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living in mexico

crying alone EVERY MORNING I SEE YOU SMILING ALONE
WONDER WHO YOU’RE MISSING
WHEN YOU WALK DOWN THE STREET, TALK ON THE PHONE
IT’S ME WHO’S LISTENING
I’M THE GUY WALKING 3 STEPS BACK ON THE ROAD
TOO AFRAID TO SPEAK, SO I’M SMILING ALONE
EVERY NIGHT, WHEN I SEE YOU DINING ALONE
I BURN WITH AFFECTION
IN THE LIGHT OF THE CANDLESTICKS, I KNOW
YOU SEE MY REFLECTION
I’M THE GUY SITTING 3 TABLES DOWN THE ROW
TOO AFRAID TO EAT, SO I’M DRINKING ALONE
BY MY OWN COUNT 4000 TEARS RUN DOWN YOUR FACE
THEY FILL THE OCEANS WITH HUMILITY AND GRACE
STARE OUT MY WINDOW AT THE UNHAPPY HUMAN RACE
I DON’T KNOW WHAT IT IS THAT MAKES ME FEEL LIKE THIS
I NEVER MEANT TO SEE YOU DINING ALONE
EVERY NIGHT WHEN I SEE YOU CRYING ALONE
I KEEP MY DISTANCE
WHEN THE SUN DESERTS US, TURNING TEARS COLD
I LOSE RESISTANCE
I’M THE GUY WHO LIVES JUST ACROSS THE ROAD
THE ONE WHO NEVER LETS HIS FEELINGS KNOWN
I NEVER MEANT TO SEE YOU CRYING ALONE

i’m from texas I WAS BORN TO A RATTLESNAKE
DROP ME IN THE DESERT AND LET ME BAKE
DON’T LIKE TO GAMBLE WHEN IT’S HIGH STAKES
‘CAUSE I DON’T WANT IT IF I CAN’T TAKE IT I DON’T WANT WHAT I CAN’T TAKE
MY FORD DIESEL’S GOT A SHOTGUN RACK
RUNS OVER EVERYTHING IN ITS PATH
MY ONE TALENT IS A NATURAL KNACK
FOR DRINKING LONE STAR BEER WITH A FIFTH OF JACK
LONE STAR BEER AND A FIFTH OF JACK
1 STEP CLOSER TO THE SAWDUST FLOOR
2 STEPS UNDER THE DRESS SHE WORE
GIVE ME 3 STEPS, MISTER, TO THE POOL HALL DOOR
ANOTHER 12 STEP PROGRAM AND I’M BACK FOR MORE
DON’T COME KNOCKIN’, I’M NOT AT HOME
I’M ON A LITTLE BENDER IN EL PASO
GOT A THIRD BOTTLE OF MEMBRILLO
IF YOU WANNA COME MEET ME IN THE BARRIO
YOU COME FIND ME IN THE BARRIO
WHEN I DIE, I WON'T NEED NO BAIL
JUST KICK MY ASH OVER THE COUNTY JAIL
I MIGHT SMELL LIKE THE RIO GRANDE
BUT THAT’S ALL RIGHT, IT’S WHO I AM
THAT’S WHAT YOU GET, YOU LIVE IN SAN ANTONE
YOU FEEL EVERY POTHOLE RIGHT THROUGH YOUR BONES
YOU GO TO WORK WHILE I GET STONED WITH
THE FINEST DAMN WOMEN THAT YOU’VE EVER KNOWN
THE FINEST DAMN WOMEN THAT YOU'LL NEVER KNOW
LONG TALL CACTUS, KILLER BEES, MAQUILADORAS, A PAINT FACTORY, SNAKESKIN BOOTS, TUMBLEWEEDS
I’M FROM TEXAS (YOU’RE JEALOUS OF ME)

advice from a child IF TOMORROW I WAS 3, YOU’D PLAY WITH ME, I KNOW
BUT IF I FELL DOWN TO MY KNEES
WOULD YOU CARRY ME BACK HOME? IF TODAY I’M 23, YOU’D MAKE LOVE TO ME, I KNOW
BUT IN THE MORNING WOULD YOU LEAVE? OR WOULD YOU MARRY ME BACK HOME? IF I DIE AT 43, YOU’D COMFORT ME, I KNOW
SO I’LL ASK YOU, WOULD YOU PLEASE? WOULD YOU BURY ME? BURY ME BACK HOME? I GET MY ADVICE FROM A CHILD

living in mexico
GREEN LIGHTS TAKE ME AWAY, GET ME OUT OF THIS TOWN
RED LIGHTS HOLDING ME BACK, MAKE ME LOOK LIKE A CLOWN
HEADLIGHTS SHOW ME THE WAY WHILE I WARM UP THE ENGINE
I’M GONNA KICK THIS THING IN GEAR WHEN THE SUN COMES DOWN
FLASHLIGHTS IN THE DARK, IT’S MY TURN TO DEAL
BRAKE LIGHTS UP AHEAD MAKE ME LOCK UP THE WHEELS
STREETLIGHTS BACK HOME, I’LL NEVER MISS THEM
REGRET’S NOT STRONG COMPARED TO WHAT I FEEL
CAN’T TAKE A JOB ‘CAUSE IT MAKES ME ANGRY
THE PEOPLE AROUND ME SEEM TO HATE ME
THOUGHT I’D CRUISE DOWN THE ROAD, BUT NOW I’M STUCK
BEHIND A U HAUL TRAILER ON A PICKUP TRUCK
I’VE GOT 2 COLD CHICKEN WINGS FROM K F C THAT I FOUND SOMEWHERE ON THE SKIRTS OF MOLINE
2000 MILES, LIVING IN MEXICO
MOONLIGHT OUT ON THE ROAD HELPS TO KEEP THINGS CLEAR
BRIGHT LIGHTS UP THE WAY PARALYZE ME WITH FEAR
STARLIGHT TWINKLING DOWN, DOWN, MESMERIZING
THIS ROAD’S WHISPERING SWEET THINGS IN MY EAR
CAN’T THINK OF EVE ‘CAUSE IT MAKES ME CRY
TO THINK, FOR WHAT I DID, SHE’D LET ME FRY
I BETTER MOVE DOWN THE ROAD AND SCREW MY HEAD
BACK ON MY NECK BEFORE I END UP DEAD
I’VE GOT 2 COLD SANDWICHES FROM DAIRY QUEEN
THAT I FOUND SOMEWHERE OUTSIDE OF NEW ORLEANS
600 MILES, LIVING IN MEXICO
DON’T MIND THE BRUISES, THE CUTS AND THE SCRAPES
THE 7 SPEEDING TICKETS IN AS MANY STATES
BUT I DRAW THE LINE AT THE PEARLY GATES
I WON’T BE THE KIND OF GUY WHO HESITATES
I’VE GOT 2 COLD FILET O FISH FROM BURGER KING
THAT I FOUND SOMEWHERE NEAR THE BORDER CROSSING
IF I GET DOWN THIS HILL, I’LL BE LIVING IN MEXICO
WITH ICE COLD TECATE RUNNING THROUGH MY VEINS
AND THE SUN BEATING DOWN ON THESE CONCRETE LANES
I’LL WAKE UP EACH DAY LIVING IN MEXICO

writing on the wall THEY TOOK THE WALLET FROM MY POCKET
TOOK THE MONEY FROM MY GAME
TOOK MY WATCH AND PLANNED TO HOCK IT WHERE WERE YOU WHEN THEY JUMPED MY TRAIN? DUMPED ME OUT IN THE POURING RAIN
WITH THE DEBT CALLED IN A LINE GETS DRAWN
IN THE SAND BENEATH YOUR FEET
IT BURNS A HOLE RIGHT THROUGH THE HEART
BEFORE THE CUT BEGINS TO BLEED
IT GOES AROUND AND IT COMES AROUND
AND IN THE DARK I SCREAM
I DON’T GET NO COMFORT
‘CAUSE SHE DON’T KNOW ME
OR UNDERSTAND ME, SHE DON’T LOVE ME
I SIT HERE IN THE SILENCE
TOO DAMN CLOSE TO THE WRITING ON THE WALL
IT IS LEWD, LASCIVIOUS
A TRUE NARCOTIC SORT OF PAIN
ALL THE WHILE, SHE SITS OBLIVIOUS
WHERE WERE YOU WHEN THEY PUMPED MY VEIN? SHOT ME UP DOWN ON MAIN
I DON’T GET NO COMFORT
‘CAUSE SHE DISOWNED ME, SHE DEFIED ME
LEFT ME LONELY AND DENIED ME

over me WHERE AM I NOW? I HEAR THE SONG OF ANGELS
YOU WRAP YOUR ARMS ALL OVER ME
THERE’S PAIN ON THESE WALLS
FIRE IN THESE MOUNTAINS
TEARS FALLING DOWN ALL OVER ME
YOU TELL ME YOU NEED ME, YOU WON’T WALK AWAY
NEVER LEAVING OR RETREATING
ONLY THAT YOU’LL STAY
YOU HEAL MY HEART, SPEAK TO ME SOFTLY
YOU HOLD YOUR LOVE OVER ME
KEEP ME AND FEED ME SO I WON’T FLOAT AWAY
THE DANGER OF STRANGERS WATCHING WHAT WE SAY
HOPING THAT IN BETWEEN
THERE STANDS A BRIDGE THAT WON’T FALL DOWN
STRONGER THAN FREEDOM
IT PULLS ME BACK FOR MORE
CAN’T YOU HEAR ME CRY FOR MORE?
WHEN THE MOON ARRIVES
YOUR LOVE IS THE OCEAN
YOU MOVE YOUR TIDES ALL OVER ME
BLUE SKIES AND TRUE EYES HELP US ON OUR WAY
ANTICIPATING WHEN WE BECOME
THE SAME AS YESTERDAY

complicate your life I KNOW HOW YOU FEEL, I’M NOT HERE TO CRITICIZE YOUR LIFE
BUT I WANT TO LET YOU KNOW THAT IT TAKES ALL MY TIME
TO KEEP MY HEAD AT THE WATERLINE
I DON’T WANT YOU TO LET ME GO
IF YOU WON’T LET ME HELP YOU
WHY DON’T I LEAVE YOU ALONE? JUST GET UP AND GO
IF YOU’RE NOT GOING TO SAVE ME
WHY DON’T I HIT THE ROAD?
IT’S NOT QUITE RESPECTABLE FOR ME TO COMPLICATE YOUR LIFE
IT’S NOT EVEN POSSIBLE FOR ME TO RECREATE THIS CHAPTER OF MY LIFE
I KNOW WHAT YOU THINK, THAT IT MIGHT BE A HORRIBLE LIE
BUT I’VE GOT TO SPEAK MY MIND
WE SPEND OUR TIME TRYING TO KEEP FROM STEPPING OVER THE LINE
BUT WHAT’S ON THE OTHER SIDE? DON’T WANT TO OFFEND YOU, I’M NOT A PICTURE PERFECT GUY
AND I DON’T KNOW WHY
BUT IF YOU BEFRIEND ME, I’LL NEVER SAY GOODBYE
I CAN SEE YOU IN THE PALE MOONLIGHT
I CAN FEEL YOU IN AND OUT OF SIGHT
CAN I BE WITH YOU MORNING, DAY AND NIGHT? OPEN UP YOUR MIND TO ALL THE WONDERFUL SURPRISES
IN YOUR LIFE (OPEN UP YOUR LIFE)
I KNOW HOW YOU FEEL, I’M NOT HERE TO COMPLICATE YOUR LIFE

only lonely people MIGHT IT BE TOMORROW WHEN I SEE YOU WITH MY EYES? I TELL YOU I’M LONELY, BUT I CAN’T SAY A WORD ABOUT YOU
I REMEMBER SPRINGTIME, REMEMBER YOU STANDING THERE
ALL THE MOUNTAINS IN MORNING, I’LL BE WAITING FOR YOU
ONLY LONELY PEOPLE COME TO MY MIND
WHEN I THINK OF YOU AND I AND I HOPE THAT I MIGHT FIND YOU
ONLY LONELY PEOPLE FILL MY NIGHT TIME
WHEN I DREAM OF YOU AND I AND THE MEMORIES THAT SURROUND YOU
IT MAKES ME WONDER WHAT IT IS THAT KEEPS US APART
TELL ME YOU UNDERSTAND WHY I’M HERE WAITING FOR YOU
I KNOW THE REASON, I CAN TELL YOU, YOU’RE MY BEST FRIEND
IN L A OR NEW YORK CITY, I JUST WANT TO GO HOME
I’VE GOT THE ANSWER, I’LL KEEP THE RAIN OFF YOUR SHOULDERS
NO PICKET FENCES BUT PLEASE DON’T SEND ME TO MY KNEES
NOBODY KNOWS US, NOT WHERE WE’RE GOING IN THE CITY
CAN’T WAIT FOR SUMMER, NOT WHILE I’M OLD ENOUGH TO DREAM
ONLY LONELY PEOPLE FILL MY HEAD WHEN I THINK OF
WHAT YOU SAID AND I HOPE THAT I MIGHT FIND YOU

the thrill I CAN'T STOP THINKING ‘BOUT YOU, IT’S BEEN SO LONG NOW
I KEEP YOUR PICTURE NEAR THE WINDOW
WHERE I CAN’T TAKE IT DOWN
GOT A LETTER IN MY POCKET, SHOULD’VE MAILED IT TODAY
I SHOULD JUST TELL THAT LITTLE GIRL WHAT I’M TRYING TO SAY
INSTEAD I’LL PACK UP MY SUITCASE, GET IN MY CAR
DRIVE UNTIL MORNING (BUT I NEVER GET FAR) SOONER OR LATER I’M BOUND TO COME BACK
I’VE GOT TO BE WHERE THE THRILL IS AT

I TOOK A LITTLE JOB SO I COULD PASS THE TIME
I’M SICK AND TIRED OF STANDING IN THE UNEMPLOYMENT LINE
I SHOULD JUST SETTLE IN THIS NEW LIFE, BE A FAMILY MAN
ACCEPT ALL THAT I HAVE AND TRY TO UNDERSTAND
I MIGHT JUST BE A PRISONER IN THIS OLD WORLD
I’VE BEEN CAPTURED BY THE SPELL YOU’VE CAST UPON ME
I NEED A LONG AND HOT VACATION DOWN IN NEW ORLEANS
LONG ENOUGH TO FIGURE OUT WHAT IT ALL MEANS

scissors to stone UNDER THE STREETLIGHT, I SEE YOU WALK ON BY
WATCHING THE MOONLIGHT IN MY EYES
I KNOW YOU’RE WAITING, I HEAR YOU CRY IN THE NIGHT
ALWAYS IT’S TOO LATE FOR YOUR LOVE
HERE I AM, WITH YOU ON THE WEEKEND
HERE I AM, DRIVING YOU HOME
WHY’VE YOU BEEN CUTTING ME TO PIECES? HERE WE ARE, LIKE SCISSORS TO STONE
I’VE GOT YOUR NUMBER, I KNOW YOUR VOICE ON THE PHONE
I WANT YOUR EMOTIONS FOR MY OWN
I’VE GOT THE FEVER, I KNOW THE HEAT IS ON
BUT ONE MORE MINUTE WITH YOU, GIRL,  AND YOU’RE GONE
WE TALK IT OUT, BUT I ALWAYS GET
CUT OUT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE CONVERSATION
I TURN BACK, SET MYSELF TO NOT GET BURNED THIS TIME
NO SOUND BUT THE SILVER MOON
SATELLITE TRAILS AND CONSTELLATIONS, SILENCE
I’VE GOT THE FEVER, SCISSORS TO STONE (CUT ME UP)

seagulls in the sky RONNIE MY FRIEND, WHEN I GET HOME AND TOAST MY BREAD
HEAT MY CHILI UP ON THE STOVE, BANG BANG, YOU’RE DEAD
RONNIE, MY LIFE TOOK A FEW TURNS, SORT OF JACKKNIFED
PLAY MY GUITAR IN THE DARK, STARING AT THE AFTERLIFE
3 IN THE MORNING, LAFAYETTE IN THE HEADLIGHTS
BUT EXIT 91 IS CLOSED
STEVIE MY FRIEND, I’M SITTING AT THE SAME CROSSROADS AGAIN
THINK ABOUT GOING LEFT OR RIGHT (SHOULD I TURN BACK INSTEAD?) STEVIE, YOU SAID YOU’D GIVE ME THE NERVE TO CLEAR MY HEAD
BUT I STUMBLE AROUND THIS TOWN, MY SOUL UNDERFED
4 IN THE MORNING, LAREDO IS SOUND ASLEEP
AND I NEED GASOLINE AGAIN

TAKE ME IN, BRUSH MY HAIR
PATCH MY GREEN JEANS AND UNDERWEAR
SOAK MY HEAD IN WHISKEY AND GIN
BURN MY ROADMAPS, WASH AWAY MY SIN
MAYBE I’M WRONG, WHAT IF I’M RIGHT? DOES IT WRECK THIS SONG? LAY MY HEAD UPON THE RAILS, WIND SO STRONG
ALL THESE YEARS I WANTED TO FLY THROUGH MY FEARS
BUT SEAGULLS IN THE SKY ALWAYS SEEM TO DISAPPEAR
3 IN THE MORNING, LAFAYETTE IN THE HEADLIGHTS
EXIT 91 IS CLOSED
4 IN THE MORNING, LAREDO IS SOUND ASLEEP
I NEED GASOLINE AGAIN
5 IN THE MORNING, IDIOTS ON THE RADIO
AND MY COFFEE’S COLD
PICK ME UP, WHISPER MY NAME
TAKE AWAY THIS HIGHWAY, TAKE AWAY MY PAIN
TAKE AWAY MY SHAME

backseat of my car SHE WENT DOWN IN THE BACKSEAT OF MY CAR
SHE WENT DOWN IN THE BACKSEAT OF MY CAR
SHE LOOKED UP WITH A GIRLISH SMILE
CAME OUT JUST LIKE A WOMAN
SHE WENT DOWN IN THE BACKSEAT OF MY CAR
SHE SAT UP IN THE FRONT ROW OF MY DREAMS
SHE REACHED OUT TO TOUCH HER FIELD OF DREAMS
SHE CAN’T SEE THE SCOREBOARD ANY MORE
THAN SHE CAN SEE HER REFLECTION
SHE SAT UP IN THE FRONT ROW OF MY DREAMS
SHE DON’T EVEN KNOW ME
BUT SHE KNOWS HOW TO SURVIVE
SHE DON’T SEEM TO KNOW THAT IT TAKES SOME TIME
SHE WENT DOWN IN THE BACKSEAT OF MY CAR
NOW I GOT A WORLD OF TROUBLE ON MY MIND
CAN’T TAKE ADVANTAGE HANGING AROUND THIS TOWN
I GOT A DOUBLEWIDE BY MY SIDE
ALL I CAN MANAGE IS TO RUN OR DROWN
ROUND, ROUND, I GET THIS FEELING
GOING DOWN, DOWN, I SHOULD BE KNEELING
FACE THE BROWN GOWN AT THE ALTAR
POUNDED DOWN, DOWN, AND THEN I FALTER
I CAN’T CATCH MY BREATH (THAT’S WHY I LEFT) SHE CALLS MY NAME
THE ECHOES RING AND HAUNT MY BRAIN
WE SAT OUT AT THE CORNER OF 3RD AND JAMES
SHE CRAWLED OUT AT THE CORNER OF 3RD AND JAMES
SHE LOOKED UP, THE SKY WAS OVERCAST
AS I TURNED OVER THE ENGINE
SHE CRAWLED OUT AT THE CORNER OF 3RD AND JAMES
RIGHT THERE IN THE BACKSEAT OF MY CAR

All songs written by Greg Bartlett
and published by PearLuna Music

a2003 PearLuna Music/ASCAP

RM
R0

93
   

   
   

   
  g

re
g 

ba
rt

le
tt

   
   

 li
vi
ng

 i
n 

m
ex

ic
o

All songs written by Greg Bartlett
a 2003 PearLuna Music/ASCAP


