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SIDE ONE

SIGHT FOR SORE EYES
by Tom Townsend

A sight, you’re a sight for sore eyes
Looks like you’ve come back just in time
And I’ll make you no promises tonight
We are awake and we’re on fire
And this might take a good long while
Before we get away

Today, it’s all we really have, today
And then the universe collides
Shining like a disco ball, so play
Play like you never will again
You know that this might be the end
Don’t say you didn’t try, yeah

A sight, you’re a sight for sore eyes
Looks like you’ve come back just in time
And I’ll make you this promise that tonight
We’re gonna force our way inside
And get a leg up just for spite
Just like Elvis would
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BEHIND ME
by Tom Townsend

All the sunsets I let slide, All the words I just let 
fly, Sail like paper through the air, throw them 
out, I just don’t care
All the comforts I have chased, and all the 
money wasted, For every stone that’s left 
unturned, and bitter fruit I’ve tasted

Put it behind me - Put it behind me
Lay it down, lay it down and walk away
Every certain second guess, and all regrets 
forgetting this, The things I could not 
overcome, feel like laces left undone
All that’s tethered to my past, and all I skipped 
for sleeping, For every promise never kept, and 
never meant for keeping

Put it behind me - Put it behind me
Lay it down, lay it down and walk away.
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BETTER COUNTRY
by Tom Townsend

There is a better country, there is a better home
A place for all you strangers 
to come home, and be known
A place where no one harms you, 
and no one gives you grief
A place for all you strangers 
to come home, and find relief

Released from all that binds you here
Released from all your doubts and fears

There is a shining city 
that paves its streets with gold
And calls to every stranger 
to come home, and join the fold

Released from all that binds you here
Released from all your doubts and fears

There is a better country, there is a better home
A place for all you strangers 
to come home, and be known
A place for every stranger 
to come home, and join the fold
So come home and join the fold.
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BAND NOT THE WEAPON
by Tom Townsend

Sit right back and let this ride, all company
Shock and awe would suit us fine, 
You will come to see, yeah

Shake this happenstance tonight, 
Making the best situation
The shift is on and it’s making good time, 
And changing the whole conversation
There’s no bent on making war, 
Cause we have the best of intentions
If you’re surprised, well I bet you are, 
Cause we are the band not the weapon

If you’re locked out we’ll let you back in
If you’re knocked down we’ll be your best friend
If you just lost we’ll let you win, yeah

Come on, well we’ve seen it all before, 
Drops like a bomb, leaves a mess behind
What happens now is what I’ve waited years 
For, and I want it now, I want it now
Come on, well it’s really not the same, 
There’s no appetite for destruction
There’s just no malice in our rapport, 
Cause we are the band, not the weapon
 
If you’re locked out we’ll let you back in
If you’re knocked down we’ll be your best friend
If you just lost we’ll let you win, yeah
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HARD LIFE
by Tom Townsend

It’s a hard life, you never seem to get enough
It’s a hard life for sure
It’s a hard life, always have to play the rough
It’s a hard life for sure
It’s a hard life, walking straight into the wind
It’s a hard life for sure
It’s a hard life, one more time to start again
It’s a hard life for sure

Give me hope, shelter from the storm

It’s a hard life, when every step is measured 
lately, It’s a hard life for sure
It’s a hard life, saddle’s worn and weathered, 
baby, It’s a hard life for sure

Give me hope, shelter from the storm

It’s a hard life, when you stare into the distance, 
seems like a hard life for sure
It’s a hard life, and you’ve faced enough
resistance to know it’s a hard life for sure

Give me hope, shelter from the storm
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SIDE TWO

HOPE YOU’RE RIGHT
by Tom Townsend

Dreaming southbound, interstate a world away
The stars, they know just what to say
But lights won’t let them
Strains of something I once heard from long ago, 
And when it sings I’ll let you know
Just know that I’m listening

And I hope you’re right, this is something that
Steals lightning, and it’s over before you know

This compass points to things this highway 
Does not know, the roadsigns speak but seldom 
Show, show what I’m thinking
Still strains of something I once heard from far 
Away, the song seems closer still today,
The song seems closer
And I hope you’re right, this is something that
Steals lightning, and it’s over before you know

I know, I know these things, they come and go
They whisper in like thieves, and leave me
Lying low, and I hope you’re right
Cause it’s over before you know
And I hope you’re right, this is something that
Steals lightning, and it’s over before you know
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WRECKING BALL
by Tom Townsend

A swing in motion, demolition for display
Every time you blink I break away
This kind kinetic contradiction I just can’t avoid
Cause everything you build I will destroy
 
Still unstable, and swaying from this pedestal  
I breeze in weightless, then I come on like
A wrecking ball
 
Here it comes, the blind momentum, 
But it’s not without some regret
You’re going down but you just don’t 
Know it yet
It’s what I call epic fail fixation, and it’s the 
One thing I can’t avoid
Cause everything you build I will destroy
   

It leaves a wake, and something good could 
Still stand tall
Just seems so aimless, when I come on like 
A wrecking ball
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WEATHER’S CHANGING
by Tom Townsend

Just another perfect day, a lot like the last one
Looks like summer’s gonna stay, for another 
day, or year
But I’ve got nowhere else to go, as if I had a 
choice, and I don’t mind the urban flow
They rush just for the thrill, they know it takes 
some time, and they know there’s time to kill

Still it’s calm outside when it should be raging
I see my weather’s changing, weather’s changing
See, I breathe just fine when I should be reeling, 
Turns out I have no feeling, I have no feeling

Everybody’s on their own, and they smile like 
they know where they’re going
Altogether and alone, but I know, I know
That all my disappointments seem to fade with 
the setting of the sun, disappear when the Santa 
Anas come
It’s never gonna change, it’s never gonna rust 
cause it’s never gonna rain

Still it’s clear outside when it should be raining
No doubt my weather’s changing, 
my weather’s changing
And I feel just fine and I can’t ignore it, 
And I should be waiting for it, waiting for it
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SOME THINGS
by Tom Townsend

The rhythm and the rain, gravity’s the same
Because some things never change
And would not if they could, that’s how it’s 
understood
Because some things will never grow
You should know, so leave it low

And the river overflows
Sometimes that’s how it goes
Because some things never change
They circle back again, turn into the spin
Because some things will never die
You know why, so leave it lie

All the courage that you spend
Is wasted in the end
Because some things never change
They will not fade away
The song remains the same
Because some things will never die
You know why, so leave it lie
Yeah, just won’t come right
It’s not worth the fight, just say goodnight.
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INTERSTATE
by Mike Bock, with Tom Townsend

I feel I’ve walked a thousand miles
Wish I could stop here for a while
As all these cars go rushing by in the rain
So many hearts have lost their way
Stumbling down this interstate
Now I’m just trying hard to find 
My way back home, yeah

Interstate, take one last look
Then leave before the sun sets, 
Leave before the sun sets

To seek salvation without fear
Is to believe there is hope right here
Buried deep down in this dark
Unforgiving road
But it’s just my bent to lift my head
And I know I know I know I should be 
There instead
Still I’m so tired of chasing signs
And counting crows, yeah

Interstate, take one last look
Then leave before the sun sets, 
Leave before the sun sets

But there is a light that shines ahead
It holds out hope and it takes my breath
So burn the steel, and 
Turn the wheel, and
Head for home

Interstate, take one last look
Then leave before the sun sets, 
Leave before the sun sets
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You can find this album on 
iTunes, Amazon.com, 
eMusic.com, Rhapsody.com.

Listen to it on Spotify.

Enjoy good music, support artists you like.
Do not pay to play.

our main web presence starts with
amcat.wordpress.com
but ventures on through 
Facebook, Reverb Nation and other locales.
Find us online and interact with us, please.

 A main goal for us as a band 
is not to promote ourselves as a band
but as a group of friends who like to make
the kind of music we like,
and to connect it with others who like that too.
It’s a privilege we don’t take lightly.
We want to meet you and share it
more than we want to sell it and pose for it.
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