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ELECTION SPECIAL

1. Mutt Romney Blues

2. Brother Is Gone

3. The Wall Street Part Of Town 

4. Guantanamo

5. Cold Cold Feeling

6. Going To Tampa

7. Kool-Aid

8. The 90 And The 9 

9. Take Your Hands Off It

Mutt Romney Blues

Boss Mitt Romney went for a ride 

Pulled up on the highway side

Tied me down up on the roof 

Boss I hollered woof woof woof

It don’t look right don’t seem right 

Hot in the day cold all night

Where I’m goin’ I just don’t know 

Po’ dog got to bottle up and go 

He had to ride sho nuff ride 

Po’ dog really had to ride

Not in front neither in back 

Up on the roof like a cotton sack

Bottle up and go sho nuff go 

Po’ dog had to bottle up and go

Ol’ massa boss cut me down 

I won’t spread the story ’round

All the plans and schemes you got in mind 

They’d think I was lyin’

And the mean things you tryin’ to do 

I won’t blow the whistle on you

Take me down from this roof 

Please massa boss woof woof woof

Travelin’ wrong sho nuff wrong 

Po’ dog was travelin’ wrong

Not in front neither in back 

Up on the roof like a cotton sack

Bottle up and go sho nuff go 

Po’ dog had to bottle up and go

Bottle up and go sho nuff go 

Dog got to bottle up and go

Brother Is Gone 

We met old Satan down where two roads cross

Just me and brother Davy by my side

It was in the prairie town of Wichita

We shook hands with Satan on a deal that night

You will be exalted in the evil works of men

High power rollin’ over land and sea

But some dark night I’ll be coming ’round again 

And take one of you down back to hell with me

Oil spills and cancer towns was our stepping stones

Immigration bills and foreclosure homes

States’ rights we proclaimed 

Like in the good old Jim Crow days

Our highest aim was to take your vote away

Now brother is gone brother is gone

Brother is gone little brother is gone

When I woke up this morning he was gone

His bed was made there’s his Bible too

Did he have time to put on his travelin’ shoes

Brother is gone little brother is gone

The Wall Street Part of Town

I’m walking if it takes all night 

I’m hoping we can make things right

I’m looking for the Wall Street part of town

I’m standing in the pouring rain

Trying to throw off my chains

I’m looking for the Wall Street part of town

I’m in trouble again but this time I’m not the only one

I was hurting before but this time I’m not a lonely one

Divide and rule that’s always been their plan

We’re in trouble again but this time we’ve got friends

So I’ll keep walking if it takes all night 

Hoping we can make things right

I’m looking for the Wall Street part of town

They believed their evil deeds would never fail

They had you and me swinging by the tail

Look who’s swinging now what’s that sound I hear

A mighty wind whistling past their ears

So I’ll keep walking if it takes all night

Hoping we can make things right

I’m looking for the Wall Street part of town

I feel like shaking a hand

I’m ready to take my stand

’Cause I’m walking toward the Wall Street part of town

Guantanamo

Never missed your water till your well ran dry

Never missed your baby till she said goodbye

Never trod the righteous path till it was gone 

Never missed your soul till you left it down

In Guantanamo Guantanamo Guantanamo

You can’t come back from Guantanamo 

We climbed out of the mud and slime

We thought about it and wondered why

Later on we made a real round wheel

Composed a song with a real good feel

Buddha and Jesus laid it on the line 

But we took a wrong turn with a bigot mind

Your god is dead better try mine

I’m telling you for the last time


Guantanamo no place to play


Guantanamo you best keep away


Guantanamo what would Jesus say


Can’t come home from Guantanamo

Cold Cold Feeling

I walked up and down the White House 

Till I wore the leather out from under my shoes

I didn’t have nothing but the cold cold President blues

If you never been President then you don’t know how it feels

These stray dog Republicans always snappin’ at my heels

The Supreme Court is contaminated 

Everything they do is wrong

They have messed up voting rights 

And I know their wig is gone

I got a cold cold feeling 

We got Jim Crow coming ’round once more

If they resegregate the White House 

I’ll have to go in through the kitchen door 

It’s a downright rotten low-down dirty shame

The way these tea head Republicans are treating me 

I swear I’m not to blame

Cold cold feeling ’cause everything is going on wrong

Going To Tampa

Goodbye my honey farewell my baby 

Don’t look for me around convention time

I’m bound for Tampa in the great state of Florida 

To see some distinguished friends of mine

Mitt and Rick and Newt the pep boys 

Those jolly right in step boys

To the highest bidder each will guarantee

I’ll give all my money if Sarah Palin calls me honey 

And shakes the peaches on my tree


I’m goin’ to Tampa in the morning


Got my credentials in my overalls


I can’t take you with me little darlin’ 


I’m goin’ down to get my ashes hauled

Here’s a proposition to entertain a motion

Bring back Willie Horton to us now

We’ll spook the congregation and petrify the nation

And blame the folks from Mexico somehow

Let me introduce a man you all know well

He can play a very important role 

States’ rights is his game Jim Crow is his name

Jim’s our little ace in the hole


Going to Tampa in the morning


The saints of latter days will heed the call


We’ll shout hallelujah in the evening


I’m goin’ down to get my ashes hauled

NRA woman told the Tea Party man 

Gonna make love to you with a gun in my hand

Tea Party man said that’s all right 

Got a smoking bomb under my pillow at night


We’re all goin’ to Tampa in the morning


Honey will you miss me when I’m gone


I hope you packed my old bed sheet


I’m goin’ down to get my ashes hauled

Kool-Aid

When I’m near to you I’m nearly poor and that’s new to me

You built me up then you brought me down secretly

I was for you body and soul now I’m trapped in a deep hole

Kool-Aid I drank the Kool-Aid

You said the poor were closing in and I had to leave

War on them was a righteous thing and I believed

With my gun I took a stand against black, brown, yellow and tan

Kool-Aid I drank your Kool-Aid

But the day came when I found my little job was gone

Now how’m I supposed to tell my little wife at home

She thinks you will make everything all right

But she’s over there asleep and I’m smoking 

menthol cigarettes all night

Kool-Aid all ’round my brain 

What shall I do help me please I can’t change

I have no hope I could be wrong 

But all I got is just about gone

Kool-Aid I drank your Kool-Aid

Kool-Aid I drank all your Kool-Aid

The 90 And The 9 

When the train left the station my baby sat there cryin’ 

Sayin’ why we got to go daddy down to Charlotte town 

The road is long and the way is hard 

It’s so peaceful in our own backyard 

So why we got to go daddy why we goin’ to go 

Just give me one good reason why we got to go

I said honey you ain’t read your little history book 

Better dust it off and take another look

If the Democrats don’t make it then I’ll have myself to blame 

If we don’t raise some sand then our votes might slip away 

And our civil rights and our equal pay 

And then it’s too bad Jim for the 90 and 9


This may be the last time I don’t know 


I don’t know I don’t know 


This may be the last time I don’t know 


It may be the last time for the 90 and the 9

They promised war was done but peace didn’t declare 

Our young folks are still going there 

I didn’t raise our child to go to war this time 

Honey they’re just shooting at the 90 and the 9

I can’t understand when we’re losin’ jobs 

Why they go jackin’ up the price on gas

When the moment’s right the price will fall on time 

Honey they’re just jackin’ with the 90 and 9

Yonder comes a brother on his way from town 

Let’s make his acquaintance and then we’ll sit right down 

Sayin’ how goes the battle what news do you hear 

What’s the circumstances for working folks ’round here 

Let’s have a cup of coffee spend a pleasant time 

We’re all paid-up members of the 90 and the 9


This may be the last time I don’t know 


I don’t know but I could be wrong 


I wonder what would brother Pete say 


I hope it’s not the last time for the 90 and the 9

Take Your Hands Off It

Get your dirty hands off my Constitution now 

It was written down you can’t tear it down

Hear me talking to you buddy I swear it’s true

Take your hands off it you know it don’t belong to you

Get your greasy hands off my Bill of Rights 

It was written right you can’t make it wrong

You can’t stop me singing this true lonesome song

Take your hands off it you know it don’t belong to you

Get your greasy stinking hands off my voting rights

I’ll vote how I please I’ll vote how I choose

You can spend your money but in the end you’re bound to lose

Can’t Jim Crow down my vote ’cause you know it don’t belong to you

Get your greedy hands off the unions now

With your sweatshop kids in foreign distant lands

They might be locked down but the world is watching too

That’s our sisters and brothers you know they don’t belong to you

What’s your sanctimonious hands doin’ in my reproductive rights

Get them out of there that’s none of your affair

You don’t speak for God you know he don’t belong to you

You ain’t talking to him you know he don’t belong to you

Get your bloody hands off the peoples of the world

And your war machine and your corporation thieves

That lets you keep your job and pays your dirty salary 

Take your hands off us you know we don’t belong to you
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