
A Gambler’s Life 
 
A gambler’s life is what I lead 
Tractor rides in the black dirt sea 
Throw the dice, then pray for rain 
When the floods beat down, throw the dice again 
 
Play your cards close to the vest 
Pick a crop with a gambler’s guess 
Lay your money down, throw in the deed 
But the ace is up the banker’s sleeve 
  
 This ain’t no way to live your life 
 It can break your heart, take your last dime 
 It’s the only way of life I know 
 So I’ll give the dice another throw 
 
The dust kicks up and the well runs dry 
There ain’t no rain in a cloudless sky 
But every spring you plant your fields 
You start gamblin’ hard, cut the cards and deal 
 
Too many things you can’t control 
You can lose the farm on a single roll 
So you pray to hold on and you must depend 
On the good Lord’s love and your gamblin’ friends 
  
 Chorus 
 
When the fields dry up, throw the dice again 
When the wheat turns gold, throw the dice again 
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Standing in the Quicksand 
 
She stares out the window 
Sees the traffic flowing steady 
As the child that she wanted 
Eats a plant and she’s ready 
For the wicked witch to come 
And tear the costume off her 
And send her back to somewhere she calls home 
 
Cab fare is paid for 
By the county welfare hand 
She drags the screaming wonder 
One that others understand 
To the smelly backseat 
And the stinky old room 
Her hair’s a mess that used to look so grand 
 
 She played her cards too soon 
 Placed a bet on the moon 
 When the daybreak was just around the bend 
 She fell into a lie 
 Now no one looks her in the eye 
 She’s still standing in the quicksand 
 
The cat is on the table 
The food is on the floor 
Her TV friends are screaming 
Of the prizes in their store 
And she’d give them her last dime 
If they’d really let her in 
 
 Chorus 
 
Her boyfriend said he loved her 
That was just before he left 
She cries and swears 
And crushes out her cigarette 
 
 Chorus 
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It’ll Still Be You 
 
Morning paper and a coffee cup 
Sit around and watch the sun come up 
Then back to bed for some morning love 
That’s what we wanted to do 
 
Alarm went off, well, we should’ve known 
The sun will have to rise all alone 
We’re still asleep, but in my dreams I know 
It’ll still be you 
 
 It’ll still be you next to me 
 It’ll still be me eeping your company 
 Late at night and in the morning, too 
 It’ll still be you 
 
You go your way and I’ll go mine 
We’ll meet back here at suppertime 
We’ll light some candles and drink some wine 
Watch the evening news 
 
We’ll read the paper like we meant to 
Rock away and hum our favorite tune 
Oh baby, God willing, when we’re ninety-two 
It’ll still be you 
 
 Chorus 
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Self-Made Man 
 
Ride the range with my six-guns a-blazin’ 
Reins in my teeth to free both hands 
Reckless and ruthless, I ask questions later 
When the smoke clears I’m gonna’ own this land 
 
Rode into town with nothing but my saddle 
Nobody here ever heard about me 
Teller said “Good morning, sir, how may I help you?” 
“Put the money in the bag and get down on your knees!” 
 
 I’m a self-made man 
 The circle’s been broken 
 I learned my lesson in reality 
 Don’t read me your bible 
 Don’t give me a token of your love 
 I want you money and I’ll take what I need 
 
Burn my bridges just as soon as I can cross them 
Good men, bad men, they’re all the same to me 
Keep my eyes wide open for any double-crossers 
Keep my back to the bar when I drink my whiskey 
 
 Chorus 
 
Promises made are made to be broken 
Learn to the bend the truth when you look them in the eye 
You get what you deserve if you believe in law and order 
Honest men do, and honest men die 
 
 Chorus 
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Old Love 
 
 We’ve got an old love 
 One we never will get tired of 
 One that fits us like an old glove 
 One to warm the winter days 
 We don’t have to say “I love you” 
 Quite as often as we used to 
 Old love just goes without saying 
 But we still say it anyway 
 
I met you beneath the willow 
We were young, a little shy 
We would sit and talk for hours 
Watch the river flowing by 
 
You would laugh at all my stories 
Then at dusk I’d walk you home 
Who’d have guessed we’d walk a lifetime 
Growing up and growing old 
 
 Chorus 
 
We may not leave this town we live in 
Life’s not as easy as we planned 
I always meant to give you diamonds 
But you still wear a plain gold band 
 
But that old river keeps on rollin’ 
And we don’t know just what’s in store 
But in spite of all of this 
I don’t love you like I did 
Oh, I love you so much more 
 
 Chorus 
 
Words and Music by Neal Hagberg and Leandra Peak 
©1992 Uncle Gus Music/BMI 



Another Dead End Romance 
 
It’s a small town, midnight 
Cruisin’ through the traffic light 
He tells me he never lies 
I’m shy, he’s not 
He says “I think your engine’s hot 
Why don’t we take a little ride?” 
Straight to the country 
Pedal’s to the floor 
But warning signs are flashing 
I’ve been down this road before  
  
 It’s another dead end romance 
 The road is flying by 
 My mama always told me 
 I should watch out for his kind 
 But the brakes are out in this ol’ heart 
 And I’m crashing through the signs 
 
Straightaway, burning fast 
He says it’s gonna’ last 
It’s really true love this time 
My hearts in in to overdrive 
Takin’ curves at ninety-five 
Too fast for reading the signs 
The last one flashes by me 
“Danger Up Ahead” 
Turn back while you’ve got the time 
Or you will soon regret 
 
 Chorus 
 
There’s a rap on the window 
Flashlight in our eyes 
“Officer, it’s not my fault 
He took me for a ride…” 
  
 Chorus 
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Hopelessly Square 
 
I’m the kind of guy who wears last year’s fashions 
Wear ‘em proud because I don’t have a clue 
Walkin’ down the street thinking everybody’s watching 
Saying to myself, “You’re a real cool dude” 
 
I went to a party, saw a pretty woman 
She was looking at me, that was perfectly clear 
I collected myself, sauntered up beside her 
Then I said something stupid,she said “I’m outta’ here” 
 
 I’m hopelessly square 
 Way out of tune 
 I dance to the rhythm of December in June 
 Doesn’t anybody have some cool to spare? 
 I just need a little, won’t you have a little pity 
 On this poor boy who’s hopelessly square 
 
When I try to make a point, people think I’m funny 
When I try to be funny, I die on the vine 
I might just be twenty years ahead of my time 
But somehow I get the feeling that I’m twenty behind 
 
 Chorus 
 
So I went to the doctor for help with my affliction 
Maybe a cold pack could cool my mind 
He said, “Now son, there ain’t no curing a case like yours 
You were born square, and square you’ll die, you’re…” 
 
 Chorus 
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The Way We Killed Our Love 
 
I did it to you, you did it to me 
Why we did it at all is a mystery 
We didn’t leave a trace, our friends couldn’t see 
The way we killed our love is still a mystery 
 
 A quick shot in the night 
 Would have been too loud 
 A sharp slash of the knife 
 Would have drawn a crowd 
 Neither one of us 
 Would leave clue behind 
 The way we killed our love 
 The slow poisoning kind 
 
We didn’t call the police, no ambulance came 
When people heard in the streets no on knew what to say 
Private eyes looked for clues, we were the perfect pair 
Oh, but we hid it good, the way we learned not to care 
 
 Chorus 
 
Behind crumbling walls, little curses and lies 
Through echoing halls, whispers of alibis 
A little poison each night builds up over time 
We hardly batted an eye the day our love finally died 
 
 Chorus 
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This Garden Will Grow 
 
Still acts like a kid 
Ninety-two years old 
Coffee brewin’ in December 
To chase away the cold 
She’s planning for spring 
Seed catalog on her lap 
The ground’s been waiting all winter 
Wonderin’ when she’s coming back 
 
Around the first part of May 
With a hoe for a cane 
She sets her sights on the garden 
Right after a rain 
She sows those seeds 
In the muddy ground 
And with just a little lovin’ 
They’ll be bloomin’ in no time at all 
 
 This garden will grow 
 By the love of grandma 
 With her rake and her hoe 
 She’s gonna’ till the land 
 Everybody ‘round here knows 
 She’s tiny, but she stands tall 
 And this garden will grow 
 By grandma’s hand 
 
She gets down on her knees 
Grabs a handful of soil 
Feels it sift through her fingers 
It’s one of life’s greatest joys 
There ain’t much to this ground 
Just some dirt and stones 
She wouldn’t trade it for a gold mine 
The way her flowers grow 
 
 Chorus 
 
And when we part 
I’ll be said, I know 
But I’ll remember her 
I’ll take up my hoe 
 
 Chorus 
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Sweet Memories 
 
Lying beside you here in the dark 
I can’t believe that it’s true 
You’re sleeping soundly, I’m wide awake 
But I’m still dreaming of you 
You’re softly breathing the breath of the night 
The rhythm of ocean and moon 
Each rise and fall brings me closer to home 
Brings me closer to you 
 
 Sweet memories left me lonely 
 Sweet memories left me cold 
 Then you came along and loved me only 
 Now I’ve got a sweet memory I can hold 
 
Deep in my memory there’s someone I loved 
I gave my heart like a fool 
He left a shadow that haunted my dreams 
And kept away anyone new 
I looked so hard to find someone like him 
It would take years ‘til I’d know 
That I’d never find someone like you 
‘Til I let his memory go 
 
 Chorus 
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