my home town"  
"It's all been done before" you said 
When you found your life paralleled in scripture 
But remember that a thousand words ain't necessarily a picture 
 
  Dm7   Em 
Chorus: You can keep your resistance 

While you keep on moving and so will I 
  F    EM 
But when you're farther away than any distance 
   C G F G 
Will you hear my far cry?   [x2] 

 
On the high seas in basic black rhythm your flags fly 
The theme song for the nine lives you are living is "Anchors Away" 
On tour, your letters from the front, they cloud my senses 
Now and then your “best regards” get in behind my defences  [^] 
 
  Cm  Gm  Cm  Gm 
Bridge: In the Riverland I was working with the vines 

Behind the times 
The women at the fort call you Salvation Jane 
But I say "What's in a name?" 

 
2nd Chorus: It may keep your resistance 

While you keep on moving and so do I 
But when you're lost in that nameless distance 
Will you hear my far cry? 

 
 
Mitch 
 
2 November 1982 
 
[My grape-picking, rouseabout, desert travelling “anthem” – Broken Hill etc.] 
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UNKNOWN 
 
 

F#open+d+f# G+d  F#open+d+f#  
On one of those red-letter days that you live to regret 

G+d  F#open+d+f# G+d D Asus G+d 
You said:  “It’s my lifetime and I am not a legend in it yet!”___________ 
 
While we were all just so much “distraction” and “display” 
You said:  “It’s my journey and I ain’t even underway!” 
 
  D Em    G 
Chorus: “Somewhere” and “Some other time” 
    D   Asus  

Always some freelance, throw away line 
D Em  G 
You know that I don’t care 
    D Asus   G+d 
That there’s always some “Unknown”____ already there 

 
In the grip of the hard times we drank to forget 
You said:  “It’s my problem and I ain’t even realized it yet!” 
  
When we were young they said:  “Gentlemen, place your bets” 
You said:  “This is my moment but I ain’t felt the heat of it yet!” 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
24 September 1982 
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     ALMOST HUMAN 
 
D  A6 
Tony gives me wine 
  Am    Gopen 
He’s got an attic full of rhythm and a cellar full of ryhme 
 
Tony understands 
He writes me lines of least resistance – they say: 
    D A6 Gm Gopen 
Chorus: I’m almost human [x3] 
 
Tony’s down to earth 
He keeps the changes coming for all they’re worth 
 
So I lie 
I’m too scared to be convincing, too shy to even try 
 
[^] 
  Am   EM 
1st Bridge: I’ll keep it short and sweet 
  The “original native” repeats 
  In the last twenty years of the twentieth century 
  I’m almost human [^] 
 
2nd Bridge: Pity me 

The battle hymn from the gallery 
  May your “hand to hand rebellions” 
  And “barbed wire conspiracies” leave me   [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 September 1982 
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     ALL IS WELL 
 
  Fbar+D#/G#  Open+D/G 
Meet me in the first beat of the bar 
  ABar+E/C 
Your message read: “Come as you are” 
You were the master of illusion, rapid-fire and ricochet 
 F C   Dm7  G 
But I_________ knew all of the tricks of the trade 
  
Somewhere in Headland, Central Coast 
Paying tribute to your giving up the ghost 
We built a fire on New Years Eve 1978 
But it was all____ a little too late 
 
All is well… 
   C/G  Fmaj7/G (softly building) 
Chorus: All is well with me here 

 Doing nothing year to year 
  Only working only living - only, only, only 
  I hear about you sometimes, from the people that we knew  
  And they say just what you’re doing  

But it’s more than they can tell 
  Whether_______  

All is well  
 

In the last days of the heat 
A mixed emotion, far from unique 
I was confused about the details, you were as clear as a bell 
Yet it was I_____ who said: “All will be well” 
 
 
Mitch 
 
24 August 1982 
 
[Dedicated to Rhett Armisted who took me to Macksville for New Year’s Eve in 
1978, in his hotted up Holden with the huge stereo and who taught me about 
heavy-metal guitar and that The Babys could rock.] 
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    ARE YOU READY TO GO? 
 
 D#(Cpos4thFret+A#) Ab 
We’ll find ourselves at the Four Quarter Regent 
Supporting our favourite charity 
 D# Gm Cm Ab 
Play some Rigaletto on the gramaphone 
 
We’re going to wake up early and leave a message 
Scare the hell out of these thin white lines 
And cakewalk down Bakery Road 
    D# 
Chorus: Are you ready to go?  
  G#(Fpos4thFret+A#) 

I know all the water that will have to flow 
 D# Gm Cm  Bb 

Before the distances hide the miles away 
   D# Ab 
Are you ready to go? 

 
At the railway stations and roadhouse pavilions 
We’ll drink sweet, neat, hot, brown water 
And we’ll talk about the weather and the wine 
 
We’ll end up at the “Natives Are Restless” 
Cut and slash on the Ivory Coast 
And make the most of the company     [^] 
      Dm 
Bridge: Are you ready for the one shot,  

Foxtrot, tango-deltas 
 F 
And their wide-eyed, sun dried 
Shields and shelters 

    C 
Call it a game 
 Bb   Ab 

  What’s in a name? And so…    [^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
21 July 1982 
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     UNTIL THEN 
 
C+b(Apos5Fret-c:  g+b+e+e top string drone) Bm(Ampos3Fret no bar) ETC… 
You were sleeping it off under the   table, just a shade of Dorian Grey 
 C+b*     Bm*  
It was “pistols at dawn”, did you get my cable? 
  G  A   A  Bm  
All your “seconds” will say when, all those moments will live again 
    Em  G   D 
Let me know when your act becomes convincing, until then… 
 
We played “Strip Jack” and “Bury the Dagger”  
In your mother’s A-frame hideaway 
You gave me your word and kept your swagger 
Devoted time to your friends but it was only the means to an end 
But you know that I’ll keep in contact, until then…  
 
  A(Epos5Fret+ E string drone)   
Chorus: Stop  (stop, stop) what are you doing now? 
  G(Epos3Fret+ E string drone) 
  Stop  (stop, stop)  the disenchantment now 
  I  (I, I)  am the original 
         D    
  Blue eyed boy you can’t keep nothing from me 
 
We spent an evening in your ashtray-sedan on the “Road to Mandalay” 
You said:  “I’m leaving, everything’s planned” 
Years later, from a friend, I heard an echo of your rumour again 
But, you know, I’ll disregard the rumours when you act becomes convincing 
And you know I’ll keep in contact, until then…    [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
14 July 1982 
 
[This song was sent off with my first ever “demo tape” to all the record 
companies and song publishers in the Sydney phone book.  One person (Rob 
Durose of Chappell Music/Intersong) made positive noises but the only specific 
feedback from the whole experience were the words “good idea” written beneath 
this song on the lyric sheet returned by Mr Durose.  He later saw C of I bomb out 
of the semi-finals of the Strawberry Hills band comp (in 1984).  He also told me 
to drop the band if I wanted to get somewhere, but the band was everything!] 



 336

    MORTAL MAN 
 
 
Em7+d/f# Cmaj7+d 
Here I am, a mortal man 
A sixty to eighty year flash in the pan 
A clandestine schemer with feet of clay 
A rearguard action and a runaway 
 
I live alone with these people here 
Weatherboard and lacework from year to year 
I trade in sentences and outlaw skies 
I am the apple of my mother’s eye 
 
I owe allegiances to both north and south 
I skip over distances by word of mouth 
I’m a fly-by-night and a racketeer 
I’m an unknown quantity, an unshed tear 
 
Beyond the point-of-no-return 
I cannot change what I’ve had to learn 
How strange to be so different, when just begun, 
In the end to be just the same as everyone 
 
Here I am, a mortal man 
A sixty to eighty year flash in the pan 
A clandestine schemer with feet of clay 
A rearguard action and a runaway 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
9 July 1982 
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BAGATELLE 
 
 G  (f#  d) 
On iron chairs and tables 
  G  Am 
Beside the iron maiden sea 
G       (f#  d) 
I gave you snares and gables 
  G   D 
You gave me a look at your industry 
 
I cast my line from the white sand 
On another overcast day 
And I’ll remember you well, my, my, my Bagatelle 
By the light of a “By the way” 
 
    D d      d        c   b   c    b    a      G  
Chorus: You said: “I’ll take my chance at the Palais de Dance 
      g     b   c  c  c  c         c        b      a      g       a      D      
  With the adolescent nightmare sons of circumstance” 
    D [Riff]    G 
  I said: “I’ll take my time with the wallflower line 
   Em    D G 
  Of accidental daughters of a night on the wine” 
 
We were overworked and lazy 
Tied to an angry stance 
A chain-mail delinquent and his “Lady”   
Two romantics being killed by a glance 
 
But your parents were wealthy and so 
You were not in the market for my trust 
And while I could just afford the room and board 
You said we could not afford the “wander-lust” 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
8 July 1982 
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     SECOND TO NONE 
 
 
 
 
G    Em  C    D 
“Wear you medals, tip your hat”, say the mad dogs around the traps 
The last time I saw you, you were on home ground 
“Keep your distance, beat your drum”, say the bastards on the rum 
The last time I saw you was in a New England town 
 
“Wear your pistols, aim ‘em high”, say the Cockies on the sly 
Who cares if you’re a target just the same? 
“Dip your brush and paint your tar”, say the ringers from the bar 
But the last time I saw you I knew your game 
 
“You can call a spade a spade”, say the winoes from the shade 
The rumours rip around from tree to tree 
“Crack your whip and make your plans”, say the also-rans 
The last time I saw you, I know you saw me 
 
“Take your chances, fly your flags”, say the miners on the slag 
You’ll be coming around the mountain when you come 
“Fuck your strangers, drag the line”, say the lackeys on the wine 
But I’ll remember you, second to none   [x4] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 July 1982 
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     OCEANLAND 
 
 
F+d/g  G+d/g  F+d/g  G+d/g  
Over the road, over the sand 
F+d/g  G+d/g  C 
All alone in Oceanland  
C  Em7 Am G F#open G F#open G  
The waves are full of “who knows where?” 
C  Em7 Am G F#open G F#open G+d/g 
A downstream cruise will find you there 
 
Off season sails on the horizon far 
“Pretty Polly Perkins” drinks a “Northern Star” 
The tortured sea below 
And “Paddington Green” may never know 
 
I was in a single room 
Beer on the balcony in the evening gloom 
The desk clerk’s children went out to play 
Beach towels bright against Neptune’s grey 
 
The cathedral hours, the pitched roof skies 
The shanty nights and the lullabies 
Moments live, hours kill 
And Oceanland is with me still 
 
F+d/g  G+d/g  F+d/g  G+d/g  
Oceanland_________ 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
7 June 1982 
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     JACKO 
 
G    F#open 
What’s new my, my, my Jacobin?  (yeah) 
Em  Cmaj7 
Out after dark after apple carts? 
Hands up my, my, my bittersweet 
You’re under arrest for a word apart 
 
It sounds good my, my, my, mandolin 
Another hour will be here soon 
Listen, Jacko, you werewolves fight 
 Em  C  D 
Like water tries to drown the moon 
 
   Bm  C   D 
Chorus: [But] All you have to do is do what you have to 
  What can anybody say? 
  All you need is someone to hold on to 
   C   G F#open Em Cmaj7 
  And something to give away_______________________ 
 
How’s tricks my, my, my bird in flight? 
Even the candles don’t go out, out there 
You told me, Jacko, that you would last 
Like the sandstone columns around this Railway Square  
 
What happens now?  My, my, my rascal child 
In your crew-cut crusade and bar 
How will you know if you’re wearing out? 
How will I know were you are? 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1 June 1982 
 
[Since the late 1980s, and our band called The Song, this one has always reminded 
me of our great friend and guitarist, Ian Woolsey, who always loved Jacko.  
Thanks for everything Ian W!] 
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BREAKING THE ICE 

 
F  Am7/F C/E 
I sat with my feet on the desk 
Em6/G F  G 
Wanting to tell you but you know the rest 
 C Am7/F G 
Just taking the time of day 
Em6/G F  G 
Lost in the loneliness, you know the way 
 F Am7/F C 
These feelings home in on you 
Em6/G F  G 
And before you even know it they've torn you in two 
 
  C  Em6/G Am 
Chorus: Here I am paying the price 
 C  Em6/G Am Am/G Am/F 

Breaking the ice   [x2] 
 
 
You gave me this winter world 
With the hot little hands of a cold little girl 
You gave me the old and the new 
If I have anything I owe it to you 
 
Who would have thought I would be 
The snowman you made me 
 
 
Chorus: Here I am paying the price 

Breaking the ice 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
27 May 1982 



 342

     THE PILGRIM 
 
 
 D  Asus  F#open+d   G   
I walked into the city square, a picturesque of architecture everywhere 
  D  Asus   D 
I said: “I know you, from all of her letters” 
 
I stepped  into a “without a care” take away café, unique and medium rare 
I said:  “I know you, you’re the ‘Great Un-settler’” 
 
I ran into an unaware, old friend from “nowhere”, out of Vanity Fair 
I said: “I know you, Jean Ti Allouette” 
 
  A6 
Chorus: Hard up against the sky 
  Like truth up against a lie 
  There, but for the grace of god 
   G D 
  Go you and I 
 
I went into a wear and tear, off-guard enchantment, drawn from the very air 
Off in the clouds like hot air balloon pioneer Leon Gambetta” 
 
I looked into her sinking stare, took one last glance at all the trouble in there 
I said:  “If I know you, you’ll just forget her” 
 
I stole into a noon-day-glare and left her with the tables and upturned chairs 
I said:  “If I know her, she’ll be so much better off 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
27 May 1982  
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TROCADEO 
 
C  Em7+c Am G 
What are you doing this long weekend? 
  Copen+F C G+d 
Are you going to stay at home or go out with your “impossible” friends? 
What are you doing this all-day week? 
Are you going to survive?  Will you be dead on your feet? 
 
What are you doing with your summertime friends? 
Are you going to be “high and dry” or out at the lake again? 
What are you doing the rest of your life? 
Are you going to settle down?  Become the perfect little wife? 
 
  Em6+g Fmaj7+g 
Chorus: We___________ could do anything 
  Em6+g   Fmaj7+g G 
  Or we___________ could do nothing at all 
 
It’s been eighteen hours at the Trocadeo 
In the shadow of a cheeky red from Bordeaux 
With apple juice and olives in the barrels below 
And overnight creases in your “All-Day Glow” 
 
   G Copen+g G 
2nd Chorus: I know____________ 
   G Copen+g G  
  I know____________ 
 
A candle of persuasion in the back of the car 
And a lunchtime abandonment to the Advocaat 
In the small hours of the evening, there you are, 
Crying into your coffee, tears of mascara   [2nd Chorus] 
   Dm7     G 
Bridge:  You called:  “Can you come and get me? 
   I’m alone at the Trocadeo 
    Dm7   C    
   And I have nowhere else to go… [2nd Chorus] 
 
Mitch 
 
5 May 1982 
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     STOWAWAY 
 
 
 
G+f#(add f# on D string) 
Off the cuff in the trade winds, I said: 
  Cmaj7 
“I’ll give you money if you give me a ride” 
I was living as a drink waiter 
In a terrace on the harbour side 
 
  C G C G 
Chorus: Here I am and there I go 
    C  G F  C 
  If there were any other way I’d be just another stowaway 
  C G C G 
  Sun come up, sun come down 
   C  G F  C 

Like any other day.  I’m like any other stowaway 
F  C 
(Just another dream away)  

 
Cast adrift in the Gulf Stream 
Let me stumble from year to year 
It’s hard to face this time and place  
On my own, out here 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
21 April 1982 
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FOR THE BIRDS 
 
C F  G 
Once before, in khaki shorts, you cast  
 Am  G  F 
Casablanca shadows on the floor 
  Am  F 
And, though I was just a workingman, 
  C G  F 
I was on my way to something more 
 
Coming alive to those tribal beats 
You drove north into the “out of reach” 
And got buried alive in the mangroves 
Living two city blocks from the beach 
 
 [Riff] Am7+f  F-a  (run)  c/fopen (run)  Am7+f  
Chorus: I heard you were living for the birds 
   C G/c+f  C 
  You talk like you remember 
  [Riff] 

I heard, by seconds and thirds, 
     F C 
By word of mouth that you were flying south 

 
All for one and one for all 
Tropicana details walking the line 
And though your life was one long incident 
It was only a matter of time 
 
Three musketeers in Spanish boots 
Are returning your calls now 
And though I am still just a workingman 
I’ll swear I’ll get back to you somehow 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
13 April 1982 
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    I’LL GIVE YOU A CALL 
 
D 
I live here now for the love of a stranger 
 Copen+f 
Who comes home at night and turns the lights on 
Look at me, away in my manger 
Stained glass windows and doors 
  D   Copen+f 
I’ll give you a call     [x2] 
 
I ran into the love of a stranger 
It gave me something to do and it still runs me through 
Look at me, a major in a minor key 
A diamond cast with ceilings and flaws  
 
   A6 
Chorus: By day I am alone  

Within these air conditioned halls 
 G   D 

  And I walk the shag pile corridors 
  And haunt the wall-to-walls 
  Torn between you and me 
    G  A6 A Copen+f 

Between the ocean and the deep blue sea 
 
The way I live here now I could learn to hate you 
A prisoner of all I survey, I’m fading away  
Look at me, at child of nature 
Caught between playback and pause 
 
I’ll give you a call     [x2] 
 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
8 April 1982 



 347

    LOVE LET YOU DOWN 
Em+d/g D Em+d/g D 
Out of season, out of the way 
 Em+d/g D    Cmaj7  (G) 
It’s hard to live with people who give all their secrets away 
Don’t tell me, I don’t want to hear 
Everybody’s falling out but you’re stealing away 
 
  D  Dopen+g 
Chorus: Love let you down 
  F#open+d    Asus2 
  Hanging out the windows at the Anchor and Crown 
  Then love turned around, said goodbye in the doorway 
  And drove back to town 
 
Love on the sand, time off in December 
With the members in the stands 
Love on the wing 
Hiding out as winter falls through wedding rings   [^] 
 
  D C  Em7+c 
Bridge: Did you believe in a coming of age? 
  Did you believe in the skeleton madrigals? 
  Did you conceal a clandestine heel 
   F  Am  G 
  That weakened all these ageing theatricals? 
 
I once confessed, to a center-stage, 
A benediction older than grace 
Burning around in this one act town 
Belching flames all over the place     [^] 
 
Out of reason, out of clay 
It’s hard to live with people who give their hearts away 
Don’t you see?  I don’t want to go 
Everybody’s playing a part but you’re stealing the show 
 
 
Mitch 
 
6 April 1982 
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    GOODNIGHT SITUATION 
 
 
 Am  Dopen  
“I______ am lost in here” 
 Am      Dopen     
It was a strange way of saying goodnight with the day so near 
 
You were standing in the wings with those “out of order” rings 
Nailed up around your eyes 
When you said: “At least act like you’re happy” 
I was too busy falling apart to be surprised  
 
 Am     Dopen 
You kissed me then (went off with your lonely friend) 
Took the day off work and left town again 
  Am   G  Am  G 
You wrote: “No false start, no nerves of steel, no ‘you or I’, no turning wheel 
 Am   G  F 
No break of day will ever change the way I feel, this time 
   f      g      a     b      c   b  a       g    Am 
You can take my happiness for real”  [x2] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
 
2 April 1982 
 
[Finished at 1.30 am]  
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LATTER DAY GREENS 
 
Am [Riff] 
Highbrow and lonely it seems 
Laced up in “regency dreams” 
Patch-worked and lately revealed 
Hardly and badly concealed 
 
D    C 
Dynamite hitched up your Sunday dress 
B7 
Vacant nights did the rest 
 
Am [Riff] 
Stringless and wasted, it seems 
Tied up in rivers and streams 
Shaken by witness and sight 
Mistaken shadows and light 
 
Weakness threw down your best defense 
Relentless nights did the rest 
 
  Bm    D D/A 
Bridge: You only know you’re leaving 
  You only say you’re the same 
  As the days that pass by here, like hours 
    C  Em7+c  Am 
  Unlike the nights that you shoot down in flame 
 
Tired out and blinking it seems 
Gentle in latter day greens 
Awake and barely a trace 
Courting a falling from grace 
 
Variations on a moonlight guest 
Cold light of morning did the rest 
 
Mitch 
 
28 March 1982 
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    RAPSCALLION DAYS  
C Gm  F 
Out in force beneath the winter sun 
I was living off James Taylor Square 
In the lanes that roamed among terraces 
  C Gm  F G 
In the absolute emptiness that held me there 
 
I had little or no understanding 
Of the people who let the place out 
They lived upstairs, with their “Vatican airs” 
In a fear of any doubt that sucked the life out  
 
  C  G F  G  
Chorus: I had a chosen few big plans for history 

I was just passing through her beautiful life 
Em7  Am7  Em7   Am7 
Here’s some black and white and some shades of grey 

 F G   C G  F  
From those long______ lost rapscallion days    [x2] 

 
I was one of the party partisans 
Who got caught up in the discontent 
In the battle for any new republic 
We laughed and drank until the money went 
 
Through the struggles of our early years 
I was working with my hands 
And while she was falling in love with an honest man 
I was lying, in wait, in that never-land     [^] 
 
Over the top beneath the winter sun 
At the Fountain Café, toward the end 
In the shadow of another grey rapscallion day 
I said:  “Goodbye, my love, until we meet again”  [x2] [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 March 1982 
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     SLACK BOY 
 
  A6 A+d#+g# Em+b+d#+g# E 
They will slap you in your place, boy 
In this town that they built on waste, boy 
And, if they don’t, you’ll lurch around 
With your feet stepping up and your defenses and eyes cast down 
 
They can run you out of ground, boy 
They give a good price here for a frown, boy 
“Restrain” is the name of the game, boy 
With one hand giving and two hands taking, they sure do hand it around 
 
 
Chorus: And you know they do nothing for show 
  And you’ll feel they’re as friendly as steel 
  When you leave, you’re going to leave here in pain 
  All these hot-blooded boys are the same 
 
And they tell you not to be slack, boy 
You’ll tighten up with a knife in your back 
Out here you pay by the pound, boy 
Or the hot-cold-Mamas, and the business men, will slap you in your place again 
 
[^] 
 
[Repeat last verse] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
10 March 1982 
 
[A song about feeling welcome in Broken Hill] 
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    TAKING MEASURES 
 
 
D 
Out here they have problems all their own 
 C     Em7+c 
Like: “the sun glasses are dirty” or “the lawyer’s on the phone” 
A year too long out here degrades the heat 
And the tension in the parking lots and the fear on the streets 
 
Nicknames on the face of things, side kicks in the dirt 
Evenings in the public houses, mornings back at work 
Sunshine lurks behind those dark clouds that came 
To the little cheesecloth dresses and the angle of the rain 
 
    A (add 12 bar blues hammer) D 
Chorus: We’re taking measures    (Ah-huh)  [x2] 
 
A little bit of moonshine and a little bit of fun 
All add up to heaven and a little bit of “the other one” 
There’s a “Man of God” behind you, saying:  “Well, well, well!” 
And another year of this and you never can tell 
 
And you might be crazy and try and get away 
But the whole town’s taking measures to ensure that you stay 
Anyway for this year at least, you can’t beat the 
Tension in the parking lots and the fear on the streets 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1982 
 
[One year in Broken Hill was obviously going to be a lifetime’s worth] 



 353

    ORDINARY ASTRONAUT 
 
 
 
 
[Lost?] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1982
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    THE GREAT UNKNOWN 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Putting distance between your life and mine 
Mixing with people of different points of view,  
Unlike me, I was too intent on you   
 
It was a small mistake, on my part alone, 
That led me to live like an accident in the great unknown 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1982
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     STRICTLY 
 
 
E 
Tell my fortune 
Grab me by the ears 
That’s no rattling in the rafters 
 Am   Am+G  Am+F  
That’s the thunder of the years 
 
   D G D A   E 
Chorus: What time________________ do you get off work? 
  
You’re an orignal 
Barefoot in the sand,  
Dance a waltzing coup or the “Rumba-reux” 
Strictly Moshi Dian 
 
[^] 
 
You’re an artist 
Politically “feathers and lace” 
Etchings, like the back of your hand 
Tarred and tethered, refined and weathered, smiles all over your face 
 
[^]   [x2] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1982 
 
[Written in E, A, D and G so it could be accompanied by a guitar pitch pipe] 
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  THE ALPHABET SERIES 
 
 
    “A” - A WARNING 
 
Down a line of most persistence 
And through an accident 
A sneak, a hack law, [ties], 
A two piece and a wrangle to a door 
 
A warning, an invitation 
“A Blank & Co” require 
A two piece and a wrangle 
A second string and a tie-er 
 
Chafe again the scarecrow 
Blood and feathers, yet 
Four of the necessary 
Dry, dry, dry, wet 
 
A tap upon a “Most charming Darling… 
You look so good in clay” 
Just once more around the two piece 
And twice around the “A” 
 
 
    “B” - THE DUEL 
 
To be and notation has befforded accord 
Beyond all expectation, up hills in the holes in the mists 
On the shores of straight back and pause 
For blood and bone and so and so 
 
You can be, could be, an unless regret 
Something to search for 
To fight for 
To yearn with and so 
 
The struggle changes the seconds 
As shots climb the forest rain 
Sound the accord and before expectation 
In the pause between to be or not again 
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Black and low beneath the dawn 
Red on the undergrowth 
To keyboards in rooms and unseen hands 
To go, and so, to be 
 
 
 
    “C” - THE CAVE 
 
Cold calm and careful 
Snake, slide and moist 
Tripped by the water 
Dark and hiding by the overhang 
 
Fear, sound and silence 
A growl with a head 
In rocks and shades 
Treading on the loud and harsh 
 
The crying cheer in escape 
Waits too, too late 
Crouch close behind the light 
The air is fat and cuts and spreads 
 
Hours grudge and show 
Breath is harder to save 
Than one son who lies 
Cold and scared in the cave 
 
 
 
 
    “D” - THE SAILS 
 
Drawn lines and wither, a crepe paper death 
Down along the avenues all due to be 
Dragged across the heather and 
Wound about the sheath, all due, all due 
 
Batten, bilge and amidships, sails out to drink 
The blow and windwright, in between the heat  
To lick at downy lips and ladies 
To drive the ragged fleet 
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Dirt and lace with change replete 
Refined and down to earth 
Up to ears in potato peels 
All doomed and damned 
 
Sandy feet and mud for all, all due 
Drenched, dangerous and determined 
The heather and the sea 
Drawn lines and wither, a crepe paper end 
 
 
 
 
    “E” - ON MINE 
 
“Enough” he said.  “E’s ‘ad enough” 
“E’s ‘ad enough”, said he 
“I’ll no more blood upon me land 
Wash him in the sea” 
 
“Put his rags on his back 
Give him lead and line 
Let him sink in lands his own 
I’ll no more blood on mine” 
 
 
 
 
    “F” - FOR WAR 
 
For what has been done 
For one and for all 
For the sake of remittance 
For beck and call 
 
Rushwake from Scar-borough 
On the coming of age 
Vie with battles unnamed 
From theatre and stage 
 
Shell shape, shot and ocean 
Foreshore and breaker 
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Fortune and infamy 
Forgiver, for taker 
 
Eyes from the remunerated 
Fain a scathing misplaced 
They lurch from the water 
Far from liberally laced 
 
For peace and posterity 
For beck and call 
For what has been done 
For one and for all 
 
 
 
    “G” - THE STORMGALES 
 
Stormgales flock and lash 
Intent complete 
Garotted by piercing squall 
Drawn and quartered 
 
To grope within without again 
Increased fury and a smile 
Toothless, beaked and homeless 
They haunt the friendless mile 
 
Cold, the tattered scent, reward 
Rage for discontent 
Forced labour depressidents setting in 
Stormgales surge, hail, garrulous wind 
 
Feathered, stuffed and old and older 
Once swooped and swerved 
Attack, groan 
Grew weak and weaker 
 
“Purged and peaceful”, notes the Captain’s log 
An angerless refrain 
“How calm the ocean now 
That the Stormgales are on the grog again” 
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    “H” - THE BREAK 
 
Two north, two less, one ziz away 
Hellover relief to be away 
At a resort-towel, alive by accommodation 
In Redburn by the sand 
 
Five weeks at the “Palace” 
Leaning on the leather in the bar 
Anxious on the landing 
Two blood shot eyes on the getaway car 
 
It’s a nervous all the all year 
Not to waste a night 
Wet bed sheet around the burnt fat 
With the lotion in the boot and the bore, bore, boredom 
 
Two south, two more, one zat away 
Dulcified and stunned back again 
With excess zeal and loyal honesty 
Anything but that… that… holiday 
 
“Have a good time, Jack?” 
 
 
 
 
    “I” - THE BEINGLESS 
 
I am hopelessly pessimistic.  Being  
Idiosyncratic about being irrepressibly  
Indolent about being, about being 
Searching and seeing and leering upon 
Remains illumated in spots, by luminaries 
Of other beings being less than coherent 
Less than reverent, and to some eyes 
More endearant that I 
 
 I make no sense 
 Eye see no sense 

Yet I sense and I see 
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I could be dead 
If I were dead I couldn’t be sure I wasn’t 
Because how could I be sure that the  
People who would have me believe I’m alive 
Know themselves whether they are dead or alive,  
Because the people around them 
Are not sure either? 
 
 I make no sense, yet… 
 
 
 
 
    “J” - THE SUICIDE 
 
Jump out in your birthday suit! 
They wont laugh, They will understand 
Even we can see your need 
Your want 
 
Dare it?  Why not?  Nobody will miss you 
You got no reason not to try 
Come on, all you have to do is step off 
And “own” the fall 
 
We feel it all for and through you 
But it’s plain that you’ve outgrown  
The crush, the noise 
The throb, the pulse 
 
Afraid?  Well, it’s only natural 
It’s a long way down and out 
But a lot of people have gone that way before 
And most will help and the others… well… 
 
Jump, quick!  We don’t want any blame 
But, for your own sake, 
We may have to push, or to pull you through 
Don’t fight it.  It’s the only right and privilege 
You’ll ever have.  Go on!  Jump! 
 
     THE BIRTH 
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    “K” - KILLING 
 
“Did you hear about Caesar?” 
 
“Yeah, I tell ya, it’s a bloody funny thing, Mate.  I reckon it’s a plot, a scheme, ya 
know?  Squashed, sqeezed and fermented grape juice is shipped from the banks 
and soils of The Rhine, in stinkin’ France or flamin’ Germany, the reason being: 
to kill off the unsuspecting ‘Us’.  The dread potion gets to us, through some car 
crash or other longer term contributory death scenario.” 
 
“You’re talking rubbish, Brutus!” 
 
No, Cassius, think about it and hear me out.  You only have to know your history 
to see how the whole Rhineland always been subject to some war or other.” 
 
“Wogs, eh Bru?” 
 
“Too bloody right, Cas, continuously war torn and blood bathed.  The place and 
its products have got mystery and evil laced through.  And some wog bastard’s 
flogging the essence of the area – the wine – out here, to wipe out the rest of the 
world and raise the road toll and statistics and stuff.” 
 
“It’s a bit of a generalization-stretch to suggest that only Rhineland wines are 
killers, Brutus.” 
 
“That’s true, Cassius, but, Caesar had a skin-full on, the night that he bought it, a 
whole gutful of Rhine-bloody-wine!  And you can’t be much more specific than 
that.” 
 
“I think you’ve got a point there.  Can I pour you a drink, Mate?” 
 
“Why not?” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    “L” - THE LOVE  
 
Remained behind the distance 
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Grew longer than the few 
Figments and imaginings that 
Ran away with you      
 
Poor little Darling 
Smoldering fingers in the glove 
Your heart so full of trembles 
Now that little Darling’s in love 
 
Tortured, pained and utilized 
So sweet and so, so sad 
Aimed all the classic symptoms 
At you for good or bad 
 
Poor little Darling’s lingering 
While she’s lost upon the shelf 
In the fullness of the rapturous union 
Little Darling loves herself 
 
 
 
 
 
    “M” - THE MOUNTAINS 
 
Greased skies on slopes surrounded 
Stilleto socks in powder-snow bounded 
Chain wheels on ice on ice 
Buried trees on rocks, on rocks 
 
Pioneers in ages old 
Crossed tall peaks, in tales told 
Elephants, on backs on backs 
Bwanas, on foot, on foot 
 
Misty heights or sullen barriers 
Views of images with hazed interiors 
Jagged scars, on points on points 
Vagrant wanderers on land on sea 
 
Clambering human insignificance 
On sleeping Gulliver’s gnarled magnificence 
Quiet, don’t squeak, so loud, so loud 
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The mountains may roll over 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    “N” - THE NOISE 
 
There was a quaking in the grating 
In the middle month of June 
And the sound of falling timber 
Rang throughout the room 
 
“Hark”, remarked an elderly lady 
By the chimney 
“Is that a lost Claus 
Or an angel, come to git me?” 
 
A grinding crunch resounded   
Imposing on the Dame 
And a clamorous din resounded 
Smashing window and frame 
 
“Help”, exclaimed the elderly lady 
By the door 
As the ceiling shook 
And plaster crashed onto the floor 
 
“Dorothy!” a familiar voice screamed 
So much it shocked her 
“The bloody thing’s backfired again 
Go and fetch the doctor!” 
 
 
 
 
 
     “O” - THE NOTHING 
 
“Nothing said is nothing gained 
And naught the price you pays” 
That was what Old Dan believed 
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Until he passed away 
 
And he should have known because 
He’d done nothing all his days 
Except to say:  “Nothing said is nothing gained 
And naught the price you pays” 
 
He lived on top of Smoke Ridge 
In a tin hut, made of mud 
With nothing to call his own 
Except some old shirts and dress studs 
  
No, Dan wasn’t very interesting 
But, on his dying day, 
He knew that he’d done more than most 
By having nothing much to say 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    “P” - THE INITIATES 
 
Pageboys, in pewter twenty ones, 
Simple avoidance in the pews 
A style reminiscent of the late great Billy Peer 
And of rams amongst the ewes 
 
Pasted plastic diversions 
Or an escape-break, in glass 
Initiates in grey uniforms 
Are smoking out of class 
 
Naughty private parts and bits 
All rebellious for the cause 
As detachable linguistics, at large, 
Highlight the perfect flaws 
 
People born of a society’s 
Predicates and greeds 
Find it incumbent on them to rebel 
It’s all part of peace time’s “needs” 
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    “Q” - THE ISOLATE 
 
Locked in, the splendid isolate 
Feels himself apart 
Cultivating contagens 
As electrodes tap his heart 
 
A table and a chair beside 
A blanket and a bed 
And a curious camera, swivels round 
In the roof above his head 
 
The panel on the wall, in fact, 
A one-way mirror, copes 
With providing information for 
The coats and stethoscopes 
 
Interminable and constant 
No other person seen 
Here in the inky-whiteness 
Here in quarantine 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    “R” - THE RECALL 
 
Revovling fans and retired generals 
Stiff scotches at the club 
Rattan chairs and houseboys 
Khemo-sabbis in the scrub 
 
Imperial requirements 
All rhetorically asleep 
In ancient sakes and homesteads 
The lords rot in the keep 
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“There was a time, in India…” 
Yet, beyond the bloody fall 
“She was a damn fine woman, I’ll give her that” 
Alas, she’s now beyond recall 
 
Civil servants trade diplomats 
“The reception’s on the lawn” 
“Twas a damn shame about Carruthers” 
“What?  Don’t say all the cucumber sandwiches are gawn?” 
 
A glimmer of an age bygone 
Review and drill on steep 
Hills and rivers rushing by 
As lords rot in the keep 
 
 
 
 
 
    “S” - THE GALLERY SMILES 
 
Have you smiled that way before 
In your overcoat of grey 
Or is it just the way the winds decry 
That makes you seem so fey? 
 
In another chance account 
Chronicled by day 
You lean against the balcony 
And gaze you heart away 
 
Or, alone behind your dismal walls 
Compelled, intent to stay 
As autumn leaves and trees 
Fall into the sway 
 
And passing by your bleak retreat 
I trudge the weary miles 
To gaze upon the gallery  
Of yours and alike smiles 
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    “T” - THE TOMB 
 
 
 Turned tables and an aftermath 
Granite slabs in an “indelograph” 
Tutankhamun with his worth in sacks 
Toothless and tearful, from front to back 
 
Age in a pyramid 
Or wrinkles in a box 
One takes it with him 
Most keep under locks 
 
Ticked tocks force the hands 
Of cowards brave or not 
To sooner seek a created space 
That represents their lot 
 
Storied wealth pales 
In a life in the gloom 
Stashed away in a day in a life 
In a niche, in a tomb 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    “U” - UP AND OUT 
 
 
Panic in the basses 
Now the dirge is put about 
That falsettos’ in the furnace 
There’s no peace for the “Up and Out” 
 
Consternation in the outskirts 
The liturgical chants 
Will get the measure of the psalms 
And sockets in his pants 
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Trouble in the tenors 
The skies are black and blue 
And sweet, the choice to leave is yours, 
But the sour return’s not up to you 
 
Falsetto left the outskirts 
Though the choir still remains 
And he better know what’s good for him 
Or the songbirds will pick his brains   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    “V” - LADY V 
 
 
“Warily”, whispered the Adjutant 
To the Aide de Camp 
“Forsooth the lady’s waiting, yet 
Hark, now, dim the lamp” 
 
Crunching boots passed them by 
They lay in greatcoats on the lawn 
Shadowed by the garden 
Two hours before the dawn 
 
“Quickly now”.  They make the house 
With anxious gazes above 
Looking for her signal 
“There, see her slender hand and glove!” 
 
“The guards are nigh!  I must away” 
“Shall we meet by land, by sea?” 
“We’ll meet again, fear not my friend 
My regards to Lady V” 
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   “W” - THE TAXIDERMIWASH 
 
Washed and pristine 
In waters acid-squeak clean 
A cleansed consciousness 
Brilliant white, nice and mean 
 
Purified, pacified and propagated 
Stuffed full, the cotton seams 
Disinfected and anaesthetized  
Brilliant white, nice and mean 
 
Decontamination and scrape 
Innards and murky green 
Dredged, purged and flushed 
Brilliant white, nice and mean 
 
Scented glue and glassy eyed 
Drenched smell of bromine 
Stiff smile, rubber-glove propped 
Brilliant white, nice and mean 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    “X” - THE TREASURE MAP 
 
Crisscrossed oblivion 
Flowed from directionless sense 
Alone on the pillion 
Danced a sighing defense 
 
One step northwest 
Three to the south 
Doing the level best 
Mapped from the prospector’s mouth 
 
Lackadaisically lurid 
With an eye upon the hill 
Remarking the torrid 
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Relationships still 
 
Thirsty and terrified 
Blisteringly hot 
Gold-coasted yet satisfied 
That “X” marks the spot 
 
 
 
 
 
     “Y” - THE YOU 
 
 
You are born a bit 
Strapped into a nappy 
Steps and increased weight 
You are probably happy 

 
You are ugly now 
Pimpled and problematically considerable 
Strapped into school 
You are probably miserable 

 
You are fatter now 
Successful with a horde 
Strapped into a marriage 
You are probably bored 

 
You are older now 
Survivor of heart attacks 
Strapped into retirement 
You probably look back  
 
 
    “Z” - THE ENDS 
 
Zis iz zee nz. 
 
Mitch 
 
1982 
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   THE DECADE SERIES 
 
 
   1 - DECADE 

       
 
 
You will love the winter here 
This place, campaigned and decorated for its heat 
The autumn tugs at that blistering backdrop and, falling, reveals  
A perfect stillness of cold – more than any mere temperature 
 
More than a mere bleakness of weary contrast 
Almost a life 
Tangible and separate 
Short and sweet 
 
Yes, you will life the winter here 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    2 - EARLY ENOUGH 
 
“Will I be got up?  Will I be cold? 
What shall I wear?  How best to survive? 
It’s clear I should eat something, only, what and where?” 
Now, wait a moment, life can’t be a simple as that, can it? 
 
“Will I go out?  Will it be safe if I do? 
I need to get food but will I live only meal-to-meal? 
I get fed when I ask now.  Can I assume it will last?” 
No, surely, it can’t be as simple as that, can it? 
 
“There are things all around that I don’t understand 
What is this and that other thing, in the littlest room? 
There are people like me, only, they seem to know best 
I’ll ask them:  ‘Mother and Father, can it be as simple as that?’”  
 
“Am I a good person?  Am I successful or not? 
Do you love me?  Shall we have Mexican or French? 
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Is this all there is?  This book tells me flat” 
I learned early enough it was not as simple as all that” 
 
(If you want to get especially complicated you may insist that perhaps it should 
be!) 
 
 
 
 
 
    3 - TIGERS OF CLOTH 
 
Shy, held a past, slippery and tense 
Undergrowth urges and tribal toms 
Genetic endeavours, coursed bloody and pure 
Embarrassed and awkward, all fingers and thumbs 
 
Fear wept out a sardonic impulse and 
Shivering calm throbbed through jungle and vine 
Environmental scaffolds, anonymous and limp 
Ashamed and endangered:  “Go and do your sums!” 
 
Avoid a lecherous lava of molten emptiness 
A crossfire of pygmies and the Tigers of Cloth 
Scanty and sacred, both embittered and sloshed 
Frightened and calm, stand on laurels and plumbs 
 
Blink and you miss it, by degrees of decay 
Vivid green cold bloods eat a native a day 
Eventual and statistic, blithering and bold 
Fatally prepared:  “Take it all as it comes” 
 
 
 
    4 - VAGABOND 
 
 
 
Hook-nosed and lost 
In Mediterranean, mourning black 
Crack-voiced and rasping 
Hunchbacked with  a brown bag of Royal Reserve 
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Three kids, rascal daring 
Stray down by the tracks 
And listen, while old Dimitri 
Grinds his gums and hacks his guts 
 
Unbending callouses, hardly fingers at all 
Shelter an aging butt 
Wind rips and they huddle 
Around a forty-four-flame on their ground  
 
Stories and tales  
Clad in wheezes and groans 
Hesitant swigs from Dimitri’s 
Brown paper bag of dreams 
 
Three kids clamber the embankment 
In the newly dark 
The prospect of being late 
The spectre of homework 
 
These are lessons in choices 
They run a vagrant course 
Like a jacket and a life dipped 
In Mediterranean mourning black 
 
 
 
     5 - SCHOOL 
 
The children play on the sticky grass 
Amid the squeals is a furious babbling 
Beneath the patchy shade of an introduced species 
In the schoolyard, across the way 
 
Anyway will do, it seems 
As the rattling breath of a teacher’s whistle screams 
Too high to arrest the froth of torrents here 
Too low to upset the kiddish, gawking, dangling birds 
 
Shy replies and timid retorts 
That these blank walls refuse to echo 
The rant and wrath of the grey haired sloth 
Who lolls, refracted, behind the Master’s window  
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Nocturnal locks and an aftermath of calm 
Sports afternoon bells pierce the stifling gloom 
The children divide and wander towards home 
To eat, to sleep, to wait, to grow 
 
Orderly little lengthening lines that the seniors won’t allow 
But the trembling “first days” reason with less 
They skip and toe in line and time 
Without the how, the now, the brown, the cow 
 
Pencils line the inky wells 
The fences map the Barbary Coasts of those 
Who-can-tell songs, triangles and sticks 
Cast in wisdom’s blues and muse-icks 
 
They cram, it’s true, whole hot afternoons 
In between home-time and home   
And hang out until the pocket money goes 
In the shop on the corner, near the gate, across the way 
 
I tried today to decant a decade at school 
I shot that dim, murky waste into the breach 
But I only succeeded in dabbling around 
With the tired old hackneys of “learn” and “teach” 
 
 
 
 
 
     6 - HAUNTS 
 
Roof rust decays the chimneys 
The mists are yellow edged and rimmed with swirling light 
There leap fragments of pools that tremble below 
In the heart of the delicacy that is the hour’s heroic glow 
 
These unmanned ramparts ache the millennia away 
Quietly hum distant beams, from half drawn windows  
They blink, sightless and bold 
Tearless by virtue of age and lust 
Their searching walls clamber on – they must 
 



 376

Faithful servants cringe within 
They believed, once, that they commanded but their silence knew the doubt 
Grim ledges and vagrant alleys swoop, a crow doorway splits and bleeds 
Sauntering gaunt, I wander and haunt, wherever this mockery leads 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   7 - WEATHER OR NOT 
 
 
Icicle winds froze our words a twenty paces 
Asthmatic gusts ripped through our cloaks 
Boiling blizzards tore flesh from our faces 
And you said:  “Damn!  I’ve forgotten to turn the blanket on” 
 
Torrential indulgences poured storms on our wounds 
Our serfdom exposed to a monarchical pain 
Drenched by the bones of skeletal rivers and floods 
And you said:  “Do you think the tennis will be on?” 
 
The heat scorched the shade, alas, mockingly redundant 
Searing and leering, the furnaces bled 
The roads oozed and melted into black tyre swamps 
And you said:  “Will you rub some lotion on?” 
 
Calm ambled down with the smoothness of evening 
The tides lipped and lapped, a gentle melody of persuasion 
A delicate reflection, resolving Mankind with Nature 
And you said:  “Can you please turn the televisi-on?” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 377

   8 - TRAINING 
 
 
I’m a good deal purer of thought than deed.  Nothing exception either way, you 
understand.  I know exactly what I’m supposed to feel and do.  It’s just that I 
don’t do them!  Look, I wouldn’t know how to dance a paradox, but I do know 
that, apart from being human and all the rest of it, I am also a paradox. 
 
Sounds a bit ambidextrous around the edges, I suppose, but I can blame that on 
the “weakness of the flesh”.  In my head, I’m not a bit at all like the strange, 
squirming, grunting, shitting, blinking, staring, wheezing, gawking cyclone of 
acts and actions that I appear to be. 
 
My therapist used to say:  “Loosen up!  Let it flow”  He treated me like I was a 
bowel in springtime.  I don’t need that.  I’m immune to it all, being so different, 
you see.  Hardly recognizable, except, of course, for the blatant and undeniable 
similarities. 
 
He said that I should:  “Learn to express myself”.  And that’s how I got into 
trouble.  Look, it wasn’t my fault.  I was just “following doctor’s orders”, you 
know?  And, besides, it was quite fun for a while, jogging southwards down the 
Sydney-Melbourne railway until, of course, the 10.15 Express caught me in the 
small of the back and landed me here in hospital. 
 
Strange, when you think about it, and, let’s face it, that’s all I can do, how my 
therapist cured me of my “in balance”.  As a quad I’m not capable of many deeds 
and so I can do naught but be pure of thought. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     9 -   DECADE 
 
 
Across the road they’re pulling down the ghost house 
I can see the broken windows, the chains, the hammers 
In the backdrop I can hear the summer drenched drone of a distant mower 
Such association!  I can smell the newly mown grass and 
Taste the vagueness of a Sunday in summer 
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It’s not easy to recall.  It all reeks of,, and is entwined with, 
The indescribable dread of:  “Do I have to?”  “Why should I?” 
Ramblings of teenage terror at being made to do the slightest, merest anything 
Romantics, in generations past and to come, call this the: “rebellion phase” 
But in my time, I always felt I was being: “me” 
 
I spent a decade stewing in it 
And now, during these ”After Days” 
How is it that I, a direct descendant of my original self,   
Have had the carelessness to grow up? 
 
 
    10 - AFTER DAYS 
 
Bulging hessian bags full of tormented night 
Billowing awnings full of wind swept morning 
These are the dapple greys 
These are the furnace days 
 
Line lipped moon-oozing sparks, through a hard edged gloom 
Fraying webs casting becalmed squalls to taunt the mast 
These are the dapple greys 
These are the quiet days 
 
Waves dilapidated by the struggle for the subjugated 
Sands scorched at the hands of these innocents debauched 
These are the dapple greys 
These are the passing days 
 
Braying trees brandish iron skies and steeling leaves 
Castle Rock Beach now, and forever, beyond my reach 
These are the dapple greys 
These are the after days 
 
 
You will love the winter here… 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1982 
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     THE ANTHEM SERIES 
 
 
Mack had a recurring dream: 
 
You’re never so happy  
As when your body lies in the clay   
A long distance and a languid lay 
May, one day, decay all the miles away 

 
Take this one glass bead to the Smugglers Arms 
I’ll give you that which rustles the curtains 
A gift that sufferes the window’s taint 
But you, in all your weakness, will only catch cold in breezes faint 
 
You’re a regency of light, an ascent in light relief 
Your ashes are in the heart-tray, your stallion’s in the stall 
Pray that your aging overcoat will keep the winter’s out 
As the frightened seasons fall 
 
Outside of this room, beyond this fire 
Can you picture all the sad and beautiful encounters that languish in despair 
And all the long grasses that whisper the thieving million melodies 
Who will try to defend against the distances, just because you are lingering here?   
 

      ~ 
 
Mack had a recurring reality: 
 
The continental quilt fought back 
The rain on the roof drummed and thrummed 
I was trying to wake and get up 
And, after a struggle, I succumbed 
 
Another day, another too tight collar 
It’s a dog’s life anyway: “Howls of indignation!” 
The rain clouds eventually blew their pay 
And I arose for kettle time in the vast breakfast foray 
 
Just a sample, you understand 
Of romantic restlessness that plagued 
My prime of life, my neighbours and wife  
In fact, all of we romantics slaving for a living wage 
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Infested by ambition, chewed and spewed 
Digested and lacking physical or artistic condition 
A scholar first and foremost 
A student of the stars, of innocence and erudition 
 
Tune me up and let me go 
There must be more to life than this 
But, on the other hand, how dare I question or complain 
Myself the helpless product of the omnipotent domesticity of bliss 
 
But I’ve had this vision, you see 
A nagging melody in head, heart and hand: 
“I’m no different to others singled out” 
It’s the subconscious, silent anthem of the land 
 
Anyway, it goes something like that 
After breakfast I went for a walk 
It was a careless summer’s day 
Lots of nature – audio and visual – but less of the talk 
 
I began to develop a thirst 
In my humble opinion, a fault of the race 
We are a ridiculous species, strong only on our weak points 
And yet, we run around like we own the place 
 
Up ahead was a village 
Tourist quaint, with visitors getting stuck into the history 
I ducked into the Smuggler’s Arms 
A few pints later would see me stuck into the mystery 
 
I was reminded that the village was called:  Strange 
Because there were Strangers everywhere 
The local colour scheme was distinctly so 
And distinctly hard to bear 
 
When I swayed out with the closing time brigade 
I realized that I’d best spend the night 
Bad budgeting, on the whole, as the day had barely earned it 
And crashing into a dive, I got off alright 
 
Next morning woke with a crick in it’s neck 
A hangover from the previous day 
No wonder the average man’s paranoid 
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With that huge hot, heavy, Sun of a gun overhead always 
 
When I got home I read the paper 
Scanned the All Ordinaries Index 
I was an unlisted ordinary 
My computer accused me of “incorrect syntax” 
 
From the kitchen came a wifting and a wafting 
The warning signs of imminent dinner 
The little woman was spitting glass 
Seems, I’d forgotten to ring her 
 
She said:  “Stayed out all night, eh?” 
I countered:  “Just some time out with the boys” 
I slurped some soup and she shouted: 
“Stop that pre-digestive noise!” 
 
Before we go too much further a field 
I should make mention of the fact 
My pie-faced spouse is named: Sarah Lee 
Myself, I’m called, simply: Mack 
 
Mack by name, Macintosh by nature 
The over coated kind, that is 
I’ve spent my life repelling instinctive urges 
At “emotional avoidance” I’m a whiz 
 
After the meal I stepped outside 
A fresh air retreat inspired by Sarah’s ticked-off face 
While avoiding some brambles and the summer house 
I ran into a little man, in green, from ancient faerie days 
 
“Sure and begorrah ‘tis Mack”, he said 
I gulped down the evening air with drooping jaw 
He spoke again:  “They’re waiting, Mack…” 
But, by the time he’d finished talking, I was locking the back door  
 
A few stiff scotches and the calm returned 
Sarah Lee came bustling in and asked:  “Have you seen a ghost?” 
I shivered and vowed:  “I’ll go no more a roving with the boys” 
Then I crept upstairs and embraced, once more, the sleepy host 
 
The alarm clock chimed for its daily bread 
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I donned my bag of fruit of armour 
On my way to work I bestowed a kiss on Sarah Lee 
Designed to disarm her 
 
At work it was business as usual 
I’d been trained for the life I now lead 
But yesterday’s jingle of a crusading vision 
Let the fling out of the highlands and clashed swords in my head 
 
By lunch time my headache had me beat 
I took the afternoon off, sick 
Promising to return, just as soon 
As the hoards in my head were licked 
 
I surprised Sarah Lee by arriving home 
Even more when I went straight out 
I decided a stroll to the Smuggler’s Arms” 
Might knock the clash of conflicts about 
 
My plans went soon awry 
For, as soon as I reached Strange 
My head and body tossed a caber 
And I fell flat on my face, down and out of range 
 
I woke, they tell me, days later 
In a hospital-kind-of-thing  
My condition described a “critical” 
Sarah Lee was in the waiting room with the pyjamas she’d been asked to bring 
 
Occurrence rates ranked me a “Highly Probable” 
There are heaps of heart attacks at my age 
Once more into the statistical breach, my friend 
I wouldn’t have said I was angry, it was definitely more like rage 
 
Drip, drip, swish, sluish, suck 
My tubes had to be heard to be believed 
The doctors conferred earnestly 
I seriously asked: “Why-not them?” and “why-me?”    
 
Then it began,  I know not why 
At best it was drug induced, at worst unbid 
The dreams that came to me might have raised the dead 
As a matter of fact, they did 
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Mack had a super-real dream sequence: 
 
I dreamed I was in Afghanistan 
Over come by some black belt Dan 
Or more, perhaps, it was County Claire 
Castle cragged and unaware 
 
Therein lies the trouble with dreams 
Or, at least, that’s the way mine appear to seem 
They’re basically elusive to recall or recount 
Impossible to tame and harder still to mount 
 
Harbour-side cafes run down to the docks 
A sea shanty town with barrels strung on blocks 
And I am unseen by the seafarers there 
I am senses alone, coiled not in flesh but in air 
 
I hover, bemused, through the dark rooms and lanes 
Confounding the promise of rumours and gains 
I fly on currents of breezes that lick 
By chance I am intrigued by a home for the sick 
 
I swirl through the foyer, down waxed corridors 
Remarking the gargoyles and gnarled jackadaws 
In a room full of tubes, in white, on his back 
Amidst a rumour of shock, I recognize Mack 
 
Another time comes and I, by stint of farce 
Am alone in a wilderness, hostile and sparse 
No more a spirit but again as a man 
I wander unheeded, unnoticed, unplanned 
 
A desert distinct of limitless bounds 
Encased only by the four walled horizon I found 
A heat and a weariness, upon frailties did prey 
The sands and the distances kept shifting away  
 
A splash on the surface of a rippleless pond 
Drawing me on like top hat, rabbit and wand 
Words in the sand were traced by hand fair 
They read:  “picture all the sad and beautiful encounters that languish in despair” 
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I withdrew from that image and, as I have said 
The dreams that I had in that hospital bed, woke the dead  
 
 
Mack had a recovery from his heart attack: 
 
My convalescence was run and administered 
Nothing, bar nothing, was given to chance 
Health foods, exercise, temperance and care  
Blood group and allergies were sown into all my pants 
 
I retired from work, upon doctor’s orders 
I took up, for a time, the tasks of the home 
Re-mending the mends and repairing the pairs 
Sarah Lee was glad to not be so often alone 
 
I did, however, maintain a daily jaunt 
A walk in the country, full of pastoral charms 
I’d often pass through fields of singing grass 
Or throw myself into the Smuggler’s Arms 
 
Once, while returning from that place known as Strange 
Came a tune, wild and angry like the tail end of a tantrum 
The long grass whispered to me a thieving melody 
I recognized, once more, the land’s secret, silent anthem 
 
A tiny voice whispered on the wind:  “They’re still waiting, Mack” 
And, turning around, I saw the green dressed man by the way 
I leaned over and asked: 
“Who the hell are they?” 
 

END OF PART ONE 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1982 
 
[Part Two is yet to be bothered with] 
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     BETWEEN BARS 
 
She was lying in the upstairs bedroom 
By the light of an evening star 
That shone through the window 
Cast iron shadows between the bars 
 
Take a man from out and under 
Any night or day 
Maybe in rawhide shoes and 
Between bars from My Way 
 
Chorus: And they say and they say 
  That they’re helpless anyway 
  So they go, so they go 
  They go away 
 
She was thinking of the wide blue yonder 
About the way some mornings are 
Hard up against the evening 
Just hanging between bars 
 
Put a man in a sun tan 
Say, chequered shirt and tall 
Between bars of broken sunlight 
For no particular reason at all 
 
Falling rain and an overcoat 
Sleeping underneath the cars 
Staggering around the all-nighters 
Haphazard between the bars 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
23 November 1981 
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     SETTING THE PACE 
 
Em E+c+g  Em+F+d 
“Way out beyond the sea 
 F F+E(Epos2Fret) F F+E 
In a land beneath the waves” 
Em E+c+g  Em+F+d 
These are a few of your lines for me 
G+d Cmaj7+d+g  G+d Cmaj7+d+g 
As we linger on the Promenade 
 
“We need the style of the ancients here 
And a man of action who will make the grade” 
More of the words you leave me, dear” 
Setting the pace on the Promenade  [x2] 
 
  Bm  G   D  
Chorus: Your age was before and after everything 
  G   D  A 
  Counting on your fingers the little you had done 
  “Sweet dreams” and “best wishes” from everyone 
  You spent your time rattling around in this empty old town 
 
“We need to rise above 
Allegations shooting from the shade” 
I had almost forgotten about your lust for love 
But I still hear you voice on the Promenade 
 
“A time comes down for everyone 
Waves of change throughout the land” 
Ah, I remember it well, oh my Darling one 
Setting the pace on the Promenade  [x2]  [^] 
 
Optional Bridge: “You and I and the Emperor 
   Will put our hair up in a braid 
   And hide out in the smoke-filled rooms 
   That look out on the Promenade  [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
29 September 1981 
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    THE ANTE CHAMBER 
 
G D Bbm 
You’ll find me in the ante chamber 
F C Bbm 
I know you will 
Open aired and down to earth 
Waiting still 
  Fmaj7  Am7  Dm  C 
Chorus: Fruit cake and divine 
  Hanging from the trees 
  Those days you had were mine 
  Stolen from the breeze 
 
You’ll see me in my retreat 
I know you will 
Down behind the orchard rows 
Waiting still 
 
[^] 
 
You’ll hold me to my spoken words 
I know you will 
And stay away until tomorrow comes and finds me 
Waiting still 
 
[^] 
 
[Repeat first two lines to end] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
3 September 1981 
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     WAR TORN 
 
 G   D  
So, they stroll down to the bistro 
 C+g  D   C+g  D  
With two bottles of Candle-Shadow wine under the belt 
 G  D  G  D 
You can afford to be restless 
 
Then it’s a wander around the park 
With two hours of early morning rain over the dam 
You can afford to wet       
 
    Am  Em C+g D 
Chorus: They should never have taken the fall 
  Am  Em  C+g D  
  War-torn ain’t careworn at all 
  Em  C D 
  It’s just the “next best thing” 
 
   G  Bm 

 Then it’s up.  Then it’s fair 
   C    D 
  To be bringing in nothing and living on air 
   G  Bm  C 

In the sway of the stepping out nights 
   D  Dm7  C 

And sleeping in days______________ 
 
So, they march through the club 
With snapshots from the frontline, it’s too late to go unnoticed 
You can afford to be defended      
 
Licking wounds in the playground 
Rearguard actions in the alleys, with the “Soldiers” and “Sallies” 
Who can’t afford to go home 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
26 August 1981
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     MARBLE EYE 
 
 
A(+e/a bar)  Dopen+g 
“Next time you’re alone” she said,  
  Dm7   Dopen+g  A(+e/a bar) 
“Just dial any eight numbers on the telephone.  Somebody will answer” 
 
I saw her there with the Polaroids and tourists 
In the shadows of the square, walking through the foyer 
 
Strange she should dare.  While the hostages were trembling 
    C#m  E  A(+e/a bar)  
She was calmer than the air, and smiling out the window 
 
I felt the wear and tear of her whisper, in the thunder of her stare 
While she was bleeding on the porter 
 
Adrift on the floor.  Bouncing off the walls and waltzing out the door 
C#m E  A(+e/a bar) 
Goodbye, Marble Eye 
 
Branch water dry, fumbling in her pockets 
For the stealing of a sigh 
 
She left me alone with any eight numbers and the telephone 
C#m E  A(+e/a bar) 
Goodbye, Marble Eye 
 
 
Mitch 
 
14 August 1981 
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    WATCHING ALICE 
 
Am 
I was only speculating.  Nervous, in the front seat, waiting 
G 
She was on the balcony.  Almost with her eyes on me 
F     G 
She reached out and handed me a kiss 
  Dm C   G 
Watching Alice___  [x3] from afar 
 
  Bm  F#m    G 
Chorus: “All Night Long” was the name of our song 
      A 
  It was the hours in the day, isn’t everything? 
  “Right and wrong” was the way that I felt 
  We were giving in to a bunch of strangers and… 
  D G  D 
  Living it up, living it down 
    Em 
  Living for that wasteland of a town 
  D  G  D 
  Turning it out, turning it round 
    Em    G 
  But it should never have turned out like this 
    Dm C   G 

Watching Alice___  [x3] from afar 
 
She went out to Leningrad, just before the good went bad 
Pictures sent from overseas, almost with their eyes on me  
But I could never picture her like this 
Watching Alice  [x3] from afar  
 
 
Mitch 
 
5 August 1981 
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INGRID 
 
Dopen/g  Copen/g  Fmaj7 
Ingrid’s clutching to the falling apart 
Like it was holding her together 
And crashing through the traffic 
Like it was now or never 
 
Fingerless on the steering wheel 
Everyone has to bleed, but, 
Ingrid’s tearing at her open mind 
Because she refuses to believe… 
 
   F C Am 
Chrous: In the: “within the without” again 
  In the: “time after time” 
   F    C 
  In the “running to close to the wind” thing again 
   Fmaj7 
  But Ingrid never-minds 
 
Ingrid’s picture is under plastic 
In half a dozen boy’s pockets 
And Ingrid burned her fingers off 
In half a dozen sockets 
 
Now, Ingrid has somewhere to go 
She’s driving with her knuckles 
She’ll drive into the wilderness and be  
Unable to release her seatbelt buckles 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
25 July 1981 
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     GOING TO WASTE 
 
 
 
Strange does it seem to be out on my own 
Straight from the “slots” into the “never-knowns” 
Light on the ground comes down to a whisper in haste 
But they already told me that I was… 
 
  C F G C F G 
Chorus: Going to waste_____ with style 
 
Strange, at the start, I left it up to you 
Straight from the heart into the black and blue 
Landed on my feet but my run was raced 
And everybody said you’re… 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge: A little too much   (a little too hard) 
  Never going anywhere (you threw it away) 
  Do not remind me  (of a question of taste) 
   

But at least I am going to waste [x2] with style 
 
[Repeat first verse] 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
25 June 1981 
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     HOTEL 
 
Riff: 
E   (e   e     g   g      b    b    c   c     b     b   c   c  b   b   c   c )  E 
Standing in the doorway, trying to talk your pretty head off 
Into the evening, into sneaking away 
Meanwhile, in the bedroom, little lover-boy is bleeding 
Pleading: “Take the ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign away” 
 
  G F#open C D  
Chorus: Hotel (stretcher in the foyer and the) 

Hotel (daggers in the eyes of the) 
Hotel (manager in the corner drinking) 
F C D   G [Riff patt. as for E above in G] 
Hotel (Sighs-In-Disguise, on the rocks) 

 
Later, at the station, trying to get your stockings off 
Clutching at the handbag and wig on the floor 
Three days on suspicion before little-lover dropped the charges 
He was just cut shaving, nothing more 
 
2nd Chorus: Hotel (towels in the suitcase at the) 
  Hotel (reception breaking ties with the) 

Hotel (glasses in the barroom and the) 
Hotel (Sighs-In-Disguise, on the rocks) 

 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
22 June 1981 
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    STATION STREET 
 
 
 
 
You and I and the water 
I heard you say:  “It can take us anywhere at all” 
Take it away, I said:  “I don’t want you 
I don’t want you anywhere at all” 
 
Chorus: I’m going to have to get away 
  Before this Station Street corner 
  Falls pray to disarray  

(prize the burning fingers from the sleigh) 
  (a wave to suit the moment of disarray) 
  (arrange the people in their way) 
  (outside the night is filling up the day) 
  With disarray 
 
You and I and the morning 
I heard you say:  “We could make this day last forever” 
Yeah, waste it away.  I said: “I don’t need you 
I don’t need you or your ‘forever’” 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch and Trevor Dunham 
 
18 June 1981 
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    SOON 
 
D    D+g 
We are the Sons Of Prohibition 
   D  
Swaggering coats and hats 
D   Bm 
Three words to the wind 
 A  D D+g 
In the age of razorbacks 
 
With the will only of a wish 
For a chance to throw it all away 
On the intake, outbreak 
Of a new day 
 
  C  Em   D 
Chorus: Snatches of a scene from glimpses to 
  We are only, only like you 
  Unrelated incidents and tunes 
   F  G  D  D+g 
  But we will be related sa sa sa soon 
  D   D+g  
  Soon____________ 
 
Surprised by the lack of consequences 
Trailing off into the night 
Down behind the defenses 
Down behind the fight 
 
You are old enough to die 
Can’t get any older than that 
But we are Sons Of Prohibition 
In swaggering coats and hats 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
22 April 1981 
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    INNOCENCE AND CHARITY 
 
  Am 
Out of all the days you’ve had 
  G 
You have survived 
A little wearier now 
So are we all 
 
I won’t mention ambition my friend 
Times lost or memories gained 
Those words don’t hold you no more 
You’re a little older now 
 
     F/g 
Chorus: You’re sailing on a restless sea 
     C/g 
  Of innocence and charity 
     F/g   G 
  Hope you do remember me 
 

Am 
Let me put it another way…  
 G 
I’ve tried.  I believe, I believe  
 Am G 
I’m easily led aside 
   Am  G 
It’s no excuse for anything, that’s true 
   Am  G 
But, for what it’s worth, here is my song for you 
 
2nd Chorus: You’re sailing on restless sea 
  Of innocence and charity  
  How will you remember me? 
  Let me put it another way… 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
[Written the day before Trevor Dunham’s twenty first birthday.  This one’s for 
Trev.] 
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   THE MAN IN BLUE 
 
 Am  C 
I remember you rang me 
 F  C 
And told me the news 
You were living like a prisoner 
Amongst the avenues 
 
That night on the television I saw it too  
 
    Am  G F C 
Chorus: Crying and talking to the man in blue  [x2] 
 
You were standing on the ground  
With your head in the clouds 
Waiting for the ambulance 
And talking out loud 
 
Saying things like:  “God help me” and “What will I do?” 
 
[^] 
 
Later you complained 
About going under 
But the newspapers had already   
Stolen your thunder 
 
Nothing to compare with: ”you know who” 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
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  HOOK-LINE  (AND SINKER) 
 
 
There’ll be no future 
There’ll be no fear 
So, look out on the bright side, Darling 
Tomorrow - no more tears 
 
There’ll be no silence 
There’ll be no sound 
Look up at the sky, Darling 
Tomorrow’s falling down 
 
Chorus: We can sink the drinks 
  ‘til we get blind 
  But nothing can save us from 
  The chorus and the hook-line 
 
There’ll be no love 
There’ll be no pain 
So, tell the heart boys, Darling 
No more breaking up again 
 
There’ll be no danger 
Just video mist 
We’ll sound “studio raw” 
But there’ll be no twist 
 
[^] 
 
Bridge:  I’ll be with you when  

The sky falls down 
The last words on my lips: 
“See ya around” 

 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
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     ELIZABETH STREET 
 
D#(Cpos4Fret+a#)  G#(Cpos4Fret+a#)  
I took a walk down Elizabeth Street 
Looked in the windows there 
I turned in to Elizabeth Street 
The rain was falling there 
 
Cm   Gm 
I saw somebody who looked like you 
Her gaze was not as wild 
She turned around and walked away 
  Ab 
She was just a child 
    D#  G# 
You are my night and day 
   D#  G# 
Chorus: The sun in my eyes here on Elizabeth Street 
  Hand on my heart here in Elizabeth Street 
 
All the people here are too much for me 
If they are one thing they are blind 
I went to church and prayed for you 
Was that unkind? 
 
You are my night and day 
 
2nd Chorus: Take me away from Elizabeth Street 
  The road to the skies that’s Elizabeth Street 
 
You are my night and day 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
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    FIVE MINUTES OVER THE WALL 
 
D   G     D 
I last saw you in the desert, shaking hands with a camel 
   Em 
You were looking a lot older 
You now have your own private rain from the sky 
You’ve put the desert behind you 
 
  G   D   G  D 
Chorus: But I have been hanging around, getting nowhere in the end 
   G  D 
  And where you have a place of your own 
   Bm G A Bm  G A 

I’ve got cases of friends and pockets of holes 
   Bm  A   D G 

And nights on my own, where I once had you 
 
You went out to the ocean, found a boat on the shore 
And someone to row it 
But, when I found your message nailed to my wall 
I had no feeling for travel 
 
2nd Chorus: So, I just hang around and support the walls 
  There’s nothing unusual about me 
  Or my cases of friends and pockets of holes 
  Or these nights on my own 
 
And it was…  
   D  Em   D 
Bridge:  Another five minutes over the wall  
      Em 

And where were we then? 
   Just another five minutes over the wall, end to end 
   Another five minutes to find something better 
   Another five minutes was all we were, letter for letter 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
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THE BELL TOWER 
 
 
  e  f#  G/DG   A/DG 
Shirt and tie secrets on your TV 
 C/G   G/DG 
Like locked doors in the night and the grey sea 
The old house yearns for you, pretty one 
But who really wants you?  
 
Foot in the door and wide awake again 
Your father broke the fingers on your right hand 
And said that time would heal all 
And you believed it too 
   Em Bm C  D 
Chorus: And oh… what a day it’s been 
  Seldom heard, never seen 
  Hour after hour  
  Up in the bell tower 
  G/DG 
  Hands around your throat 
  A/DG   C/G  G/D  

 Eyes, wet and blue, command the view 
 
Nighttime and the wind is blowing 
The old man with his pipe glowing 
Smiles an angry smile at you, pretty one 
And you smile too 
 
Well, if that’s that way you would like it to seem 
Your Brandy Alexander and the cigarette machine 
We may believe in damsels too 
But we will not be able to rescue you 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
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    BROKEN HEARTED TOWN 
 
 
 
C  G  F  G C G  F 
Watching the cars from my window tonight, seeing the rain fall away 
C  G   F G 
A knock at the door, I open it to find 
  Am   G 
It’s just a friend of mine who’s dying 
 Am   G   C  
From a broken heart in this broken hearted town 
 
  F  G  Em 
Chorus: Was it a chance you were chasing? 
  Some crazy dream that you picked up along the way? 
  Have you any idea of the risk you are taking? 
  Am G  F Am  G C 
  Everybody falls down in this broken hearted town 
 
Reading a book by the window tonight, hearing a song on the radio 
It’s sad and it’s lonely and it comes from long ago 
Yes, it’s a friend of mine who’s dying 
From a broken heart in this broken hearted town 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
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     QUALITY 
 
Em 
“Quality”, you could see it in her face 
 Dsus2 
It was there in the looks she threw about the place 
And she told me about her home in the sky 
But all I could do was tell her about you 
 
It isn’t to say she meant me harm 
She just set out to shatter my poor-boy calm 
My heart was breaking.  It was all I could do 
  Dsus2   
To shatter some of the calm in her too 
 
  C 
Chorus: False alarm, she spoke so well 
  Bm 

False alarm, rang like a broken bell 
C 
She seemed to be a victim of “quality” 
D    Em  Dsus  
A victim of “quality”, like me    [x2] 

 
Meanwhile, as a defense against her grief 
She went drinking with some people from her street 
And, like a friend of mine, she told me “out of the blue” 
I was grieving for a little “quality” too 
 
[^] 
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     NEVERTHELESS 
 
 
D C  Am  G F#open+g Em 
Nevertheless, I am, I know 
D C  Am  G F#open+g Em  
Taking it all out on you 
Bm  C 
Shading your expectations 
D  C  G 
Clouding your skies, it’s true 
 
  Am C   D  C 
Chorus: Nevertheless, not meaning to 
 
What can I say?  What can I do 
To make it all up to you? 
 
Pay you salutations?  
Never be sad or blue? 
 
2nd Chorus: Never be less than always with you? 
 
[Repeat first verse and chorus] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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    NEIL’S IRREVERENT DREAM 
 
 
F(Dpos5Fret)  C(Apos5Fret) 
So, it comes to this 
Why are you so surprised? 
It could have happened to anybody 
 Bb(Apos3Fret) A F(Dpos5Fret)  C(Apos5Fret) 
But anybody isn’t you and it isn’t me 
 
It was just a fling you know 
Just an irreverent dream 
I don’t know why you feel so bad 
Neil, don’t be guilty, it’s not what it seems 
 
You don’t have to change your life 
She will understand 
You just had to spread your wings 
Now, all you have to do…  is land 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
 
[This was written from a song title sent to me by Trevor Dunham.  Trev had 
come up with the concept and titles for a twelve song album and the only thing 
not written were the songs that were to hang beneath the titles.  These I was to 
write.  I gave it a go and came up with Neil’s Irreverent Dream but after that ran 
out of steam for the vicarious album approach] 
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     SO FAR, SO GOOD 
 
 
 
Em7       Am6+g 
He threw himself back in the water down by the lake 
The waves run against the shore and never seem to break 
He stepped back into the plane in the middle of Botany Bay 
He kind of floated back to town, watching a movie on the way 
A man in a grey felt hat was talking to a guy in a bar 
Talking about this and that, saying something about it being… 
 
  F#+E  E+E [Single notes on A string with E string drone]  
Chorus: So far, so good   [x2] 
 
He waited for a taxi on a corner, there were cameras shooting up the air 
A lot of people smiling, a lot of taxis were not there 
So he threw himself back into the swim of things 
Down by the lake were the waves don’t seem to break 
His mouth open, perchance to speak, a little bet on the silenced dock 
He was coughing and muttering something about it being… 
 
[^] 
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     EPIC 
 G   D 
The ghost of things that come to pass said:  
Am7 
“What are you doing here?” 
I was occupied at the time  
With another glass of beer 
 
I was leaning later against a wall 
A crowd of people in the snow 
G  Bm 
All aimed their guns at me, I said: 
C   D 
“Hey, I was about to go”  
 
So, I drifted north amongst the trees 
And all the world was sweet 
There was a timelessness in the land of blood 
And laughter in the street 
 
I guess it was all too good to last 
It was all too far, too near 
A little voice, with a will to change, said: 
“What are you doing here?” 
 
So, I went out to where the ocean 
Throws itself against the shore 
And the sun beat down on this old crown 
Where there had been none before 
 
Well, there was innocence in the land of sand 
Among those moments on the beach 
But the thought of the things that come to pass 
Kept it all out of reach 
 
So, I went east to the mountains and the wind and rain set in 
Weather bound in the land of ice on my own again 
Later, I found myself back home hiding in a land of fear 
Hoping that the things that come to pass wouldn’t find me here 

And the song went on… 
Mitch 
1981 
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     EVEN THINGS UP 
 
 G Am  D 
It’s two o’clock and the telephone’s ringing 
You want to come over tonight 
You’ve got a bad habit of tearing me apart 
And I just don’t feel like it tonight 
 
You feel a little bit worse than just a little discouraged 
Let me say, I feel that way too 
You tell me that you lost a piece of your heart 
To a man who lost himself to you 
 
    Em D 
Chorus: Does that even things up? 
  Will it stem the tide? 
  Will it help you to know 
     C  G 
  That there’s another fool on your side? 
 
  You don’t believe it any way 
  Even if it were true 
  And, just for the record 
  I agree with you 
 
Break open the box 
The pretty, little box with your life in it 
Then break open the life 
And take the trouble to live it 
 
It’s the third time this week 
That I’ve heard from your loneliness 
But when I hear directly from you 
I’ll know what to do 
 
I’ll even things up…       [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1981 
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    THREE TIMES LUCKY 
 
 
G  D  C   G 
Don’t want to stay here just drowning in my sorrows 
C   D 
Waiting for the break of another day 
G  D  C  G 
If I could stay, I would be here in the morning 
C    D   G  
I’d pack up my blues, nevermore be on my way 
 
   D  Dsus2+C Em7+d Dopen+A 
Chorus: But it’s one more for the road and one more for the show 

 D  Dsus2+C  G 
And one more time I wish that I was home 
It’s only two times I’ve gotten as close as this before 
Here’s hoping three times lucky’s the score 

 
If you could feel the love I feel when I look into your eyes 
Then maybe you would understand 
That I fear that this love will one day be the death of me 
Afraid that the day will come when you won’t take my hand 
 
2nd Chorus: So, now its northward bound, tomorrow will be westward 

And one more day of running away 
I am a traveler who knows not where he’s going 
But, so long as I am moving, I know I’ll be OK 

 
[Repeat 1st chorus] 
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1981 
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   COFFEE AND ALCOHOL 
 
 
G  D Fm7  C 
Woke up on Monday, went to the Temple Bar 
Still see some friends of yours who wonder where you are 
You were last seen at Borderoy, when the days were a little colder 
But things never seem to change here, we just get older 
 
  Em G Em G 
Chorus: I____  am still living, anyway, 
  Em   G 
  I’d like to know what you do 
  C b a g C 
  How you spend your time 
  C b a g D 
  I_______________ spend mine… 
 
Beneath grey skies and mornings 
Streetlights and awnings 
Singing new tunes and old ones 
With warm rains and cruel suns 
 
[^] 
 
With this job and these nightmares 
With the vapour trails and sea airs 
Drinking too much coffee and alcohol  
Drowning heartache and time, to forget that… 
 
[^] 
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THREE WEEKS AT THE KENT 
 
 
Minding your business, pouring it out at The Hub 
Panic Street fools swing on the doors at the club 
Look up the number, force a smile for the rent 
A double martini lasts three weeks at The Kent  
 
Side street window looks out on the square 
Fair game pollsters strike in the mud on the stairs 
They have long faces and whisper:  “the money’s all been sent” 
To help you mind your business for three weeks at The Kent 
 
Chorus: To hell with the cheque book 
  You’ve become too relaxed 
  Grinning from the rent-a-car 
  Tearing strips off my back 
 
Sandshoe alleys, homes of the Braves and the Reds 
Skirts, handshakes and into neutral and bed 
Sister “Someone” heard you on the wire and went 
Running to the outskirts to tell you about her three weeks at The Kent  
 
So, “Blue” made a break into a step-out-style 
A high tale, paper straw caught in her smile 
Behind the woodwork, the waiter’s invent 
All the stolen seconds that add up to three weeks at The Kent  
 
 
Mitch 
 
1980 
 
[I’m not even going to pretend I have any idea what this one’s about.  It seems 
that I once used rhyme lines when nothing else would come, hoping to jag a 
worthwhile image.  It’s probably an exercise in awful!] 
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    ONE FOR YOU TONIGHT 
 
Cmaj7    Dm7 
Hour after hour on the ocean shore 
Did they tell you that I don’t go there anymore? 
I just walk around these four walls I’ve found 
 
   F 
Chorus: Ain’t it so?   
   C 

Ain’t it wrong?   
 Am 
Ain’t it right? 
F   Cmaj7  Dm7 

  This one’s for you tonight 
 
Hand in hand on those tree lined streets 
Did they tell you I no longer walk that beat? 
I have succumbed to a change of style 
 
[^] 
 
  Am G  F 
Bridge: All my energies are blind 
  All my awkwardness unwinds 
   F    
  And, you know,  

Cmaj7  Dm7 
You don’t help   [x3] 

 
All of your friends they look out for me 
Did they tell you who they rarely ever see? 
At times a little maudlin, at evening’s end 
 
[^] 
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    JESSICA THE ELDER 
C Em7/c  Am 
Soon the hour will be with us 
  F  G 
Is that the wind I hear or a song? 
The sun is going down, perhaps forever, 
I believed I loved you but I was wrong 
 
It was nighttime in the city by the ocean 
When she left to find her people far away 
Cast herself out on the water 
And floated through the waves upon the bay 
 
  Fmaj7   Em6+g 
Chorus: Will you not stay here? 
  Fmaj7   Em6+g 
  My heart is open wide 
  Fmaj7   Em6+g 

But Jessica the Elder 
  G 
Leaves on the tide 

 
Hiding from the words that did pursue her 
Words that speak to all of us one day 
She and I were hiding from each other 
It was something we had in common anyway 
 
So, say goodbye to Jessica the Elder 
For she is leaving, she does not belong 
G Em7/c  Am 
Jessica the Elder is not smiling 
  F 
Though she is happy… 
 
 Em6+g Fmaj7  Em6+g Fmaj7 
To be gone…       [x4]  [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1980 
 
[Inspired lyrically by Frank Herbert’s Dune and the verse melody was 
“borrowed” from Jackson Browne’s Colors Of The Sun.] 
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     SHADY 
 
Em   D 
Shady sits on the stairs 
Em   D 
Avoiding all the scenes 
  Em   D 
She says:  “You can do anything you want 
  C   D 
If you can do anything without me” 
 
Shady’s on her way out 
All against the odds 
Listen to the music 
Rise up in her like sobs 
 
  G   C 
Chorus: Shady, your not being torn apart 
  G F#open+g Em 
  Your tearing away 
 
Shady says she don’t mind  
It’s with her all the time 
Too many steps to the shore 
Have put scars upon her rhyme and reason 
 
Shady says:  “it will be alright” 
She’s stepping out today 
And I cannot do anything 
But Shady wants it that way 
 
[^] 
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     SPACE SONG 
 
 
[Riff notes (rapid plectrum): G F# E CBCBC] 
They spend the winter with birds of a feather 
In the summer states, out on the coast 
The beaches are empty, just a little sand and water 
And a few thousand tourists at the most 
 
They spend the summer with the best of the polar bears 
Sun baking out on the snow 
The mountains are untidy here, two or three thousand feet of dirt 
And a space at the bottom for the world to go 
 
  C    D  
Chorus: “Secretary.  Get me on a ticket to Paradise 
  G     Am 
  I want two saints on hand and angel on delivery 
  C   D 
  So I can help God care 
    C  G [Riff] 
  For all the humans down there” 
 
The Earth is a funny place, a sought of give and take affair 
There’s no room for the living 
If I am accepted there’ll be plenty of air to spare 
We can sell the surplus to Jupiter 
 
[^] 
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THE ABSENTEE 
 
F   C 
Side by side in the evening 
D(Cpos3Fret) 
Pacing the living room floor 
 F     C 
All your pockets full of silver for the telephone 
 D    F C  G 
All your words for me but your heart____ for the absentee 
 
Kissed goodbye in the morning 
Waving up at me from the street 
Pushing a letter in the mailbox 
It said: “your life’s for me but your heart’s for the absentee” 
 
  Em    Bm 
Chorus: Hell, I don’t care if you never come home 
  C   D 
  I side by solitary 
  Em   Bm 
  Plenty of time on my own now that my 
  F C  G 
  Heart’s_ with the absentee 
 
Walking around in the daylight 
Later, saw you looking my way 
I said: “Hey, lots of luck with your new life 
And there’s no need to think about me 
 
Because my heart’s safe with the absentee” 
 
[^] 
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BLUE AND GREY 
 
Capo 2 
G F#open Em 
It’s later than it seems Theresa 
C   D 
I’m about to shoot through 
Dogs are barking at the moon tonight 
And it seems they’ve got something to say to you too 
 
You just stare up at the moon  
As though you’re afraid it might fall 
And I’m sorry to be standing in the light 
Just a guilty shadow on your wall 
 

  Bm  Am 
Chorus: Look, it’s alright to need someone 
   Bm  D 

It has always been that way 
G F#open Em 

  I cannot wait anymore for you 
  C  D G 
  Here in the blue and grey    [last two lines x2] 
 
Why don’t you just take control? 
You must, you know 
Maybe you’re right, you can stay here alone 
But I have to go 
 
I may see you in a couple of days 
Why don’t you get some sleep 
Just don’t say anything we will regret 
This is a secret we must keep 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1980 
 
[Inspired by Therese Raquin by Emile Zola] 



 418

     SWANSONG 
 
 
 
G(Fmaj7pos3Fret) Bm-e Em6+b+d D 
Calico swansong, from the mystic east 
Heavens above!  You are a beauty and beast 
Sitting in a palace garden, under a blossom tree 
Looking through a hole in the wall, oh yeah, that’s me  
 
I saw a film once about a princess like you 
She spent her days in lacy gowns of heavenly hue 
But she grew tired of ivory, she grew tired of pearls 
Dreamed of taking a chance or two and have a look at the world 
 
  Dsus2  Copen Gopen Dsus2 
 
  Dsus2  Copen Gopen Dsus2   
Chorus: Wind blowing through your window tonight 
  Dsus2  Copen Dsus2   
  The wind blew a hole in your heart 
  Dsus2  Copen Gopen Dsus2 
  Time turns the world tonight 
  Dsus2  Copen Cmaj7  Dsus2 
  This time we share, this time take heart 
  Cmaj7  Dsus2 
  (This time take heart) 
 
Through the hole in the wall I see your tree 
I see your embroidery but you can’t see me 
I’ll think of you always as a statue of jade 
And wonder, each time I do, why the statue was made 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch  
 
1980 
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WHAT ABOUT YOU? 
  G 
You were sitting alone in the living room 
 Am  
Just the dial-light and you in the dark 
Warming yourself by the radio 
Blowing smoke rings out over the park  
 
Writing to me from that hotel in Montreal 
The grandfather clock in the hall 
Signing your name from another generation 
Doesn’t seem to affect you at all 
 
  G Gsus2  G C 
Chorus: I am______________   at the mercy of 
  G Gsus2   G 
  Wind and rain and other thieves 
  C 
  What about you? 
 
Hiding yourself in the quiet of the evening 
And hiding from me in between 
A sighing hesitation and a wet lipped invitation 
God knows what you expect it to mean 
 
Wishing me well for another chance encounter 
The signs are a little too clear 
The cigarette trembling in your hand 
Is just a chain reaction, my Dear    [^] 
 
Drinking the health of an “ageless abandon” 
Somehow I imagined you going that way 
But I ain’t as strong as you want me to be 
And weakening every day 
 
I picture you now with your late night companion 
Just the dial light and you and the dark 
Warming yourself by the radio 
Before blowing your brains out over the park  [^] 
 
Mitch 
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    I THINK YOU’RE CRAZY 
 
G  C  G 
You’ve got that look in your eyes 
  Am   G 
As if you’re waiting for something 
You keep telling me how you’re “working out” 
How you’re “growing”, and things like that 
Those kind of words don’t mean much 
They’re too rehearsed or something 
I don’t believe that you need me 
 
    Am  D 
Chorus: You really need someone to lie to you 
   Am   D 
  To tell you that they understand 
   G 
  But I don’t 
  Gsus2  G Gsus2  G 
  I think you’re crazy    [x2] 
 
I hear you’re spending time with friends 
You’ve got a lover or some damn thing 
It’s alright to tell them how you feel 
But don’t tie me down with that 
I’m just an old friend (no better or worse) 
Just passing through, or something, 
Why do you have to build it up? 
 
2nd Chorus: All you need is someone’s sympathy 
  Someone’s time and pity 
  But not mine 
  I think you’re crazy 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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     THE WRENCH 
 
 
 
 

C    G 
You haven’t come far from your West Berlin bar 
  F     G 
Where you sipped white wine through a French accent 
C    G 
Talking to the “ladies” with a smile, like a “Star” 
 F   G 
In that stupid beret and expensive scent 
 
   C  G  F  G 
Chorus: Oh, drive on home to Ruon,  why don’t you take a chance? 
  Am  G  F G 
  All the little ladies are gone_______ 
  C   G  F  G  
  Drive on home to Ruon,   come on home to France 
  Am  G  F C 
  All the little ladies are gone_______ 
 
You elastic sexuality is making us all laugh 
So are the stilletos you wear strictly for the bath 
The spanner in your works really is a wrench 
I don’t know what to say.  Let’s just say:  “You’re French!” 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
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CAN’T SEE NO REASON WHY 
 
I’ve been falling through glass 
Been crashing through the air 
Stumbling down the pass 
Heading off the stairs 
 
Ever been confused? 
Been kicked about by fate? 
Well, I’m so mixed up, Baby 
No matter when I leave I’m late 
 
Chorus: Whip me with your eyes 
  Hurt me with your lies 
  Or take me in your arms, love  
  Can’t see no reason why 
 
Walking through the town 
Kicking dirt with my feet 
Swear I’m being shadowed by 
A ghost of the street 
 
Can’t you feel it coming? 
I don’t stand a chance 
Your leaning in that doorway, child 
And stinking of romance 
 
[^] 
 
Hey, so I’m being followed 
And I’m falling from above 
Now, I see why I’m confused  
Because baby I’m in love 
 
 
 
Mitch and Trevor Dunham 
 
1979 
 
  



 423

     THE ABBEY MEN 
 
 
 
 
G     Em7 (hammer from Bb to B) 
Flirting with the Abbey men underneath the trees 
Down on the waterfront at the side of the seas 
You’re physically beautiful, like some summer days 
And tangle with the even-tide in the most alluring ways 
 
   C  D 
First Chorus:  The sound of the ocean  

 G 
A lash across your back 
 Am 
But flirting with the Abbey men 
 Em7 (hammer) 
You’ll learn how to learn with that 

 
Lifeguards who are lying within range of the burst 
Say the sipping of the soda only makes it worse 
Under the umbrella, sheltering from the star 
Or soaking up the atmosphere here in the bar 
 
2nd Chorus: I know what you’re hiding from but it cuts no ice with me 

Cos, I know about life, here, at the side of the sea 
I’m the right-hand-man, here, at the side of the sea 
Down on the waterfront, at the side of the sea  
 
 
 
 
 

Mitch 
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     YOU WHO ARE 
 
 
D     Em 
You, who are standing in the street 
    G 
Who are driving on the roads, 
  D  
I take nothing away from you 
 
You, who are waiting in the lanes 
Who are crossing the highways, 
I take my hat off to you 
 
  Em D Em 
Chorus: Here  I  am 
      D 
  Struggling within the chains 
     Em 
  That tie “those who remain” 
       Bm 
  Within these four walls, these towns 
 
You, who are walking beneath the sky 
Who are just passing by, 
I can only envy you 
 
You, who vanish without trace 
I wish only to take your place, 
You who haunt the avenues 
 
[^] 
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    THE REHEARSAL 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I saw those friends of yours  
They were talking about “Society” 
So, we drank up to the sad and famous  
And those of us in between 
 
They took me home and fed me well 
They spoke so loose and easily, I couldn’t tell 
Were they really happy?  Were they truly cursed? 
Were they naturals or just well rehearsed? 
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     ANYWAY 
 
 
C  Em7+C Am G 
Take the time, take the old church people 
C  Em7+C Am G 
Take the care, take the old hometown 
F Am7 C F Am7 C 
Take the young man to the city 
F Am7 C G  C Em7/C Am G 
Let the waters flow and take me 
 
There’s a window, there’s a mountain 
There are things that you say and do 
There’s a harbour, there’s an ocean 
There’s an island waiting for you 
 
I will be there, I can see you 
I will pray for you night and day 
Though you’re lonely, though you’re flying 
I can be there anyway – anyway. 
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     EXCUSE ME 
 C G 
Well, excuse me,  
  F   C 
You were saying you weren’t romantic 
F  C 
I’d have thought you knew  
G   C 
Not to talk like that 
 
Yeah, and I see 
You’ve got chains around your wrists 
Rings upon your fingers 
And somewhere to go 
 
Not to mention 
The libertine and violets 
And songs from the many countries 
That you long to go to 
 
  Am G C 
Chorus: Once upon a time 
   Am G  F 
  You said you believed in miracles 
  In anything 
   C G F 
  Even me   [x2] 
 
So, excuse me 
You were saying something about nostalgia 
Well, I’ve seen the evidence 
I’ve seen it make you cry 
 
So, don’t try to be 
Something that you’re not 
If you care to you can 
Remember that… 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
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AROUND THE EDGES 
 
G  Bm   Cm 
I don’t want to know about your future 
G     D 
You don’t want to know about mine 
G     Bm   Cm 
I only want to know if you want beer or wine, rain or shine 
   G  Bm Cm 
Or do you want me? 
 
 
You see, I’m a little worn around the edges 
Not half the man I used to be 
But you don’t have to know about my failures or successes 
To know about me 
 
I used to be a lot of things I’m not anymore 
I was once taken seriously, now I’m a clown 
But you can help me out.  Your silence is about all I really need tonight 
And that you won’t let me down 
   G Bm Cm 
You won’t let me down 
   G Bm Cm D C G 
You won’t let me down…    will you? 
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FATALISTIC FEMALES 
 
 D  EM 
All you fatalistic females 
 G  D 
Just standing in the wings 
Hanging on to every word 
Your frozen idols sing 
 
I hear the sounds of loneliness 
And understand them, more or less 
The answers come from beyond the “Stars” 
So I just leave them singing 
 
   F C 
Chorus: But oh___   oh__ 
    G 

You’ve come a long way 
  And so you  
  F  C  G 

Can’t put it off another day 
 
   Bm 
Bridge:  It’s this desert island atmosphere 
   G 

Induced by your loneliness and fear 
  Em  G 
Hearts and minds are just a mystery 
 Em  D 
To me____________ 

 
[^] 
 
All you fatalistic females 
Just standing in the wings 
Hanging on to every word 
Your frozen idols sing 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1979  
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   MAMAZOT AND NEPHRODITE 
 
D F  C 
Ice floes and Mamazot 
In your room by the bay 
Reading books, (good or not), 
D  F C D 
Worth the trouble today 
 
Poor choices are a way of life 
Dead men’s tales are so too 
But I bet your death won’t be worth 
As much as birth was to you 
 
  Am G Dm 
Chorus: Grey, grey, grey 

Prey to the love that chance pushes your way 
I still wait for you 
Am  Em  Am 
A little more love wasted everyday 

 
Cloak and dagger nursery rhymes 
Childhood games so old 
Come to haunt us in better times 
But we’re all victims of what we’re told 
 
Life, light and Nephrodite 
I’ll sway with you 
Isolation is a game you play 
But I’ll waste a little love on you, any day  
 
[^] 
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     STEAL AWAY 
 
 
 
 
  D   G F# E D D+e D 
Chorus: Steal away, come on, take the time away 

Steal away, like a forgotten rhyme today 
D  G F# E D G F# E D 
Steal away before the feeling and the moment steals away 

 
Bm 

I’ve fallen victim to many vices 
F#m 
Suffered in some paradises 

Bm 
But I’m telling you this is our big chance 
G 
Just tonight let’s skip the dance.  All we’ve got to do is… 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1979 



 432

HAPPY ENDING 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
You made a good start 
But got a broken heart 
I hope you can live with the mending 
And have a happy ending 
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      ON GUARD 
 
 
  Am  G 
From “en guard” to “touché” 
Leading by example in the usual way 
Going straight to the point, with little regard 
  F  G 
Making it hard on yourself, and saying… 
 
  C+g  F+g 
Chorus: Dry eyed strangers in the harness 
  Sun drenched women on the clay 
  And that’s me, out there in the water 
  I’m the one who got away 
 
You were seen to be wise 
Had that defenseless look in your eyes 
Nothing wrong with breaking through 
Except that everybody here is doing it too, (it takes nothing away from…) 
 
2nd Chorus: Grey skies and fire rings around the forest 
  And nighttime chains around the day 
  They’re “en guard” , waving with the water 
  To the one who got away 
 
   C+g  F+g 
  I got away____________ 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1979 
 
[I remember sharing a bag of fish market prawns with Trevor and Kathleen 
Dunham in the Botanical Gardens by Farm Cove.  Kath asked me to explain what 
this song meant.  I thought I knew at the time and made a bold stab at an 
explanation but, looking back, I can see what she meant.  So many of these lyrics 
make more sense when sung than in the cold light of the printed page.  The 
ongoing dialogue with the Dunhams about my lyrics has been a magnificent 
lifetime’s conversation.]  
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  GREAT WHITE HUNTER 
 
C#m   Em  
With a little bit of time up your sleeve 
You can walk in the forest, sleep in the leaves 
Scheme with the natives about independence day 
Got all the words in the world but nothing to say  
 
   Bm   F#m  
Chorus: You’re a great white hunter, fired to burn 
   Bm    G  Bm 
  Or an independent kid, no deposit not return 
 
  D    G 
  There must be hundreds, thousands of you 
  Living on dreams you never dream will come true 
  To be wealthy and powerful or just a back street skite 
  C   G    C#m 
  Dream dreamer dream you’ve earned the right   
 
Imagined the Eskimos were a little beyond reach 
Were sent like a missionary, children to teach 
Climbed upon Everest but there was no rest for you 
Flew to another world, or did it fly to you? 
 
[^] 
 
Tangled with guerillas in a military zone 
Loved a fair maiden in her palatial home 
It was a torrid affair that made you cry and laugh 
You’ve dreamed everything and dreamed nothing by half 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1979 
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    CRUMBLING IN THE DARK 
 

Em 
Chorus: Crumbling in the dark 

     C 
Like birthday cake and tunes____ 
 G 
From the little boy  
Bm   D 
Who still misses you 

   Em  
You will roll with him, go with him  
Lead him astray 
 C   G 
So give strength to the little boy 
 Bm  Em 
Who is crumbling away 

 
Dm  C 
Time among the terraces 
 F  
And a change of address 
Who would lock you away 
Who would do anything less than crumble in the dark…   [^] 
 
[^] 
 
It’s good to be alone again 
Though it changes all the time 
Who would stand in our way 
Who would believe that I’m… 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
28 November 1978 
 
[Written on my eighteenth birthday.  Goodness knows what this was supposed 
to mean, if anything, but I think I must have thought that turning eighteen meant 
that I was getting old!] 
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   POURING DOWN IN SYDNEY 
 
 
 
 G 
It was pouring down in Sydney 
  C 
The band played as I ran for the train 
 G 
Somehow seems I’m always caught 
  C  D 
Between the music and the rain 
 
 C   D 
But what are you giving away? 

C    D 
And what can you take home today? 
Am    D  
What will it take until you find 
  C  D G  
You have left all of your dreams behind? 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
 
[This was written as I ran down to Wynyard Station, through Martin Place, after 
having seen MiSex play at the Civic Hotel, with my old bass playing, brain 
bearing, school mate - Noel “Calk” Calcott.  Calk and I would move into 109 
Hereford Street, Glebe, shortly afterwards (he was studying law and I wasn’t).  
It’s a slight verse and melody but for me has always been rich in the atmosphere 
of those times – the thrill of the big city, the infinite prospects that lay ahead.  I 
used it as the intro and outro for Dance Card as it appears on The Great Unknown.] 
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    NEED TO FIGHT 
 
 
G  G(+c+e)sus G  Gsus 
She said: “It’s wrong that everything must change” 
As she smoked a cigarette in the night 
I said: “I know it seems strange  
But baby we need to have a reason to fight (a need to fight)” 
 
She said: “You drink too much” 
And slithered through the door 
I trembled at her passing touch 
Leaves of love fell to the floor 
 
   D 
Bridge: All the causes that you care about 
   G 
  All the papers that you read 
   D 
  You really don’t seem to think it out 

 G   Am 
What kind of blood do you bleed? 
 
You’ve got no sense of humour 
You’re selfish and you’re vain 
You live within the rumour 
Of what you hope to gain 

 
Look, I don’t want to argue 
You’ve got the right to be wrong (and to be right) 
I only want to say you’ve changed 
Baby, why else do we fight?  (need to fight)   
 
[^] 
 
[Repeat first verse] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
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     THE VICTIMS 
 
C     G 
This is for your effort and your broken back 
It’s a sign of things to come 
Here’s a hope you come to find all the things you lack 
It’s a sign of things to be done 
 
  Bm    C 
Chorus: Never mind Joni, she don’t mean those things 
  She’s just dwelling on the hard luck hard that luck brings 

But you’ll notice she is smiling and that’s more than I can say 
 C G C  G   C G  
For you or me or any of the other “victims” here today [x2] 

 
Drink to the honesty that holds you back 
It’s a sign of sweat and toil 
Bring out the cannons but watch the flack 
Be resigned to your native soil 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 



 439

    WINDSCREEN DIAMONDS 
 

C    Am 
I’m looking at you, through the bottom of a glass 
 C    Am 
Same way diamonds on the windscreen do 
  G 
See the worry lines on your face 
F#open+g     Em 
From all the places that you wish you were going to 
 
Some folks are tailor-made with proud family names 
It’s all motive and alibis and something to gain 
But some have nothing but a hand full of jack 
And the sweat soaked shirt on their back  
   

  Cmaj7 
Chorus: Here is our true fortune 
  Here’s the real “doh, ray, me” 
   G+e     
  It’s the bucket of water,  
   Am7 

Where the diamonds used to be 
     D   
  We can take what we need  
   C    G 

Or wash our hands ‘til they bleed 
 
There are two cases of over-proof rum in the car 
Or we can stay here and prop up this bar 
One day we’re really going to get somewhere 
When the diamonds on the windscreen can pay the fare 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
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STEPPING OUT 
 
 
 
 
You make me feel like, a sort of Casanova 
You stepped into your car and sort of ran me over 
You’re so romantic, makes me want to kiss your hand 
But I am beneath you, like so many grains of sand 
 
Chorus:  Stepping out (Have a wonderful time) 
   Stepping out (I wish that you were mine)  
   Stepping Out (x 3) 
 
You smile a bit like a Mona Lisa, with lips of cracked paint 
As if something that she ate didn’t please her   
How can I hope to remain and to entertain you 
With ‘what’s-his-name’ stuck to you like glue? 
 
Sometimes I wish you were… 
 
2nd Chorus:  Stepping out (off a thirty-story building) 
   Stepping out (into the path of a bus) 
   Stepping out (x3) 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
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    BACK IN SEVENTY ONE 
 
 
D   C 
I first saw you dance back in seventy-one 
 D  C Em7/C 
It was just before the fall 
Floating by on the scent from a thousand flowers 
Looking like Annie Hall 
 
To you I was a friendly hit and run 
And you were still married in those days 
You seemed vulnerable but I knew  
There could be flashes of colour behind the grey  
 
When your old man finally died, it was really quite a blow 
How could he leave you that way? 
You had every right to be bitter because of him, you know? 
But you will always miss him in your own way  
 
When there was nothing more to do 
Once more you took in a stray  
But there’s no pressure on us now 
Because I’ve been living for this day  [x2] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
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     DON’T CALL US 
 
 
  Bm  A  G D 
I saw you drowning in a bar downtown 
G  D  A  D 
I never understood just why you hang around 
Sure, it never was the same when you came down to the city 
The days may be fine but the nights are not so pretty 
 
   G D A 
Chorus: It’s time you understood 
   G F#open A 

That things may not be bad 
  D 
But they aint good 

 
Look, I know it’s sad that these things have to happen 
But you’ve got to get back up and keep those fingers snappin’ 
Life locked in an office may not be the thing to do  
But if you don’t keep smiling: “Don’t call us, we’ll call you” 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
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     BEEN THERE 
 
 
 
How do you face that kind of hell and 
Those hard luck tales you’re trying to sell? 
The heartbreaks and calamities 
The paying of dues, the paying of fees 
 
Chorus: How do you get back up? 
  What made you feel so low? 
  Tell me all about it 

I really need to know 
 
And even if I didn’t  
You wouldn’t care 
You’d tell me about it anyway 
Because you’ve “been there” 

 
The double dissolution was a curse and a spell 
And you just got more unstable, each time you fell 
Now you’re playing upon you misery, like “a ringin’ a bell” 
So, tell me one more time, because you tell it so well 
 
[^]  
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
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I DON’T THINK SO 
 
 
 G  
Do you think you can be happy 
 C Em7/c  Am 
In the wake of all these days? 
 G 
Will you hold yourself both high and low? 
 
  C Em7/c Am G 
Chorus: I_____ don’t think so 
 
Will you always be courageous? 
Let your weakness be your strength? 
Can you hide behind the things you know? 
 
[^] 
 
Will you always be as faithful 
As the child you are today? 
Will your innocence always grow? 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
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     DEAD TREES 
 A  C#m 
My days around me scatter 
 Bm  E 
My ideals are all dead 
 A  C#m 
I’m washed up on a shore someplace 
 Bm  E 
There is music in my head 
 
The road I once did follow  
I can no longer see 
I wouldn’t be surprised to find 
A band of angels come for me 
   D  A 
Chorus: So, sail me across the water 
  Bm   E 
  Fly me across the sky 
  D   A 
  Allow me just a glimpse  
   Bm  E 

Of the love that you defy 
A   C#m 
We die here in our glory 
 Bm  E 
The wind blows by and by 
 Bm G E 
Dead trees, like crazy hands 
D  A 
Reach for the sky 

 
I’m thrown on the court’s mercy 
From laughter I abscond 
I wish I were a survivor 
Someone like Bond, James Bond 
 
You may see the wonder 
But I cannot escape 
The fear of living for nothing 
And the pain that love creates    [^] 
 
Mitch 
1978 
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     THESE DAYS 
 
  F 
You won’t be back… 
 Dm    C     Am  
Let others find the chance to get to know you, for I didn’t have the nerve 
   G   F 
Or maybe it was you, too scared to let me see 
   C 
What you could be? 
 
Wind in the trees… 
I feel it through the window of these days, blowing you away  
It wont matter.  I’m sure that I’ll survive 
In fact, that’s what’s wrong with me 
 
  C    G  
Chorus: I see these days are coming thick and fast 
  Am G  F C 
  I hope they don’t last    [x2] 
 
You’ll find a home… 
Maybe on a mountain far away but I’ll just stay here 
On the streets and roads that suit me well 
They may drive me crazy.  Who can tell? 
 
What have you lost? 
Nothing you can’t find again.  These days just burn me up 
I find that everything will “see me through” 
But nothing stops me thinking about you… 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
 
[Another Jackson Brown “borrow”] 
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    I WISH IT WERE ME 
 
 F C Bb C 
Like a school of barracuda 
 F  Bb C 
They devour you with their eyes 
 F C Bb C 
And you just sit so nonchalantly 
 Bb  C F 
And move them with your lies 
 
Then the lights bear down and rest on your head 
And you play your song so sweetly 
The people cheer and clap their hands 
You bow and slip off stage, (discretely) 
 
  Dm Gm C Dm 
Chorus: Please play it one more time  
  Touch my soul completely 
  The song you sing speaks so free 
   Dm C   Dm 
  You sound so fine, I wish it were me 
 
I wish you well, young “Minstrel Boy” 
And hope you go on singing 
But who in the world can truly know 
What you’re really thinking?     [^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1978 
 
[This is the definitive song written by me for Martin Krippner.  At the time, 
Martin was very flattered to have this written for him but I’m not sure if I wasn’t 
having a bit of a “go” at the “young Minstrel Boy”, probably out of envy for his 
pure voice, boyish good looks and his charm, (as the title suggests).  Charm was 
always Martin’s chief asset but also, probably, the main reason for the sense of 
disappointment that the “Krippo” experience left many of his friends with.  This 
song was an early taste of “songwriter’s revenge”.] 
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     OVER ME AGAIN 
 
  D   Asus  D 
I said:  “There’s something of the country in me 
 D Asus D  Asus 
I can’t pin it down, I can’t write a song about it 
C Em7+c 
I can’t explain 
 C   Em7+c D Asus  
But the feeling just came over me again” 
 
She said:  “There’s too much of the City in me 
I want to let it go but I can’t force it out of me 
And I can’t contain 
The sadness that will come over me again” 
 
  D Copen C D 
Chorus: I put a question to a lady I knew 
  Bm  F#  G D 
  “Does all this happiness affect you?” 

And she replied with a wave of her hand 
She said:  “It cheers me up but I don’t understand” 

 
I said:  “There’s something of the past in me 
The 18th and 19th century 
I can’t put it down, it goes against the grain 
But the feeling just came over me again” 
 
She said:  “There’s something of the future in me 
Like falsehood and truth, there too much youth in me 
But we will gain 
On our age as it comes over us again 
 
[^] 
 
[Repeat first verse] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
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     NO MORE 
 
Em   
What are you waiting for? 
 G 
Your smile is out of place 
You seem to be feeling down on your luck 
It’s written all over you face 
 
D 
I don’t know what I can do for you 
 C  Em Am 
We’ve been through this before (you know we have) 
 C Em Am 
It’s scarring me, you know 
Your eyes are saying… 
 
  G  D  Em 
Chorus: No more holding hands in public (it’s embarrassing) 

No more singing under my window in the dark 
No more looking at me as though you believed I was beautiful 
Am    D 
I don’t need to live with this love of yours  
(My mother doesn’t like you) 
 C Am  D G  
And I won’t let it run my life, no more 

 
If that’s the way you feel  
Why don’t you just get it over with? 
You’ve had to put up with me  
For too long as it is 
 
I’ve done the best I can, you know? 
Under the circumstances 
But I still don’t like my chances 
Your eyes are telling me… 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
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     KING BILL 
D  F 
Feed me a line 
 A7sus  D 
Throw me a cliché 
 C Em7+c  
I’m sure I can use them 
 D 
One day 
 
If I’m ever short of words 
I’ll remember what you said 
And thank you in a prayer  
Before I go to bed 
 
    G A 
Chorus: You were always so clever 
    F#  Bm 
  With the things that you said 
   G   

I was sorry to hear 
  A   D 
You were four hundred years dead 

 
Romeo and Juliet 
Sure were a mixed up couple 
But the mix was nothing  
To Hamlet’s trouble 
 
Articulate references  
To ancient verses get 
More ancient and yet 
You are always a threat, because… 
 
[^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
 
[Having been forced to study Shakespeare at school, this was my attempt to have 
a one-on-one dialogue with the ultimate dead, white, male writer] 
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DAY BY DAY 
 
 
 
 
 
 
G/D 
I’ve been trying to reach you 
     F  G/D 
Standing right beside you but a million miles away 
And now you say you’re leaving 
 F D   G/D 
I’ve tried all I can to make you stay 
 
   C Em7 Am 
Chorus: And the days rolled on 
   G F#open Em 
  And the time passed by 
   C Em7 Am 
  And although you wanted to stay 
  C  Em7 Am D G 
  You were leaving day by day 
 
I’ve seen you live out you daydreams 
I’ve watched confusion play upon your fears 
Yesterday we talked for hours 
But I haven’t heard from you in years 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977  
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     YOU CAN 
 
 
 C   Em 
As you lock the door forever, you’re thinking: 
  F  C 
“Is there something I forgot?” 
  C Em   F  C 
Perhaps some letters, photographs, a box of forget-me-nots? 
 C Em  F  G 
But nothing of value is slipping from your reach 
 
   C 
Chorus: You can seek 
   Em 
  You can heal 
   F 
  You can love 
  G  C 
  You can teach 
 
The apartment you shared with the man you love 
Was as simple and warm, as our love from “above” 
But somehow you lost him 
Let it all slip from your reach 
 
[^] 
     C  G 
Bridge:  Put each stepping stone behind you 
    F   C 
   Strike out through your fear 
    F  C 
   Be honest, don’t pretend, 
    G   F C  
   And it’ll be worth it in the end____ 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977
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     FALL IN LOVE AGAIN 
 
 
 
 
 
 C  F  G 
And love flies over everything and more 
 Am    G 
It tears you ‘til your crazy heart bleeds out on the floor 
And love rides as high as you can go 
Then lets you fall back down through all the hell you can know  
 
    F 
Chorus: Until you’re weak  
      G 
  From the pain that love can bring 
  But you’ll just 
  F   G  C  
  Turn around and fall in love again 
 
Just as fear blinds you and hate can rule your mind 
So love can bind and make you so jealous and unkind 
But just as you’re about to stop the fight 
Love can give you strength and take you through the darkest night 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
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     FOR IAN PETERS 
 
 Em  G 
Oh, Beth you can release me 
D   Em 
Not that you know how  
 Em  D 
Your kind of love excites me 
 Bm   Em  
But it’s not what I need right now 
 
Leanne lives on inside me 
I wish it would just end 
So I lie about my feelings 
It’s easy for me to pretend 
 
  D  A  G  D 
Chorus: I wouldn’t say I loved you, that’s not up to me 
   D    G  A 
  And I won’t deny sometimes I hate you but you all can set me free 
  D  A  G   A 

I can’t afford a lover and I need more than a friend 
 Em  G   A  D 
But is that me really talking?  You see, I tend to pretend 

 
My life is touched with sorrow 
I really hurt Karoly 
I didn’t really mean to 
She just got to close to me 
 
Denise, I hear you calling 
From miles and miles away 
Forget about tomorrow 
I’d better start living for today 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
 
[This is a brief tour through the ancient love history of my friend Ian.  We spent 
hours talking about all of the above during the last year of high school and then 
throughout 1978 when, thankfully, Ian and Beth finally got together, with me as 
Best Man.] 
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     DEAR FRIENDS 
 
 
 
And so, dear friends, it’s time to go 
Once again the wind begins to blow 
Like that well know bluebird, you fall only to fly 
And trees, like crazy hands, reach for the sky  
 
Chorus: Because you and I 
  Like a gate in the wind 
  Are forever doomed  
  To swing with the times 
 
Gather in the people who you call “friends” 
Feed them all on praises, towards your selfish ends 
I don’t know what side of this to see 
Because both sides terrify me 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch  
 
 
1977 
  
 
 
[The guitarist leaped 
The magnesium flare flamed 
It put his impression on my retina 
If only I could remember his name] 
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     THE BITTER GIRL 
 
 
It’ll be morning soon and time to put 
Your broken heart back on the shelf 
It’s a paradox of circumstance 
So stop thinking about yourself 
 
Chorus: You’ve been away from me  

Too long, too long 
  But I’ve waited patiently  

To belong to you, too long 
 
You’ve been hanging with the angry people 
But shouldn’t you have known? 
All that bitterness would bring you down 
Now, I’m sad to say you’ve grown… 
 
2nd Chorus: You’ve grown away from me 
  But I swear I could adjust 
  And I know you could adjust to me 
  But the bitter girl cannot trust 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
 
 
In your search for eternity,  
You have sidestepped the truth 
Your God and your saviour  
Have remained too aloof 
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ANOTHER DAY 
 
 
 
 
 
Another day is at hand 
Fishing boats washed up on the sand 
As the sea runs into the land 
Another day runs into me 
 
Who could have made such a plan? 
It’s loneliness that walks hand in hand 
With me and my sorrow, yes, now and tomorrow 
Is just another day for me 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
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 SOON TO BE FORGOTTEN, NEVER TO BE REPEATED SHOW 
 
 
 
 
Good evening ladies and Gentlemen 
Welcome to the “Soon To Be Forgotten, Never To Be Repeated Show” 
With timeless greats, like Randolph Mickelthwaites,  
And her all-male sister, Joe 
 
The “Performing Dead”, before your very eyes 
Will lie in-state below sixteen feet of childproof concrete 
That, at our sponsor’s expense has been 
Buried deep beneath the snow  
 
(Now, how’s that for great entertainment?) 
 
Our band has escaped, for you, tonight,  
From the “Home For Tuneless Bores”  
And a nauseous little act, following right after that 
Just sits and counts her sores   
 
(How can you beat that?) 
 
And that ain’t all folks.. but… Oh no! 
Is it really time to go? 
Oh, well.  I suppose it’s a good thing anyway, because you saw it all last week 
On the “Soon To Be Forgotten, Never To Be Repeated Show” 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
 
[To be performed in the style of a sideshow spruiker.] 
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     DEAR WHOEVER 
 
Em 
I sent you a postcard 
It was a little bittersweet 
Just a postcard from the French Riviera 
 D   F  G G 
Of people sweating in the heat 
 
I wrote you a letter 
Worked on it all day long 
But I only got as far as “Dear Whoevver” 
And I even spelled that wrong 
 
  D  F 
Chorus: Mud on my boots (oh, oh) 
  C  G 
  Rain on my back 
  F  C 
  Time on my hands 
    Am G  C G C G 
  Because, “Dear Whoever” I love you 
 
I rang you up to say “Hello” 
I was worried ‘bout how you are 
But any wrong number will have to do 
Because I don’t know who you are 
 
I sent you a telegram 
But I didn’t have your address 
So this is my flare to light up the  sky 
As a signal of my distress 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
 
1977 
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   HASN’T IT BEEN FUNNY LATELY? 
 
D 
Hasn’t it been funny lately? 
Copen 
Hasn’t it been strange? 
 F   C 
I’ve been aiming high and aiming low 
 G  C 
But I’m always out of range 
 
I’ve looked at all solutions 
From every point of view 
And it seems to me that, now and then, 
I’ve been missing out on you 
 
  Am   G  F  C 
Chorus: Take me to your hideaway and show me your desire 
  Show me all the memories your fantasies require 
  Am  C   F  G 
  I feel I’m on the brink of something I cannot discern 
   Am  G   F   C 
  Put a spark to this broken tree then stand back and watch it burn  
 
Hasn’t it been funny lately? 
You know, I think I’ve changed 
From searching in the dark too long 
I feel I’ve come of age 
 
Hasn’t it been funny lately? 
Hasn’t it been strange? 
From here to there I’m pushing through 
But you remain “out of range” 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
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NOTHING 
 
 
 
 
 
Sometimes a siren will go by 
Another ageless burden fly 
Sometimes a sigh upon the wind 
Sometimes nothing 
 
Come over here 
I want to blow a kiss at you 
Even if you’re wearing me away 
It’s the burden of the everyday 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1977 
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     CHINA AND LACE 
 
 
 
Let me say, this holiday 
I’m divided between 
Coming down here and slipping away 
It’s just a night-day, night-day anyway 
 
Let me tell you about the China and lace, now, there’s a place 
It’s got these white walls and roofs  
But people hate for you to prove 
That it’s all, all, all too far away 
 
Let me say, that it was good for a while 
But it’s true about the miles 
They sort of run you through 
So, I won’t be going back 
 
Well, not until then anyway… 
 
 
 
 
Mitch  
 
1977 
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    ON STAGE TONIGHT 
 
 G    Bm 
It’s been you, leaving me, that’s made me feel this way 
 C      D 
And though you won’t be back, I can’t stop missing you everyday 
I just feel so empty, like I’m pouring out my heart 
I’ve got so much to say to you, I’m afraid to start 
 
  G 
Chorus: Look who’s on stage tonight! 
  Gsus2    G 

 Dying in the spotlight 
 C   Am 

  Standing for the crowd 
  C   D 
  Singing right out loud 
  G 
  Yes, I’m on stage tonight 
  Gsus2   G 
  Alone with my guitar 
   C  Am 

And my song is just a wish  
C  G 
Just a wish upon a star 

 
I’m keeping the door open.  The world is walking in 
But none of them are you and none can mean a thing 
For, among all these people, who of them will stay  
When the show is over, when I miss you everyday? 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1976  
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     MERCY 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
You call yourself an “Angel of Mercy” 
And you photograph well 
You may well be pretentious 
But I’m too artificial to tell 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1976 
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     RAPUNZEL 
 
F  Am   Gm C 
You sweet Rapunzel, with your lassez faire 
  Gm  C   F Am C  
Why don’t you have a good time, let down your hair 
And, for your own sake, try not to crucify anyone 
The love has just begun, let it grow undaunted 
 
  Dm 
Chorus: Look at that girl with the rose in her hair 
   C 

She’s got nothing to spare, nothing to share 
   Dm   C 

But her state of mind and her time 
 Dm  C  F Am C 

  Her telescope and, most of all, her hope 
 
Act on what you say and dream of better days 
When your home was made of stone and far away 
I’ll be there too, praying for you 
And hoping that you will pray for me 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1976 
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     PALACES OF LOVE 
 
  C#m 
With your old world charms 
  Bm 
And your new world of dreams 
  D 
And your picture book of poetry 
 A 
I wish I’d never seen 
 
I could send you a memory 
I could write you a song 
I could wish you happiness  
That never went wrong 
 
   Bm  E D  E 
Chorus: But by building palaces of love in your mind 
  Bm   E  A 
  Oh, I would be just wasting your time 
 
Like a lonely cloud, frozen high in the sky 
You stayed above it all 
Though now it all seems meaningless 
And for no good reason at all 
 
   C#m    Bm  
2nd Chorus: I could paint you a picture of a love that was strong 
   D  E  A 
  But I think I’ll just write you this song 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1976 
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    THE LADY HAS A SECRET 
 
Dm7+g Dm7 
The lady has a secret 
 Dm7+g Dm7  
She wears around her neck 
 D(Cpos3Fret) C 
She laughs along with nobody 
 D(Cpos3Fret) C 
What would you expect? 
 
The lady was protected  
As a woman and a child 
But you could see the kid within her  
Running wild 
 
    G   D 
Chorus: She went wild one summer, lost her head and her heart 
   C 
  Lived life to the full, until the pain set in 
  And she went back to seed again 
  Never to come out of her shell again 
 
But, at least, she has a secret now 
On a chain about her neck 
A souvenir of a place in time 
From the bottom of the deck 
 
[^] 
 
[Repeat first verse] 
 
 
Mitch 
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     MELT 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I saw you at the newsagent 
Shaking your fist at the rain, 
Afraid that it might melt you away 
Let me say… 
 
There are worse ways to go 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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    ANCIENT SUCCESSIONS 
 
 
 
What does it matter anyway? 
The facts obscure the truth 
When it’s time to regret, you think it’s finished, and yet 
You know, you’ve still got hold of your “youth” 
 
A crest fallen smile, just lingering 
Sad eyes, laugh off all that crying 
Beauty, unbounded, caught me and surrounded 
My heart and my everything 
 
Recorded impressions of ancient successions 
Fade from view and I look back 
Taking on the future, breaking with the past 
It hasn’t been love but life that I’ve lacked  
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BIG MACKA AND SHADY SADIE 
 
 
 
Big Macka rode a Kwacka, ‘til the day that he stacked her 
Doing a hundred and five miles an hour 
And, though it broke his heart, he sold it off for parts 
His moods went from sweet to sour 
 
Sadie was a “lady” whose outlook was quite shady 
And she rode with “gentlemen” of the night 
But she’d never had a shacker quite like the Big Macka 
So, when he popped the question, she said: “Right” 
 
The house they bought was good but I want it understood 
Now they do their riding in a Holden Kingswood 
 
 
 
 
Mitch  
 
1976 
 
 
 
[This song, and many from this period, were played with Timo Hewitt up at his 
place at Link Road.  We’d spend hours making tapes, more comedic than 
musical, and I dreamed of taking the show on the road for years, while Timo was 
working hard at school and dreaming of getting a good job, having kids and 
occasionally, as the years rolled by, jamming with his old buddy.  I still think on 
what might have been.  We could have done a sort of “Castanet Club meets Blues 
Brothers Review” because Timo is one of the wittiest, funniest people ever.  He 
could have been a contender!  “Timo, it’s not too late.  We can still get the band 
back together!”] 
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     PERSONAL DEFECTS 
 
 
 
[Verse played over-sweetly before rollicking country style chorus] 
 
Cmaj7  Fmaj7 
Stay a while, I think I love you 
Can’t you see the way I feel? 
Don’t you know I’ve been thinking of you? 
And now’s the time to say… 
 
   C   G  
Chorus: Oh, your breath smells like mouldy cheese 
   F   G 
  You face looks like it’s rubber 
   C  G 
  You have no grace or charm at all 
  F    G 
  Soft bones support pink blubber 
 
  But I love you even more 
  For all your personal defects 
  The reason is that I’m hard up 
  F  G C 
  Or maybe I’m just sick? 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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     BIG TEN FOUR 
 
 
  G    Bm 
When I’m driving through the night, sitting in me truck 
 C   D 
I wish I had a shiela so we could go far 
And get a burger from the cafe and some tinnies from the pub 
Then back to me rig, with its pump ups and no hubcaps 
 
   C  D G 
Chorus: But I never can settle down 
   C   D 
  So don’t you beg me for more 
  I must be ramblin’ round 
  One more for the road 
   C  G 
  “That’s a Big Ten Four” 
 
Then I’m driving on the road,  
Always one more load 
Me truck’s a little beauty  
And I call her “Maggie D” 
 
I was hauling cattle once and I nearly hit a bloke 
He must have been full 
Cause, as I drove passed he threw a finger in the air  
And said I was full of bull! 
 
[^] 
 
 
Mitch  
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     COME A LONG WAY 
 
 
You work like the devil to be more 
Than all of the people before 
You see the sun sink then, next day, rise 
To reveal another window full of sky 
 
Chorus: Oh, Oh, you’ve come a long way 
  And you’ve left me behind again 
 
Once you said you would never change your ways 
But you’re someone else with each new day 
You have these dreams you’re aiming for 
And we won’t hold you back, not like we did before 
 
  
[^] 
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    GOING DOWN (IN HISTORY) 
 
 
 
Until now, I’ve found it hard to believe 
That people can hate themselves 
So much so that the certainty of dying 
Is all that is keeping them alive 
 
But not anymore  
 
Because I feel it all so clearly 
I’m in touch with it every day 
And I question the reasons that I question the answers 
To my questions 
 
And so, someday, your spirit goes 
Your life just ups and leaves 
Does it sound like a choice to you 
Or just some spiritual surrendering to thieves? 
 
So, I will live to write bad poetry 
To be lost within these rhymes 
And hope that each new sensation 
Doesn’t just get duller all the time 
 
Perhaps no one listens? 
Perhaps no one really cares? 
But, as Noah called back from the ark: 
“We’ll all go down in history and we’ll be going down in pairs” 
 
 
Mitch 
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THE INNOCENTS 
 
Now, I’ve got you where I want you 
Don’t cry, it could be worse 
You’ve been the curse of all the innocents from here to the sea  
And you’ve almost been the death of me 
 
You and your universal smile 
Had me rolling and dancing in the aisles 
Who would have believed table’s turn 
Or that the innocent would, one day, learn? 
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     FIND ME 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Her tears hung like a painting on a wall 
Like so many times before 
They would, one day, flow to the sea 
And, one day, she would find me 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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     PRISONER 
 
 
 
 
G Asus A 
I am a prisoner 
D 
Lonely in a crowd 
I have a castle 
Built upon a cloud 
 
I have a garden 
In it is a tree 
Here I sit and look at life… 
 G   D 
And it’s looking back at me 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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     FRIEND SHIP 
 
 
 
D   
Swim for your life,  
  F 
Don’t you know you are drowning 
 G 
In crocodile tears,  
  D 
Won’t you come inside? 
 
  D F  G D 
Chorus: Don’t wait outside for too long 
   F  G D 
  You know, I’m as lonely as you 
 
Sail on my boat 
I’ll share it with you 
I call her: “Friend Ship”  
Come for a ride 
 
[^] 
 
[Repeat first verse] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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     CHANGE OF HEART 
 
 
 
 
Em  Cmaj7+c+d D G F#open 
Here you are with your change of heart 
Em  Cmaj7+c+d  D  
You can’t expect me to sympathize 
 C  G  C  G 
It’s just another fairy tale, you wrap around you innocence to veil 
 C G  Em  Cmaj7+c+d D G F#open 
Your smiling face behind your tears_______________________ 
 
Em  Cmaj7+c+d D G F#open 
 
Here I am and there I go 
Expecting more than I had a right 
But it won’t mean a thing, you know, in a couple of days from now 
So, just take your change of heart and go away 
 
Em  Cmaj7+c+d D G F#open 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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    MIXTURE OF PROMISES  
 
 
 
 
You’re trying to get going 
Trying to make a start 
With your mixture of promises 
And your change of heart 
 
Another questioning soliloquy 
About the confusion that has grown 
But it’s not: “To be or not to be?” 
It’s:  “Can I make it alone?” 
 
You’re sure to be forgiven 
You’ll never be out guessed 
You’ll be best remembered 
For the things that you do best 
 
But, do you know what it comes down to? 
This will always play a part 
It’s a mixture of promises 
And changes of heart 
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     WELL WORN SKY 
 
 
 
 
 
Well, I’m walking through the forest 
Skipping across burning sands 
I’m standing on a snow capped mountain high 
 
Chorus: High and low 
  Anywhere I go 
  I know that you  

Will be there too 
 
I’m singing for the lonely people 
I’m flying in a well worn sky 
Waiting for that feeling you can’t buy 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
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ANTHILL BLUES 
 
Come on, ride away with me  
I am dead on my feet 
Come on, hide me away 
I can’t stand the heat 
 
The stories I’ve been hearing 
Passed from mouth to hand 
While lying in the desert 
With my friend, the wind-blown sand 
 
Chorus: When you have no hope 
  Or are about to swing on a rope 
  There’s still beauty in truth 
  And joy in a wasted youth 
 
All the memories I am hoarding 
As the blowflies land 
I’ll do more marauding 
In an outlaw band 
 
Pegged out in the sun 
Lying so still 
No, it aint no fun 
Tied to this anthill 
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    ALL YOUV’E GOT IS TIME 
 
E6 
As you stand on the verandah 
 D   E6  
Sunlight plays in your hair 
 G   D 
The radio plays and the kettle boils 
A    D 
Whistlin’ in the summer air 
 
As you sit by the fire 
The light shows in your eyes 
While the cold distress of winter 
 A  Bm 
Cries: “Goodbye” outside 
 
  G   D 
Chorus: Summers come and summers go 
   G  A 
  But in winter you will find 
   Em 
  That life goes on 
   A   G D 
  And all you’ve got is time_______ 
 
Your days pass slowly 
The nights are full of fear 
But it can’t mean that much to you 
You never seem to care 
 
As life goes on remember 
What I’m trying to say 
To think of the future you must 
Learn to live for today 
 
[^] 
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    OCCASIONALLY KATE’S SONG 
 
 
G+d/g 
If you happen to find her 
F+d/g  C+d/g  G+d/g 
On that slow boat to China 
She can give you a fortune in pearls 
Or just throw away glances behind her 
 
Somehow the look in her eye 
Can make you wish you could just lay down and die 
But I have seen her in tears 
And looked into her unspoken fears 
 
   Bm 
Chorus: You’re a lady, of sorts,  

Who, with varied escorts, 
 C D G 

  May dance the night away 
   Bm 
  But I want you to know,  

    C D 
If you ever feel low   
 G  D 
Just come back to your friend 
 G D 
No need to pretend 
 G D C D 
I know where you belong 
C D  G+d/g  F+d/g  C+d/g 
Here in Kate’s song 

 
Times change and people review 
And old lies give way to the new 
She’s one hell of a girl 
She’s just been swallowed up by a hungry world 
 
[^] 
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    BRING THE HOUSE DOWN 
 
 
E6     A6 
Sometimes I try to bring the house down 
It aint easy when you can’t make even a sound 
 
You stumble and fall all through the act 
And your not acting alone, the house it is packed 
 
 G D 
It’s not like a play 
It’s more like a song 
To be sung when it’s right 
 C  G 
To be sung when it’s wrong 
 
But the lyrics come hard 
And the tune won’t fit 
But the actors and singers 
  E6 
Won’t ever quit 
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     NOTHING WAS SAID 
 
 
 C Em7+c F G 
The dawn was breaking as I let myself in 
The air was thick with a stagnant west wind 
The houses seemed dead and untenanted 

C  Em7+c F C  
A black cat walked past but nothing was said 
 
An old man died as he lay in the street 
He was dead on the ground, I was dead on my feet 
But I couldn’t linger, I couldn’t stay 
Like the rest of the world, I just walked away 
 
   G Bm  C  D 
Chorus: And you sit all alone in your Park Lane hotel 
   G  C  D 
  And you ask me what has gone wrong 

  G Bm  C  D 
That’s when I think of those who’ve died in the street 

  C  Em7+c  F C 
Some of the best people anyone could hope to meet 

 
You play with your love songs and drink your gin  
Inside your fortress of diamonds and tin 
In Paris you may lunch with an ambassador 
While the hunger outside is just a bore    [^] 
 
Mitch 
 
1976  
 
[This and many of the other “sensitive and serious” songs from this period were 
played by my mate of those years, Martin Krippner.  Martin used many of these 
during his regular paid gigs in restaurants around Armidale, between 1977 and 
1978.  In 1978, he and I packed all we owned into his orange Renault 16 TS for the 
drive to Sydney.  Martin had scored a regular spot in a North Sydney venue and 
was “going to make it”, on the supposed strength of his talent and my originals.  
The dream, and the friendship, changed when Martin, in his enthusiasm to get to 
Sydney, rolled the car six times, just north of Uralla.  It was an exciting time and 
we were lucky to live through it but perhaps something did die that day.] 
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     SMALL TOWN SAGA 
 
 
 
Bm 
Out in a small town, a thousand miles from here 
C     G 
Sally said to Michael:  “Come closer, my Dear” 
He whispered he loved her, then threw it away  
So, she kissed him once, and sent him on his way 
 
   F  G C 
Chorus: So, ride upon that train unto the day 
  I know you’re coming back to me, OK? 
  I feel you’re coming nearer everyday 
  I hope we both feel that way 
 
They have been through much together, they are branded by love 
And though that love burns deeply, it’s sometimes not enough 
So, he packs his bags and leaves her, feeling no pain 
Because, secure in her memory, he knows he’ll remain  
 
[^] 
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SALLY 
 
 D  A 
I said: “Sally, what is it?” 
Bm   G 
What else could I say 
 D  G 
As she got out of bed 
 A  D 
Into her black lingerie 
 
She said:  “In so many hotel rooms 
All along the way 
Men think I’m a nice place to visit 
But nobody wants to stay 
 
   G  D  Em  Bm 
Chorus: But Sally don’t despair, just brush back you hair 
  C  Em Am  C Em  Am 
  Prowl the streets at night, Oh lady lamp light 
  C Em  D 
  You lure men to your lair 
  C D  G 
  But Sally, you’re alright 
 
You see, Sally was “easy” 
Everybody’s wife 
When she put on her makeup 
And became a “Lady of the night” 
 
I feel so sorry for her 
But I just can’t say 
I think she’s a nice place to visit 
But I don’t really want to stay 
 
[^] 
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1976



 489

    STORMY SECLUSION 
 
 
 
Am C  F G 
Boy, that wind it really can blow 
 Am C F G Am  
It lashed my face.  I never felt so low 
I was yelling and screaming, howling for peace 
This stormy seclusion must surely cease 
 
 G+d  C+g    G+d 
And you know I only got out by the skin of my teeth 
I could see it coming, I could picture the wreath 
I tried to tell them that I hadn’t died 
But I could see that they all knew I lied 
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RECKLESS CHILD 
 
F# 
Barefoot, with your thongs on the sand 
Coming at me with the sun in your hand 
Crying:  “I know, I don’t understand 
About politics or the state of the land” 
 
  D G  D C 
Chorus: Reckless child, meek and mild 
  D  C   D C 
  The wind stole away with your smile 
  D   C 
  I’m watching for you  
  D   C 

Through all the crazy things you do 
E D  E 
No escape, no turning back 
No indiscretions, no white or black 
     G 
No time to change, no time to lose 
C  G  A  
No time to pick, no time to choose 

 
2nd Chorus: Reckless child, tame and wild 

The sun burnt a hole in your hand 
  I’m watching for you  

Through all the crazy things you do 
 
  No return, no deposit down 

No place or home in this lonely town 
No suspense or fact unknown 
Can save you from the tears you’ve shown 

 
 
 
Mitch 
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     THE ROAD’S HOLD 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I’ve been to heaven 
I’ve been to sea 
And I feel there’s been a ghost 
Following me 
 
Don’t know what I see 
Don’t care what I hear 
I just know the road haunts me 
That the road holds me dear 
 
From this room with a view 
The road runs on anew 
And when the view is that clear 
I know that the road holds me dear. 
 
Mitch 
 
1976  
 
 
     EMPTY POCKETS 
 
Pissed-again-fools in the distance 
Parading and singing, anything at all 
Flying in the face of a new day 
With empty pockets and minds to match 
 
Welcome to the absolute highs 
And the absolute lows 
And the outrageous hurt, 
From drunken slings and arrows 
 
Mitch 
 
1976 
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    SPIDER AND FLY 
 
 
 
 
Despite all the tears, in the, it appears 
There was really only one way to go 
Though you live with the pain, it wont come again 
And the road all the time was straight ahead  
 
Chorus: Do you know of the spider and the fly? 
  One ruled the web but both were doomed to die 

I think of them, every time I see you cry 
And hope that you might understand 

 
You look up to see that the sky is free 
And soon you’ll be safe in the clouds 
But, if you wont heed my call, just be careful not to fall 
For I wont always be there to catch you 
 
[^] 
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    SMILE AGAIN 
 
 
I hate to see you in such pain 
I wish there was something I could do… 
 
 
Chorus: To make you smile again 
 
But every time I look, you’re feeling down   
If you’re in trouble, just call me around 
 
[^] 
 
Why don’t you tell me how you feel 
Is it because it seems unreal to be home again? 
 
[^] 
 
Don’t you know it aint right to be crying? 
When I look into your eyes I see that you are dying 
 
[^] 
 
I hate to see you in such pain 
I wish there was something I could do… 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1976 
 
[Written soon after returning from England, probably in January or February]
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     A START 
 
 
This is our second winter together 
If there are regrets they are few 
So when you start to burn your bridges 
Make sure that I standing beside you 
 
Chorus: If, to you, it seems like ages 

Then we are worlds apart 
For, to me, it just feels  
That we have just made a start   

 
All the people who have said 
We will never make it through 
Seem to have drawn us closer together 
Does it feel that way to you? 
 
[^] 
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    THE LONELY VIGIL 
 
 
 
The lonely vigil, crying in the rain 
He’s trying once again to begin 
Lonely vigil hasn’t got a chance 
To come and join the dance, once again 
 
Lonely vigil - can you hear me now? 
I’m trying, to come home 
But I can’t find a way out of this place 
To be back in the arms of P.J. 
 
Happy horseman, laughing at the world 
Laughing at the world, for all time 
Happy horseman, winning all the time 
With nothing on your mind but yourself 
 
Lonely vigil - hasn’t got a friend 
But he’s been on the mend from the start 
Because the lonely vigil is the one, 
The only one, with a heart 
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     DEAR JOHN 
 
  C/G  F/G 
Chorus: Dear John – how are you going? 

Remember me from a long, long time ago 
Dear John – I wish you were here now 
To share a song and to talk a while 

 
Do you remember when we went walking 
All alone on a summer’s day? 
But now the winter is here  
And you’re so far away 
 
[^] 
 
 
 
 
Mitch 
 
1975 
 
[This one chorus and verse was my favourite thing for ages, during the key year 
1975 – spent in England, Europe and Canada.  My English friend, Nick Hawes, in 
1997, still had many of the reel to reel tapes of the two of us playing songs 
together and several of my song books, including the songs that comprise my 
Tommy inspired “rock opera”: Charley, as well as the songs Revolution and Golden 
Myst, amongst others.  I didn’t have enough song-craft to develop the idea of 
how a “Dear John” letter must really feel but this little bit of a song seemed to 
capture for me some of the incredible importance of the letters that Penny was 
writing to me from ‘so far away’ in Australia.] 
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    OLD FASHIONED SONG 
 
 
  D  D+e 
It’s just an old fashioned song 
 D+c   G 
With an old fashioned title 
 C   G  
About an old fashioned lady 
 D 
Who lives on her own 
 
She sits on the porch 
And dreams of her children 
And wonders why they are living 
Such a long way from home 
 
She reads her letters at night 
And the evenings pass slowly 
The fire burns brightly 
And her memories flow 
 
When her life is over 
She’ll sleep on her own 
And some sorry child will write  
Poetry for her gravestone  
 
[Repeat first verse] 
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SIMPLE SONG 
 
 
 
Say, aren’t you sad?  I’ve been gone so long 
You know, I’ve gone quite mad.  It’s time I wrote a simple song 
 
It’s sure been hard but I’ll have to adjust 
I’ve been dragging this mountain around, but a simple song I’ll trust 
 
I caught your act, rolled on the floor 
I’m sure to be back to hear some more 
 
But, for now, it’s time I was in bed 
Before the simple song is dead 
 
You and I and this love is truth 
Captured here within our imprisoning youth 
 
Sorry that I was gone so long 
You may as well accept my apologies and this simple song 
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     OLD AND NEW 
 
 
 
 
There was a place, “old and new”, that I had passed through… 
 
 
 
I met a man there, Saturday 
His attitude was trying 
Not the sort you’d want to meet, 
On a Sat’dy night, down at The Lion 
 
He claimed he was a King, you see  
And was as stuck up as a King could be 
But all he did was put me down and I don’t care if he wears a crown 
He can’t keep kicking this dog around 
 
 
 
…but the people who live there are different now 
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LET THE MUSIC GO ON  
 
C+Gopen-c (or: Epos played on e/a/d strings starting on G) 
It’s time you were gone, although the music goes on 
 Fmaj7   F(bar)  G  
I can see that your heart is somewhere else  
You’re leading me on, taking me for a ride 
Don’t think that I can’t see the hurt inside you 
 
  A(Fmaj7pos5Fret)  C#m(Ampos5Fret) 
Chorus: I know just why you look away 
     G(Dpos5Fret on d/g/b strings) 
  I’ve tried to make you stay 
         f# e       d        c#   G(Fmaj7pos3Fret)      
  But I can’t have you for myself 
   Bm(Ampos3Fret) 

There’s someone else 
 E6+b+d A  F(bar) G 
And it’s tearing us in two 

 
Life is a song, so, let the music play on 
Let it wake the dead and fill my head.  I’ll live forever 
The tune you once sung is over and done 
May you both find your symphonies and play them together  [^] 
 
C+Gopen-c 
Life is a song… 
 
Mitch 
 
1974 
 
[This seems too musically sophisticated to be the first but I do remember it as one 
of the very first songs that I ever wrote.  Emotionally it seems to be about the 
pain inflicted by Penny “dropping” me for “others”, when we were fourteen.  
The date on which Pen and I first met is the subject of some dispute but it was 
probably in late 1973, when we both had just turned thirteen, therefore, this song 
probably dates from sometime in 1974]  
 
 
     THE BEGINNING 


