Angry Man

Coulda stood up, coulda sat down

Coulda spoken my mind instead o’ turnin’ around

Maybe shoulda waited till the powder dried

Coulda stood firm, coulda taken a side

Coulda stepped forth, coulda held up my hand

Coulda stated my case, coulda taken a stand

But I still walked off with my head held high

And when I looked in the mirror, 

Looked me straight in the eye

And said Don’t count, Count me out
Maybe I fell from grace

Don’t count, Count me out
I’m still here face to face

Don’t count, Count me out
Let the seasons roll

Don’t count, Count me out
Watch my spirit grow

Woulda been wiser if I just backed off

Crossed over the road, said enough is enough

Shoulda never listened to the voice in my head

Shoulda sent my ego for a hike instead

Opened the door, proffered the hand, 

Broken the lance, talked man to man

Dove of peace, olive branch

Are a waste of space to the angry man

Don’t count……

Tried so hard to be so nice

Buttoned my lip and I still think twice

Open face, friendly smile

Met their eyes, talked with style

But I couldn’t walk tall in these squeaky shoes
Pin-strip suit, Dow Jones blues

Maybe I’ve gone and blown it all in hate

But somewhere deep it feels just great

I said……
