
LAID BACK AND KEY WASTED
© 1996 by Jim Morris

He was three years out of college,
A damned good engineer.
Worked hard all day, then he partied away.
Things were happy on the old frontier.
Had a plan for taking life easy,
Avoiding the kids and a wife.
He drove all the women crazy.
These were the three best years of his life.

Then the corporate boys they called him
And said we’ve got a job to do.
Got this problem up in North Dakota
And we need a man just like you.
But the sound of the plains and the freezing rain
Hit him like a fatal disease.
Put a beer to his mouth, took 95-South
And he headed for the Keys.

CHORUS:
And it’s just the sweetest life he’s ever tasted,
A little laid back and key wasted.
He’s got his toes in the sand, he’s a tropical man
He’s happy as hell and it shows.
He’s just living in a drunken stupor,
Making some money on that old square grouper.
Never had any doubt and if it doesn’t work out,
Well, that’s just the way it goes.

Got a job making margaritas
In a little bar by the pier,
Till he finally made some connections
With some big-time buccaneers.
Now he spends some time in Cartagena
Making plans for the haul.
Might be dealing with bums, might be dangerous 
to some
But the old boy is having a ball.

REPEAT CHORUS

Now his friends all worry about him;
They think he’s throwing his future away.
It’s kind of hard being upwardly mobile

When you’re laying in the sun all day.
So they call him up to convince him
And tell him what it’s all about.
But on the phone he can never stop laughing,
He’s got the whole damned thing figured out.

REPEAT CHORUS

THE UNIDENTIFIED MAN
© 1996 by Jim Morris

Lightning cracks the western sky; a storm is fast 
approaching.
The surf churns white with rollers crashing on the 
shore.
A noise above the rumble and a seaplane makes a 
landing.
Every night’s a big adventure; it’s just a job and 
nothing more.
He’s had a hundred thousand beers or more to 
forget some girl named Alice
And a thousand sleepless nights reliving the hor-
rors of the war.
A scheme to make a fortune got him thrown out of 
Jamaica.
Spent last night with a stranger; woke up naked on 
the floor.

CHORUS:

You might see him for a moment in the darkness 
where he stands.
A figure hiding, just a shadow leaving footprints 
in the sand.
A face forgotten, he disappears.
The unidentified man.
He’s had it with the girls who don’t meet you at 
the station
And the partners who befriend you then take the 
goods and run,
Dogs who jump their fences and those whores 
who can’t be trusted.
Every tragic ending is a story just begun.

REPEAT CHORUS

LAID BACK AND KEY WASTED



Some day he’ll be the body washed ashore in 
Puerto Rico
Or the man found in the wreckage of the plane 
that crashed and burned.
In a bar in north Miami his buddies will toast their 
fallen comrade,
Savoring their whiskey and waiting for their turn.
He’s had a hundred thousand beers or more to 
forget some girl named Alice
And a thousand sleepless nights with the horrors 
of the war.
Survivors of this madness live like royalty down 
on South Beach.
Every night’s a big adventure; it’s just a job and 
nothing more.

BACK IN THE SUNSHINE AGAIN
© 1996 by Jim Morris

A month in Montana, hell I nearly froze.
I guess that my blood is too thin.
But I’m back to my deck shoes with the holes in 
the toes.
I’m back in the sunshine again.
Wading a stream with the temperature falling,
Fighting the snow and the wind.
I could just hear old Boca Grande calling me
Back to the sunshine again.

CHORUS:

Yes, I’m back in the sunshine again.
Fish on the line, sails in the wind.
A cooler of beer on the beach with my friends.
Back in the sunshine again.
There’s a warm breeze blowing off the sea to-
night.
The coast is coming in clear.
The moon on flats-what a beautiful sight.
Did I tell you how glad I was to be back here?
Tomorrow I hope to find some redfish tailing,
If I can get up before ten.
If that doesn’t work then, hell, I’ll go sailing.
I’m back in the sunshine again.

CHORUS:

Yes, I’m back in the sunshine again.
Fish on the line, sails in the wind.

Laid back in a chair on the beach with my friends.
Back in the sunshine again.
Think I’ll go down to Whiddens, and sit on the 
dock,
Tell stories and have a few beers.
Three-finger Jack waves to welcome me back.
Did I tell you how good it was to be back here?
Now don’t get me wrong; I love Montana,
The last best place that I’ve been.
But I wouldn’t go if I didn’t know
I’d be back in the sunshine again.

REPEAT BOTH CHORUSES

ROADKILL MAINTENANCE MAN
© 1996 by Jim Morris

Now he got stabbed by the biggest knife
I think I’ve ever seen in my life,
Lying by the side of the road in a pool of blood.
A big ol’ semi came along,
Ran over his head, now half his face is gone.
The poor old corpse got squashed and buried in 
the mud.
Three or four hot August days go by,
And some buzzards come down from the sky,
And begin to eat his nose and pick his bones.
Now I’m a pro, but I’d be remiss
Not to feel remorse when people die like this.
But why’d the bossman send me out here alone.

CHORUS:

And I don’t want to be any roadkill maintenance 
man.
Just spending my days in some buzzard’s fantasy-
land.
I’d rather do the evening news and make about a 
hundred grand.
No, I don’t want to be any roadkill maintenance 
man.
I should have given more thought to medical 
school
Or corporate law or something equally cool.
I’m up to my ears in lizards and gizzards and 
bones.
And you know it’s really hard to impress the girls,
When your job consists of scrapping up squirrels.
And you know they pay people to pretend they’re 
having sex with Sharon Stone.



Now how do you get that job?

CHORUS

And I don’t want to be any roadkill maintenance 
man.
Spending my days in some buzzard’s fantasyland.
I’d rather be a porno star, getting laid whenever I 
can.
No, I don’t want to be any roadkill maintenance.
Don’t want to be any roadkill maintainance.
No, I don’t want to be any roadkill maintenance 
man.
No sir, not me.

TOO EARLY FOR DRINKING
© 1996 by Jim Morris

I got the message, today, that you called me.
I hope everything is all right.
It’s a little too early for that kind of drinking;
I’ll probably call you tonight.

I know I’m not acting the way I’m supposed to,
Distracted by the whys and the whats.
But I’m fighting some battles and wrestling with 
feelings,
Concerned with some things that I’m not.

Seems so long since the fall when you left for the 
city.
Sometimes that thought gets me down.
And I spoke with Giles Boutier who saw you in 
Paris;
You’ve surely been getting around.

I know that you’re doing the all things that you 
wanted,
All those things that you said you would do.
I know that you’re happy, successful and smiling;
You’d want me to be that way too.

Yes, I’m still writing, but the words don’t come 
easy.
Sometimes it just wears me out.
I can’t touch the essence cause I feel so distracted,
But it’s nothing I too worried about.

I’m a little to pensive, withdrawn and reflective,

A little too drab and too gray.
I’m not always cordial when friends come to visit.
They hate to see me this way.

There’s a mist on the ocean enshrouding the 
island;
I feel so detached and alone.
I’m getting to know all the barflies in Murphy’s;
It’s beginning to feel just like home.

I thought this might happen that night last October
When you said you’d be going away.
I never intended to try to dissuade you,
So I never asked you to stay.

So I imagined the worst when I got your letter
Where you said that we needed to talk.
I know I can’t change all the things that have hap-
pened;
It’s probably nobody’s fault.

Still I’d love to see you; I probably need to
Just to set everything right.
But it’s a little too early for that kind of drinking;
I’ll probably call you tonight.
Yes, it’s a little too early for that kind of drinking.
Maybe I’ll call you tonight.

LIVING TILL THE DAY I DIE
© 1996 by Jim Morris

Sometimes on days like this
When the mirror seems so unkind,
I remember the kid playing in the Georgia sun.
His nose in a mystery book,
Playing “pilot” in a magnolia tree,
Shooting down those enemy fighter planes one by 
one.
Just pretending to be Mickey Mantle,
Hitting rocks in a field by the road,
Or Napoleon Solo living the life of a spy.

I wanted to sail a boat to Tahiti,
Wanted to sing and learn how to fly.
Racing out of control down some open road,
Always dreaming and living till the day I die.

I remember one Easter Sunday,
Waking up in a strange hotel.



The whole night’s a blank, and I don’t know 
where I am.
In a diner crowed with families
All dressed in their Sunday best,
Some kid points me out and asks “Dad, what’s 
wrong with that man?”

Sometimes life taps you on the shoulder
To remind you it’s a one-way street.
You need to do the post mortem on the life that’s 
just passed you by.

I wanted to sail a boat to Tahiti,
Sing and learn how to fly.
Racing out of control down some open road,
Always dreaming and living till the day I die.

Here’s hoping that the end comes quickly
When I’m a nimble seventy-five.
Cut down by some young woman’s husband who 
found where I hid.
I don’t want to be trapped in a deathbed,
Surrounded by all of my friends,
With time to recall all those things that I never 
did.

You’ve got to jump into the arena,
Roll the dice, take some shots to the chin.
You may lose sometime but, hell, you know 
you’ve just got to try.
I wanted to sail a boat to Tahiti,
Sing and learn how to fly.
Racing out of control down some open road,
Always dreaming, and living till the day I die.
Yeah, just living till the day I die.

PATTY, SPOLETTO ’91
© 1996 by Jim Morris

Dawn rolls in
And catches you down on your knees again.
It was the shortest night.
Seemed like the shortest night.
It hurts awhile
But you lay back in bed with a great big smile.
It was the shortest night.
Seemed like the shortest night.

Cause you’ve been laughing in the sunshine.
Playing in the water.
Having such a good time.
People smiling everywhere.
Like a night in New Orleans,
Sunny day in Barbados.
Don’t worry ‘bout no bad times,
Living life without a care.

Time goes by;
It takes so long to find someone who makes you 
this high.
For the longest time,
Seems like the longest time.
Don’t let go.
Hold on to her heart and buddy don’t let go.
For the longest time,
Make it seem like the longest time.

Cause you’re laughing in the sunshine.
Playing in the water.
Having such a good time.
People smiling everywhere.
Like a night in New Orleans,
Sunny day in Barbados.
Don’t worry ’bout no bad times,
Living life without a care.

The feeling inside is so hard to hide
When you find someone to love.
You’re not afraid to let your feelings show.
You want to tell all your friends and let the whole 
world know.

That you’re laughing in the sunshine.
Playing in the water.
Having such a good time.
People smiling everywhere.
Like a night in New Orleans,
Sunny day in Barbados.
Don’t worry ‘bout no bad times.
Living life without a care.

WHY CAN’T A WOMAN LEARN TO SAY 
GOOD-BYE LIKE A MAN
© 1996 by Jim Morris

She found him in a trailer park
Shacked up with old Betty Lou.



Took a nine inch butcher’s knife
And ran the man clean through.
She left him in a pool of blood
With his manhood in his hand.

Why can’t a woman learn to say good-bye like a 
man?
Why can’t she just come home early, pack her 
bags and leave?
Why must there always be a trail of wounded and 
aggrieved?
Good-bye just seems so final with that shotgun in 
your hand.
Why can’t a woman learn to say good-bye like a 
man?

I went out with a friend last night;
He said he needed to get real drunk.
Then he told me ‘bout driving home the sitter
But his wife was hiding in the trunk.
She whipped out a twelve-gauge shotgun
When she heard them lose control.
She drove off and left him naked,
Tied to a telephone pole.

It’s hard to talk things over in the face of a savage 
attack.
Why not go to the grocery store and never ever 
ever come back?
Your obsession with aggression is so hard to un-
derstand.
Why can’t a woman learn to say good-bye like a 
man?

Why can’t she just come home early, pack her 
bags and leave?
Why must there always be a trail of wounded and 
aggrieved?
Good-bye just seems so final with that shotgun in 
your hand.
Why can’t a woman learn to say good-bye like a 
man?
Good-bye just seems so final with that Uzi in your 
hand.
Why can’t a woman learn to say goodbye like a 
man?

THE SAILBOAT RACE
© 1996 by Jim Morris

Unload these sails,
Make more room for whiskey down here.
We’ve got enough of this nautical stuff;
We need room for whiskey and beer.
The work is so hard, the hours so long,
We need to be in good cheer.
So unload these sails,
Make more room for whiskey down here.

It was to be five long days at sea,
The first week in June.
I’d taken a place in a sailboat race,
Mobile down to Cancun.
A shortage of men so I asked a friend;
He’d never sailed but he didn’t flinch.
Said you’ve got to love a sport that let’s you drink
And use a word like winch.
And my buddy sang-

Unload these sails,
Make more room for whiskey down here.
We’ve got enough of this nautical stuff;
We need room for whiskey and beer.
The work is so hard, the hours so long,
We need to be in good cheer.
So unload these sails,
Make more room for whiskey down here.

The sky’s turning dark; the sea starts to build.
We’re in for a hell of a blow.
Harnesses on, start reefing the main;
The mast is beginning to glow.
My friend disappeared; no doubt he feared
The end had finally come.
But he crawled back on deck
With a life vest tied to a case of spiced rum.
And everybody sang-

Unload these sails,
Make more room for whiskey down here.
We’ve got enough of this nautical stuff;
We need room for whiskey and beer.
The work is so hard, the hours so long,
We need to be in good cheer.
So unload these sails,
Make more room for whiskey down here.
Yeah, unload these sails,
Make more room for whiskey down here.



OLD MAN TOM
© 1996 by Jim Morris

CHORUS:
You can see him playing every night
In the halo of his back porch light,
Singing ‘bout the folks he knew and the places he 
had seen.
When he drank too much, his songs got slow,
His eyes got red, and his voice got low.
Singing ‘bout some girl he said he loved in New 
Orleans.

Everybody called him old man Tom; He owned 
the house next door.
An old retired army man, a veteran of three wars.
A fisherman philosopher holding court down by 
the creek.
He never forgot your name, and he never failed to 
speak.
I bet he’d talk to doomsday, and never tell the 
same tale twice,
Kicked back in an old green lawn chair just dis-
pensing his advice.
“It’s the trip not the destination, boy. I know be-
cause I’ve been.
Learn to play that guitar, son. You’ll always have 
a friend.”

REPEAT CHORUS

He squeezed life out of every second. Hell, he’d 
been all ‘round the world.
He had all kinds of treasures, said he’d loved all 
kinds of girls.
But the one he loved the most was the one who 
got away.
“I don’t give up that easy, boy. I’ll get her back 
some day.”

REPEAT CHORUS

I came home from school one day and found out 
he had gone.
He left in quite a hurry, gave a message to my 
mom.
Said “Sorry I couldn’t say good-bye, but I 
couldn’t miss my chance.
They tell me that her husband died. I’m off to find 

romance.”
And I think about old man Tom every time I go 
down to New Orleans.
I remember every thing he told me. Now I know 
just what he means.
Like how to keep life simple like an old familiar 
song.
But if it all gets too familiar, make it up as you go 
along.

REPEAT CHORUS

THE THINGS YOU DO WHEN YOU’RE 
DRINKING
© 1996 by Jim Morris

She’s a beauty, but she’s got rabies.
Hey Buddy, where’d you get your date?
I think you’d better get back to the zoo
Before it gets too late.
I’m sorry, Mr. Weightlifter Man;
I guess I have no defense.
It’s just the things you do when you’re drinking.
Oh, they seem to make so much sense.

I’m ready. Hey, let’s get a tattoo.
I want a great big anchor on my chest.
Or maybe that heart that says I Love Mary.
Oh, I think I like that one the best.
I’m sorry, Linda.
I guess I have no defense.
It’s just the things you do when you’re drinking.
Oh, they seem to make so much sense.

BRIDGE:

Now we’ve been having ourselves one hell of a 
night.
We’ve been drinking since early this morning.
That tequila, rum, wine and beer all mixed up 
together
Sort of sneaks up without much warning.
And I know I really should go home;
Hell, It’s quarter till three.
Do another shot of Wild Turkey?
Well now, that makes sense to me.

Hey baby, can I come over?
Yeah, I know it’s four–thirty.
But hey, just think of it as a date for tonight,



And I’m stopping by just a little bit early, yeah.
I’m sorry Mr. Jones – I didn’t catch your voice.
I guess I have no defense.
It’s just the things that you do when you’re drink-
ing.
Oh, they seem to make so much sense.

BRIDGE:
Pull over! Walk a straight line!
Now what kind of game is this?
I wasn’t weaving; I was trying to dodge an arma-
dillo back there,
And I bet his armadillo family is sure glad I 
missed.
Well, I’m sorry Mr. Ociffer Man;
I guess I have no defense.
It’s just the things that you do when you’re drink-
ing.
Oh, they seem to make so much sense.
Yeah, it’s just the things that you do when you’re 
drinking, oh.
They seem to make so much sense.

TARPON JIM
© 1996 by Jim Morris

He works on the water and curses the wind.
The years in the sun burned so deep in his skin.
He’s eighty, tired, a little restless, and waiting to 
die.
And he speaks of the time when he caught that 
great prize,
A tall southern beauty with the dark Creole eyes.
Her family had money and an uptown address.
Her parents said “No way,” but the lady said 
“yes.”
She said, “I’ll be there till the light dies in your 
eyes.
Yes, I’ll be there till the light dies in your eyes.”

So, we sailed down to Honduras, but that dream 
didn’t last.
Chased the fish to Useppa, worked the Boca 
Grande Pass.
Times were hard for fishing nomads, and we 
barely got by.
After years in the fish camps I feared she would 
say,
“Out of all of my choices, life turned out his way.”
But she said, “It’ll work out. I have no regrets.

You’ve shown me a life that I’ll never forget.”
She said, “I’ll be there till the light dies in your 
eyes.
Yes, I’ll be there till the light dies in your eyes.”

So we moved to the Keys; she got the home that 
she wished.
From Key West to Flamingo, I owned those big 
fish.
Times were good, we were happy, and the years 
quickly passed by.
But that storm came so fast. Hell, I nearly 
drowned.
The surge took the house. She never was found.
And I searched for three weeks, never wanting to 
quit.
I kept hearing those words that I’ll never forget.
She said, “I’ll be there till the light dies in your 
eyes.
Yes, I’ll be there till the light dies in your eyes.”

So he said, “You know I’ve got fish to catch and 
stories to remember.
I’d write me a book if I could stay alive that long.
And I’ll play my guitar and sing of her memory,
Of the woman who loved me so well for so long.
And Lord knows I’m thankful for the years that 
we had,
But some days even that’s not enough.
She said it’ll work out, but I’m not convinced.
Cause she made me the man that I’ve never been 
since.
She said, ‘I’ll be there till the light dies in your 
eyes.
Yes, I’ll be there till the light dies in your eyes.
I’ll be there till the light dies in your eyes.’”


