About You 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle 
8/15/2004
Tell me your life story. 

Name everywhere you’ve been.

Specify the details. 

Give me the full description.

Let me hear your secrets. 

Reveal your inner thoughts.

Share all your beauty with me 

every minute of every hour.

I want to spend all my time with you

so you can teach me all there is to know 

about you! I’m crazy about you! Crazy ‘bout you!

I want to sense your emotions. 

I want to taste your soul.

I want to feel your moods. 

I want to go where you want to go.

So tell me where you’re headed; 

what direction that you chose 

I’ll do whatever you ask of me, 

share your purpose and your goals.

I want to spend all my time with you 

So you can teach me all there is to know 

about you! I’m crazy about you! Crazy ‘bout you!

I plead with you to hear my call.

I need your cushion to break my fall.

I have fallen completely.

Come on baby show me some small sign.

I promise you I’ll give you time 

to fall in love with me

I’ll name my former girlfriends. 

Reveal all my secret sins.

It’s time for full disclosure, 

you need to hear about everything. 

You can have my possessions if they’ll bring you happiness.

I can’t live without you, I truly am obsessed.

I want to spend all my time with you 

So you can teach me all there is to know 

about you! I’m crazy about you! Crazy ‘bout you!

I plead with you to hear my call.

I need your cushion to break my fall.

I have fallen completely.

Come on baby show me some small sign.

I promise you I’ll give you time 

to fall in love with me.

The Answer Is Yes

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

11/27/2003
Tell me why do women ask if you love them, 

when they know your love is true.

And why do they ask if you miss them, 

even when they’re still with you?

It shows their need for love and affection

and not a loss of confidence.

To me it seems a little bit silly but 

that’s the price that men should expect

Would it help for us to say that we love them? 

The answer is yes!

Tell me why do women ask if they look nice, 

when they know we can’t say No.

And why ask if we look at other women, 

if they don’t really want to know?

It shows their need for love and attention, 

it doesn’t need to make any sense.

To me it seems a little bit silly but 

that’s the price that men can’t reject.

Would it help for us to say that we love them? 

You know the answer.

You know the answer. 

You know the answer. 

You know the answer. 

You know the answer.

Some folks claim that women come from Venus 

while men come from Mars.

I know we fight whenever we’re together 

but we can’t seem to stay apart. You see:

women have this need for love and commitment 

while men would rather have sex. 

To me it seems a little bit silly 

but that’s the price that we all accept. 

Would it help for us to say that we love them? 

You know the answer:

The answer is yes! The answer is yes!

The answer is yes! The answer is yes! 

Anybody Seen My Girl 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

 1/8/2005
Has anybody seen my girl? 

She’s got to be, gotta be some where in this world. 

Please hear my prayer.

With long blonde hair and bright blue eyes,

I know for sure, she’ll set my heart on fire.

Has anybody seen my girl? 

She’s got to be, gotta be some where in this world. 

Please hear my prayer.

With emerald eyes and firey red hair, 

she’ll have a passion for life and a penchant to care.

I won’t stop searching cause I know she exists.

I believe I’ll find her if I just persist.

Has anybody seen my girl? 

She’s got to be, gotta be some where in this world. 

Please hear my prayer.

With hazel eyes and dark brown hair,

She’ll bring me more pleasure with each passing year.

I know she’ll love me cause I will insist that

I make her feel special. I’ll be hard, hard to resist.

I’ve got to be, gotta be, gotta be, gotta be with that girl.

Has anybody seen my girl? 

She’s got to be, gotta be some where in this world. 

Please hear my prayer.

With hair and eyes, the color of coal, 

she’ll keep me safe and happy and staying at home. 

I’ll always love her and I will resist 

falling for others and I will promise her this. 

Has anybody seen my girl? 

She’s got to be somewhere in this world. 

Has anybody seen my girl? 

She’s got to be somewhere in this world. 

Has anybody seen my girl? 

She’s got to be somewhere in this world.

Get My Reward 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

8/29/2004
I work five times a week for eight plus hours a day.

Get only two weeks off a year to recharge my battery.

I live day to day and hand to mouth.

I fear eviction at the end of every month.

You know, working for the man, it ain’t no fun.

Got too much to do and always on the run.

But I’ve got no choice; I’ve got to put in my time. 

As a pawn of the system, I must tow the line.

If I’m lucky, I’ll live a long life.

I may not prosper but at least I’ll survive.

I’ll go to work every day and do a good job.

Maybe in the next life I’ll get my reward. 

But, who knows?  Who really knows?

I know I’m nothing special; just like all the rest.

Driving my body on that slow road to death.

One of many in the human race 

who is still full of hope although losing faith.

I know there’s no free lunch; in fact nothing is free. 

There are no sure bets, nor any guarantees. 

I only hope I get to keep what I earn.

I want no special treatment, just what I deserve.

If I’m lucky, I’ll live a long life.

I may not prosper but at least I’ll survive.

I’ll go to work every day and do a good job.

Maybe in the next life I’ll get my reward. 

Hey, I deserve a future that’s bright.

Liberty and happiness are both human rights.

I’m tired and restless and want a full life.

So I’ll keep on working but I’m willing to fight.

Who knows?  Who really knows?

No one said life is easy or said it is fair.

There’s no sense complaining, no one hears or cares.

The more I work, the harder it gets 

to enjoy my life and do my best. 

If I’m lucky, I’ll live a long life.

I may not prosper but at least I’ll survive.

I’ll go to work every day and do a good job.

Maybe in the next life I’ll get my reward. 

If I’m luck-y, I’ll live a long life.

I may not prosper but at least I’ll survive.

I’ll go to work every day and do a good job.

Maybe in the next life I’ll get my reward. 

But, who knows? Who really knows?

Just Remember 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle 

9/11/2002
I don’t ask you to forget the words I said.

I don’t ask forgiveness for the actions I regret.

I just ask you to remember that 

I loved you more than my life.

I know I didn’t always treat you right.

I know we had more than our share of fights.

I just ask you to remember 

we did share many good times.

Just remember I love you 

and I can’t imagine living without you.

I don’t want to rain on your parade. 

But I pray you’ll reconsider the decision that you made. 

And I pray you will remember 

breaking up is so wrong if a love is still strong.

Just remember I love you 

and I can’t imagine living without you.

I can’t promise I will always be kind.

I can’t promise I’ll give you more of my time. 

But I promise I’ll remember 

I felt no greater pain as when I heard your lover’s name.

Just remember I love you 

and I can’t imagine living without you.

Learn To Lie 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

5/19/2003
Women make our lives entertaining. 

We never know what they’re going to do.

I advise you to stay on their good side young man.

If you cross one, heaven help you.

When she asks how she looks, just say “pretty”. 

Tell her she’s smart and desirable.

Never mention weight or wrinkles to a girl. 

If you do, your life will be hell.

Men have only one lesson to learn. 

Been true since the day we were born.

In the life-long battle of the sexes, 

the women have al-ways won!

So forget about winnin’ young man, 

just learn to survive. Learn to keep quiet and learn to lie.

I hear there’s a Russian proverb 

that’s guaranteed to make your marriage thrive.

When a husband’s wrong, he should admit it 

and keep quiet when ever he’s right.

If she thinks it, a girl’s going to say it. 

There’s no way she can hold her tongue.

If you think it, you better keep quiet young man.

If you don’t, be prepared to run.

Men have only one lesson to learn. 

Been true since the day we were born.

In the life-long battle of the sexes, 

the women have al-ways won!

So forget about winnin’ young man, 

just learn to survive. Learn to keep quiet and learn to lie.

There’s only one rule in the battle we wage 

that you better not violate.

Since there’ll be few woman who’ll tickle your heart, 

you can’t afford to hesitate.

So make your move with confidence, 

you must always make a choice.

For as bad as it is to lie and hold your tongue, 

being alone is a whole lot worse.

Men have only one lesson to learn. 

Been true since the day we were born.

In the life-long battle of the sexes, 

the women have al-ways won!

So forget about winnin’ young man, 

just learn to survive. Learn to keep quiet and learn to lie.

if you wanna survive, you better learn to lie.

if you wanna survive, you better learn to lie.

Love me as I am 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

8/4/2004

Tell me that you love me and I’ll be yours for evermore.

Tell me that you need me and I’ll be waiting at your door. 

Please tell me no lies. There’s no need for alibis.

You either love me as I am or you don’t. 

You can have all my money, just don’t waste all my time.

Take anything else you want but don’t play games with my mind. 

Please tell me no lies. There’s no need for alibis.

You either love me as I am or you don’t.

From the first moment I saw you, I wanted you at my side.

And every minute that I spend with you makes me want all your time. 

If ever you’re in danger, I’ll help any way I can.

If your health should fail you, I’ll be your medicine.

Please tell me no lies. There’s no need for alibis.

You either love me as I am or you don’t.

If you got lost in the wilderness, I’d gladly follow you in.

If your boat was becalmed in the middle of a lake, I’d blow you a good strong wind.

Please tell me no lies. There’s no need for alibis.

You either love me as I am or you don’t.

From the first moment I saw you, I wanted you at my side.

And every minute that I spend with you makes me want all your time.

My good days are better now cause I’m blessed with thoughts of you.

I can face the worst of times. You help me make it through.

Please tell me no lies. There’s no need for alibis.

You either love me as I am or you don’t.

Tell me that you love me and I’ll be yours for evermore.

Tell me that you need me and I’ll be waiting at your door. 

Please tell me no lies. There’s no need for alibis.

You either love me as I am or you don’t.

The Rising Tide 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle 

6/11/2005
A broken gate, a rusted wheel, 

that’s how my baby made me feel

when she said goodbye to me.

I don’t know what I did wrong. 

Perhaps we were just together too long.

I know even good things must come to an end.

I don’t know if there’s anymore to say.

I don’t know what else to do.

I pray my stars will realign

and my spirit will lift with the rising tide.

You might know what I’m going through;

If not, don’t walk these my shoes. 

This is a lesson I hope you’ll never learn. 

You see me now in my darkest hour 

smelling only funeral flowers.

It’s hard to believe I’ll ever smile again.

I don’t know if there’s anymore to say.

I don’t know what else to do.

I pray my stars will realign 

and my spirit will lift with the rising tide.

Birds sang! The sun shined! We enjoyed a very good life!  

Trouble seldom stopped at our door.

We danced! We played! Nothing ever got in our way!

Together we lived the good old days.

Dealing with this loneliness 

isn’t one of my great strengths.

So I’m glad we’ve had this chance to talk.

I don’t know what I would do, if I didn’t have friends like you

who were willing to make the time for me.

I don’t know if there’s anymore to say.

I don’t know what else to do.

I pray my stars will realign

and my spirit will lift with the rising tide,

and my spirit will lift with the rising tide.

Shadow of the Bomb 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

2/2/2

002
I used to be a puzzle especially to my younger friends.

My actions and my thoughts never made much sense to them.

My explanation was simple. I blamed it on the bomb.

While I was never near one, it affected all I've ever done.

The bomb was so consuming as a kid I had a plan

for what I'd do in the time it'd take for Red Rockets to reach our land.

This viewpoint wasn't crazy. You need to understand.

I could’ve known the people who dropped the big one on Japan.

I grew up in the shadow of the bomb.

Talk about your troubles, it affected everyone.

I practiced running for shelter and hiding in my basement,

put up food and water; learned to say my final prayers.

In my youth I tried drugs and religions from the East;

Toyed with meditation, sought free love, and pleaded peace.

I danced and drank my nights away while waiting for the bombs to fall.

While everything always meant something, nothing mattered much at all.

Through the years I'd begun to cope much better with my fears

as the risk of bombs seemed less when the Red threat disappeared.

Now I feel like a fool having dreamt that the violence would stop. 

My dreams again are nightmares. I wait for bombs to drop. You know:

I grew up in the shadow of the bomb.

It nurtured me on terror, colored every thing I’ve done.

I learned to make preparations for living underground

To ensure my own survival if bombs came raining down.

I grew up in the shadow of the bomb.

It nurtured me on terror, colored every thing I’ve done.

So while many are new to darkness, I’m comfortable with clouds.

Still I pray for no reminders that bombs are all around.

Stuck in Iraq
Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle 

1/16/2005
Sitting with some buddies, we were all drinking beer

and watching the game, it was that time of year.

We were talking ‘bout nothing just fooling around

when this soldier stood up and brought us all down.  He said:

“Even soldiers from the blue states bleed red.

There are many more injured than dead. 

We shouldn’t still be there, but can’t turn our backs.

We won the damn war, but we’re stuck in Iraq!” 

Now it was less a mistake than a crime. To undo what we did will take time. 

They’ll never forget us; they’ll hate even more 

and we thought their freedom was worth waging this war.  He said:

“Even soldiers from the blue states bleed red.

There are many more injured than dead. 

We shouldn’t still be there, but can’t turn our backs.

We won the damn war, but we’re stuck in Iraq!”
I ask: Should our boys go to foreign soil to fight for rich guys who profit from oil?

These times are troubled bad stuff’s going down. 

Seems evil is winning the Lord’s letting us down.  He said:

“Even soldiers from the blue states bleed red.

There are many more injured than dead. 

We shouldn’t still be there, but can’t turn our backs.

We won the damn war, but we’re stuck in Iraq!”
Ah, the game wasn’t fun any more.

While we all kept watching, no one knew the score.

We just sat there in silence drinking warm beer,

praying for peace while holding back tears.  We knew:

Soldiers from all states bleed red. 

There were many more injured than dead. 

They didn’t find the weapons that launched our attack. 

Still our soldiers were dying in this war in Iraq.

Still our soldiers were dying in this damn war in Iraq.

Their Numbers 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

2/2/2002
When the leaves have all fallen and temperatures start dropping, 

our leaders call us to help. 

They beg coats and blankets, our help with a banquet, 

for the people who live on the streets.

They make me feel so bad; make me feel very sad. 

Although there have always been men 

who’ve lived on the streets with no shoes on their feet,

now their numbers are growing again.

Why do they do this, and yes some do choose it. 

They shun our appeals, shut us out.

They seek isolation, to our great frustration.

We must find a way to give help.

They make me feel so bad; make me feel very sad. 

And now I see young women,

who live on the streets, huddle on grates for heat, 

and their numbers are growing again. 

So, please help me help them. 

We’ve got to make them understand. 

I know we can make a difference, if everyone will lend a hand.

I wish I could help them: provide food, warmth, and shelter. 

It would do good for them and for me.

I don’t understand them but will honor their decisions 

to live on the streets and be free.

They make me feel so bad; make me feel very sad. 

I ‘m mad now to see some children, 

who live on the streets, pick trash so they can eat, 

and their numbers are growing again.

So, please help me help them. 

We’ve got to make them understand.

I know we can make a difference, if everyone will lend a hand.

They make me feel so bad; make me feel very sad.  

It’s not right for any human, 

to live on the streets, have too little to eat, 

and their numbers are growing again.

So, please help me help them. 

We’ve got to make them understand.

I know we can make a difference, if everyone will lend a hand.

Too Many Questions 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle 

5/15/2004
Too many options and too much choice. 

What star should you use to guide your life?

Do you feel too free too much of the time? 

Got too many questions on your mind?

Do you wish you had a crystal ball 

so you’d know in advance where the pins will fall?

But no one knows when the moment is right

to cash in the chips and call it a night.

I don’t know what you should do 

but I know this question will be answered by you. 

I have faith in you!

So don’t ask how you’ll know if love’s so true

you can end your search for that special girl.

Or if you should move or if you should stay 

or keep your job or fix your resume?

Hit the road and say goodbye or how’s a young man supposed to decide?

Any one can give their advice, 

only time will tell if they’re wrong or right. 

I don’t know what you should do 

but I know this question will be answered by you. I have faith in you!

I see you’re struggling to decide what to do. 

I know you’re feeling a bit dazed & confused.

But you need to wakeup and get back in touch. 

It’s time to see life like an optimist,

like a gambler who’s blessed with luck.

Hell! You’re just a boy who’s fallen in love.

People seem to think you’re supposed to know 

what you’re going to do when you get old.

That’s a view I’ve never understood 

cause so few plans turn out to be good.

Life could be a series of mistakes

but you can’t seek the comfort of yesterday.

No one knows what you should do, 

there are no magic words or secret clues. 

And I don’t know what you should do 

but I know this question will be answered by you. 

Hell, I don’t know what you should do.

But I know this question will be answered by you.

But I know this question will be answered by you.

But I know this question will be answered by you.

I have faith in you!

You’re Magic 

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle

9/18/2004
I see you in my dreams

and I want those dreams to come true.

I want you day and night

so you can turn my darkness in to light.

With you walking by my side,

you make my bad times seem all right 

cause you’re magic! You’re magic!

And if you’ll believe in me,

I think you’ll set my demons free 

cause you’re magic! You’re magic!

I want to earn your love

and I want that love to endure.

I want you in my life 

so you can turn my wrongs in to rights.

Put the smoke and mirrors away.

You can afford to play it straight 

cause you’re magic! You’re magic!

Forget the tricks and break your wand.

You don’t need any chants or charms 

cause you’re magic! You’re magic!

You pulled my rabbit from your hat and

read my cards as though the deck was stacked.

You took my heart without sleight of hand 

and captured my soul without illusions.

I have fallen under your spell.

I sense the supernatural.

Finding you was just my good fortune. 

I don’t recall drinking your love potions.

I’m seldom fooled by magicians.

I don’t believe in superstitions, 

but you’re magic! You’re magic!

I don’t feel like I’ve been cursed.

I don’t believe in witchcraft, 

but you’re magic! You’re magic!

You pulled my rabbit from your hat and

read my cards as though the deck was stacked. 

You took my heart without sleight of hand 

and captured my soul without illusions.

I’m seldom fooled by magicians.

I don’t believe in superstitions, 

but you’re magic! You’re magic!

I don’t feel like I’ve been cursed.

I don’t believe in witchcraft,

but you’re magic! You’re magic!
