BREATHING SPACE AS WELL


Soul Man
words & music Mike Rudd
I was a callow youth I wore Beatle boots

I wore a polo neck skivvy and a hound’s-tooth suit 

I had a wispy beard - I thought it looked so cute

I‘s on a roll, man

I heard that Max and the band were in town 

So I picked up my girlfriend and we headed on down

But I wasn’t prepared for such a mighty sound

He was a soul man

He’s soul man

He’s soul man

He’s soul man

He’s soul man

When he left town he just played rock & roll

(But when he) came back again he played a whole mess of soul

He laid down the groove - he had total control

He’s a soul man

I walked up to him and I said ‘How do you do?’

‘I really like the thing you do, I’d like to do that too’

He spit on the floor and said ‘That’s up to you’

firstjak publishing P/L © 2011
Limbo Man

words Mike Rudd music Daryl Roberts
No man is an island

So how come I find

I’m stuck on this island

Out of sight, out of mind

Didn’t know this would happen

It’s not what I planned

Find my song in a bottle

Send help, Limbo Man.
They arrested my family

Released them on bail

They tortured my brother

They threw him in jail

I moved to my girlfriend’s 

They broke down the door

I climbed out the window

Can’t go there back no more

I got to this island

With nothing to spare

The boat sank off shore

I’m going nowhere

I don’t have no papers

No money, no clothes

Cast my fate to the wind 

And see where it blows

The ocean just dumped me

Out here on this beach

In sight of the mainland

But just out of reach

The officials are cold

And they’ve put up a fence

I’m not going nowhere

It don’t make no sense

Limbo Man (cont.)
If my song in a bottle

Finds some good-looking bitch

I hope she is ready

I hope she is rich

I hope she’s got plenty 

Of gas in the tank

‘Cos there’s more than one reason 

I’m called Limbo Man

firstjak publishing P/L © 2011
Brunswick St (Fitzroy)
words & music Mike Rudd
Have you ever been down to Brunswick St Fitzroy?

It’s a groovy meeting place for every girl and boy 

You can get good coffee there, cappuccino, macchiato too

Long black, flat white, every kind of coffee’s there for you

In Brunswick St Fitzroy

Promenade down Brunswick St it’s the groovy thing to do

On a Friday night or on the weekend that’s what suburban people do

Single mums and dads got custody, their kids are running wild

The pusher man is dealing speed adding substance to their style

In Brunswick St Fitzroy

In Brunswick St Fitzroy

But in an alley way, lying in the shadows

There’s a body lying there, another kid’s body lying there

Eyes stare unseeing at the street

And eventually the medics come

And take the kid away

Just another kid gone down 
Just another kid gone down 

Just another kid gone down 

Just another kid gone down 

In Brunswick St Fitzroy

Another kid gone down

In Brunswick St Fitzroy

In Brunswick St Fitzroy
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Right Into You

words & music Mike Rudd 


Have you heard I’m right into you

Everything that you do

I wanna be there with you

You’re with somebody else I’m catching your eye

And you’re looking back and messin’ with my mind

I talked it over with my best friend last night

And he said what to do

Was to walk right up to you

Shake your hand and introduce myself

And tell you that I’m right into you

I was sitting at the bar when you stood next to me

You were talking to him, but you were staring straight at me 

I had my chance but all I could do

Was tell myself I’m right into you

Have you heard, I’m right into you

Every move that you do

I wanna be there too

I’ll pick my moment take my very next cue

And I’ll tell you that I’m right into you - Oh yeah

Then we’ll see if you’re right into me.
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Don’t Hurt No More
words & music Mike Rudd
I’ve been hurt

This way before
Lick my own blood off the floor 

Don’t feel bad

‘bout what you done 

I will end what we’ve begun

Shed no tears

On my behalf

‘Cos when you’re down I’ll laugh
You may have cause to reflect

Your defection 

Was defect

You may reflect
Shed no tears

On my behalf

‘Cos when you’re down I’ll laugh
I’ve been hurt

This way before
Lick my own blood off the floor 

Don’t hurt no more

Don’t hurt no more
Don’t hurt no more
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