Highway 61
Suspicious eyes that cut through dirt 
He’ll see you and he’ll say it first 

Double back the old pretender 

Nothing that he can remember 

Bullshit me now, see here young boy 

He’ll be acting soft real coy

To get you hooked, to reel you in 

And then he makes you dance your skin 

Shoot the bullets at your feet 

Like a western on the street 

Hot potato in your hands 

Are you going to grandstand? 

Tired of what has been said 

And the crickets in his head 

Only serve to emphasise 

The broadness of the open skies 
Weariness, his weary eyes 

Like nothing can be a surprise 
Makes me want to wrap him up 

So that he can feel my love 

Abandoned roots of an abandoned tree

Blowing through a reverie 

Creaking ground and falling might 

I don’t have the will to fight 

