This Night
I am sleeping in these amber leaves

Rustling through the dreams of meager sleep

They are pointing to the passions in my past

I never sleep too soundly

A flitting bird could bring me to my feet

Cause there’s a band of angry law men after me

And this night my bell is tolling

I wish I would have known

The stale black guilty of my soul

See I took my first life when I was fifteen

He wasn’t much of a man for listening

I looked him right in the white of his eyes

For the first one or two my conscience paid dues

But killing got easy after a few

I am a blood red-handed fool

Chorus

This forest seems a good place to hide

But I can’t wipe this guilt from my mind

I’m on a slow freight train straight to hell

I guess my momma’s words were all misspent

It seems her Jesus hero just got up and went

I never thought too much of miracles I could not see

Chorus

