The Road To Baidoa

Words and Music by
Geoffrey Raines
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ccusing eyes will lend co- lor to the | whitewash of arc-lights
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S0 long for word to come home
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Other Verses:

T remember holding you as the flares went down and tracers cut the sky
While sirens sang in some small town, I sang for you and I

Cut to the field, cut to the home town, cut to the man in the street
Show me the sky from the bird's eye, give me the front row seat

With the evening gone and the siren's song dropping into the night
I walked home late in a cold night air, in the dark of the parking ot lights
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