
 
 

For You To See The Stars 
(Radney Foster/Jay Clementi/Scott David Laurent) 

 
1, 2, 3, 4… 
When Grandpa sold the house because the business failed  
He said rock bottom is just solid ground to start again 
And when life ain’t nothing like a fairy tale 
We just gotta work and hope and pray and say amen 
It's gotta get dark enough for you to see the stars 
 
Shine like diamonds on black velvet 
Love is just a word until you’ve felt it 
Even when life falls apart  
Strong enough to break your heart 
It's gotta get dark enough  
For you to see the stars  
 
Darkness fell on me when I lost my Dad 
Girl you were the light that got me through 
You walked right beside me down that road to hell and back 
And in that midnight hour I fell in love with you 
It's gotta get dark enough for you to see the stars 
 
Shine like diamonds on black velvet 
Love is just a word until you’ve felt it 
Even when life falls apart  
Strong enough to break your heart 
It's gotta get dark enough  
For you to see the stars  
 
Staring at the sky tonight, never felt so alive  
Sometimes the lights have to go out  
For you to see what life’s about 
 
It's gotta get dark enough for you to see the stars 
Move you like a work of art 
Strong enough to break your heart 
It's gotta be dark enough for you to see the stars  
For you to see the stars  
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Greatest Show On Earth 

(Radney Foster/Jay Clementi) 
 

Here we go! 
Pot luck supper and BBQ 
Cooler full of beer, one for sodas too 
Us kids chasing fire flies with no shoes  
Saturday sundown 
Mama hollering “ya'll wash up” 
Clean that plate with your cornbread crust 
Don't drink from Daddy’s dixie cup  
Ah, the guitars are coming out 
 
Those ceder planks rattled and moaned, 
Rocked and rolled to a country song 
On a couple sunburst flat tops and a hand me down mandolin 
Sometimes they had the chords half wrong  
We laughed and cried, sang along 
Family friends, harmony and goose bumps on my skin 
You can't put a price on what those nights were worth 
It was the greatest, greatest show on Earth 
 
Some sang low, some high and lonesome 
Will that circle be unbroken  
Grab a part if you know one 
Or clap along instead 
Son, if you wanna touch a guitar, ask 
Sister’s sleeping on aunt Kate’s lap 
I'd shake it like Elvis just to make em' laugh  
Before I went to bed 
 
Those ceder planks rattled and moaned, 
Rocked and rolled to a country song 
On a couple sunburst flat tops and a hand me down mandolin 
Sometimes they had the chords half wrong  
We laughed and cried, sang along 
Family friends, harmony and goose bumps on my skin 
You can't put a price on what those nights were worth 
It was the greatest, greatest show on Earth 
 
Take a little break, talk a little fishing 
Let the crickets sing the intermission 
I'd drift off to dreamland  
And they’d fire it up again 
 
Those ceder planks rattled and moaned, 
Rocked and rolled to a country song 
On a couple sunburst flat tops and a hand me down mandolin 



Sometimes they had the chords half wrong  
We laughed and cried, sang along 
Family friends, harmony and goose bumps on my skin 
You can't put a price on what those nights were worth 
It was the greatest, greatest show on Earth 
 
It was the greatest, greatest show on Earth 
Greatest show on Earth 
Greatest show on Earth 
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It Ain’t Done With Me 
(Radney Foster/Jay Clementi/Shane Minor) 

 
There’s a stiff right hook that I never should have thrown 
A couple wild oats I wished I woulda sown 
That Sunday morning in the pew half stoned 
Damned if they don’t own me, yeah they own me 
And that “I love you” that I never did say 
It haunts me to this day 
 
You can run from a memory 
But not fast enough 
I’m my own worst enemy  
When it comes to that stuff 
Moving on sounds good to me 
But looking back won’t let me be 
I’m done with the past 
But it ain’t done with me 
 
It’s a ’65 ragtop rolling down the road 
Flipping through the stations hitting solid country gold 
Summer night, shooting stars putting on a show 
The first time we kissed 
It’s everything I miss 
 
You can run from a memory 
But not fast enough 
I’m my own worst enemy  
When it comes to that stuff 
Moving on sounds good to me 
But looking back won’t let me be 
I’m done with the past 
But it ain’t done with me 
 
I can get over all those other mistakes 
But losing her is more than I can take 
 
You can run from a memory 
But not fast enough 
I’m my own worst enemy  
When it comes to her love 
Moving on sounds good to me 
But losing her won’t let me be 
I’m done with the past 
But it ain’t done with me 
It ain’t done with me 
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Raining On Sunday 
(Radney Foster/Darrell Brown) 

Well, it ticks just like a Timex 
Never lets up on you  
Who said life was easy 
The job is never through 
It'll run us 'til we're ragged 
It'll harden our hearts 
Love could use a day of rest 
Before we both start falling apart 
 
Pray that it's raining on Sunday 
Stormin' like crazy 
We'll hide under the covers all afternoon 
Baby whatever comes Monday 
Can take care of itself 
'Cause we got better things that we could do 
When it's raining on Sunday 
 
Your love is like religion 
Across in Mexico 
Your kiss is like the incense  
Of a prayer nailed to the door 
Oh surrender is much sweeter 
When we both let go 
Let the water wash our bodies clean 
And love wash our souls 
 
Whenever it's raining on Sunday 
Stormin' like crazy 
We'll hide under the covers all afternoon 
Baby whatever comes Monday 
Can take care of itself 
'Cause we got better things that we could do 
When it's raining on Sunday 
 
Pray that it's raining on Sunday 
Stormin' like crazy 
We'll hide under the covers all afternoon 
Baby whatever comes Monday 
Can take care of itself 
'Cause we got better things that we could do 
When it's raining on Sunday 
 
When it's raining on Sunday 
When it's raining on Sunday 
Raining on Sunday 
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Belmont and Sixth  
(Radney Foster) 

 
At the corner of Belmont and Sixth 
There's a guy who’s just trying to stay warm 
Selling papers for a buck you won't miss 
In an old camo uniform 
I try and buy one when I can 
Ah, but nothing 'bout it ever feels right 
So when the light turns green at Belmont & Sixth, I cry 
 
Oh, I cry for the ones who are tired and lonely 
So tangled and torn 
Cause they fought for our country 
Came home but the pieces don't fit 
Like the guy at Belmont and Sixth 
 
He volunteered to go through hell 
And part of him's still back there 
I know he's pretty high sometimes 
He smiles but his eyes look so scared  
 
It makes me cry for the ones who are tired and lonely 
Tangled and torn 
‘Cause they fought for our country 
Came home but don’t feel like they fit 
Like the guy at Belmont and Sixth 
 
Monday, he wasn't in his regular spot, 
My heart raced through a million emotions 
Maybe he's sick or just found a job 
I thought about war 
And how some always come home so broken 
 
So I cried for the ones who are tired and lonely 
So tangled and torn 
Cause they fought for our country 
Came home but don’t feel like they fit 
 
Yeah, I cried for the families, prayed for us all 
For the brave and proud who stumble and fall 
And I cried for what we outta fix 
For that guy at Belmont and Sixth 
Yeah, I cried for what we outta fix 
Like the guy at Belmont and Sixth 
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Rock and Roll Slow Dance  
(Radney Foster/Will Kimbrough) 

 
Stars fell down on a small town Saturday 
Late one spring 
The moon said I'm just a lonely satellite 
Dancing on a string 
I unzipped the back of a ball gown 
I'd never done it before 
You laughed and kissed me, wild and carefree 
And let it fall to the floor 
 
And then the moon and the stars did a rock and roll slow dance 
Like two kids at the prom 
Who found first love but lost their innocence 
Between midnight and dawn 
What a lovely way to start 
Even though it broke two hearts 
On a rock and roll slow dance 
 
Celestial bodies dance and spin 
Van Gogh got it right 
When Spring rolls round we dance again 
If only in my mind 
I go back to that very first time…when 
 
When the moon and the stars did a rock and roll slow dance 
Like two kids at the prom 
Who found first love but lost their innocence 
Between midnight and dawn 
We both let our hearts get tangled 
That's the way it ought to be 
Took new directions, different angles 
But I'll remember endlessly 
 
When the moon and the stars did a rock and roll slow dance 
Like two kids at the prom 
Who found first love but lost their innocence 
Between midnight and dawn 
What a lovely way to start 
Even though it broke two hearts 
On a rock and roll slow dance 
On a rock and roll slow dance 
Rock and roll slow dance 
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While You Were Making Time  
(Radney Foster/Jay Clementi) 

 
 

The heart is a crazy thing to bet  
But it felt as sure as any 
Sure thing can get 
Thought those blue eyes were staring into my soul 
Guess they were only searching for a way to let go 
 
When I was on fire  
Why did you hold back 
Why’d you let my heart give you everything I had 
When did you know you’d given up 
Sure would have liked to have known that we weren’t us 
‘Cause while you were making time  
I was making love 
 
And the lies they always come unraveled 
Just like black top turns to gravel 
October feels cold to the summer it’s betraying 
So when we were letting go last night, did you know you weren’t staying?  
 
When I was on fire  
Why did you hold back 
Why’d you let my heart give you everything I had 
When did you know you’d given up 
Sure would have liked to have known that we weren’t us 
Cause while you were making time  
I was making love 
 
When I was on fire  
Why did you hold back 
Why’d you let my heart give you everything I had 
When did you know you’d given up 
Sure would have liked to have known that we weren’t us 
cause while you were making time  
I was making love 
I was making love 
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All That I Require  
(Radney Foster) 

 
We've been insulted boys and we must not hesitate 
They're different and they're dangerous, deserving of our hate 
So follow me and I'll whip all your fears into a fire 
I've got all the answers, I'm the whore that you desire 
 
Those neighbors who talk funny, well I'll make them move away 
The ones who disagree, we'll put them in their place 
Those malcontents, muckrakers, protesters in the street 
Won't make you feel uncomfortable, I'll lay ‘em at your feet 
 
I'll make us strong again, you'll sleep safely in your beds 
I'll rain down hell upon those dirty mongrel's heads 
Your pantries will be full and your faith will be inspired 
And the blood of all your children is all that I require 
 
I'll seduce your anger and I'll massage your pride 
You'll feel so good at first when I take you for a ride 
But I told you who I am and when it's too late to resist 
Remember you're the one who chose this scorpion to kiss 
 
I'll make us strong again and you'll sleep safely in your beds 
I'll rain down hell upon those dirty mongrel's heads 
Your pantries will be full and your faith will be inspired 
And the blood of all your children is all that I require 
 
I'll always need new enemies so you'll always need me,  
New fears and distractions to tantalize and tease 
Your pantries will be emptied for the glory I desire 
You see the blood of all your children is all that I require 
 
Your skin and bones grandchildren, they won't ask me the tale 
I'll be buried ‘neath the rubble after my last scheme has failed 
No, you're the ones they'll blame for their orphaned world that bleeds 
For all those days you slept instead of learning… 
  from history.  
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Howlin’ 
(Radney Foster) 

 
There was a howling screaming demon  
Blasting outta Mexico  
You could hear it from Del Rio to the Hudson Bay 
It was powered by rock and roll 

 
Now when I heard that Smokestack Lightning  
On a transistor glowing in the dark 
It was pounding and a rumbling and a tumbling under covers 
Got way deep up inside of my heart 
 
I said howhooo on the radio 
Howhoooooo 

 
It scared the hell out of your mama and your daddy 
Must be bad business pumping in that beat 
‘Cause ain't a kid in the world can resist it 
They're boogalooing up and down the street 

 
I said howooo on the radio 
How, howoooo outta Mexico  
Howooooooo 

 
I know some folks gonna think I'm headed straight for hell 
Oh, but God don't curse or bless no beat as far as I can tell 
So turn up that Tele till the groove gets to thumpin' 
‘Till everybody in this joint gets to jumping 
 
So if you hear that Smokestack Lightning 
On some brand new voodoo phone 
It might pound and rumble, twist and shout 
And wiggle down inside your soul 
Might creep in and get a hold of your soul 
 
I said howooo on the radio 
How, howoooo outta Mexico  
I said howooo, get up inside your soul 
Howoooo 

 
I said howooo on the radio 
How, howoooo outta Mexico  
I said howoooo, get up inside your soul 
Howoooo 
I said howoooo 
I said howoooo 
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Sycamore Creek  
(Radney Foster) 

 
I can see her in that water, church dress hung up in a tree 
Splashing, flirting, laughing, teasing me 
An afternoon of secrets 
Swimming naked in a pool of dreams 
Last high school summer dripping dry by Sycamore Creek 
She kissed me one last time heading home 
And I'm still haunted by what she said when I'm alone  
 
She said, “You got a chance be, free of all those small town strings 
That tie the rest of us down, so boy, quit your hanging around 
Take that guitar and run, faster than the setting sun 
You can write a song later about my memory 
You can always come back, you can always come back, 
To Sycamore Creek.” 
 
Well the guitar made the magic, and I just hung on for the ride 
I walked amongst giants, played with legends side by side 
She came to see me in New Orleans, and on a tour bus after the show 
I kissed goodbye the one I never should've let go 
 
She said, “You got a chance be so wild on those guitar strings 
Stage lights in every town, hey look at where you're hanging around 
Take that guitar and run, faster than the setting sun 
You can write a song later about my memory 
You can always come back, you can always come back, 
To Sycamore Creek 
 
Well I knew she'd gotten married, and I always forget the guy's name 
But he played tight end the year that we won District  
It got bad and it got ugly 
Through tears one night she called me 
And I drove ten hours to the water, I couldn't resist it 
 
I said, “You got a chance be, free of all these small town strings 
Cut the ties that keep you down, so girl, quit your hanging around 
Take this money and run, faster than the setting sun 
She soaked my shirt crying over memories 
I said, “Don't ever come back, no, never come back, 
To Sycamore Creek.” 
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