
Dirt Don’t Hurt
(T. Shue)
Too many aspects of modern
life are designed to insulate, 
remove us, or even embarrass 
us about our connectedness 
to the earth. This song 
celebrates the connection
and dependence, from the lowly 
slug right up to you and me. 

With mud and water and 
a breath of fresh air
I’m alone in the garden 
with a lion and a bear.
I got my start 
on this big blue 
ball
Knees in the 
dirt 
I learned to 
crawl

Sand in my 
pockets, mud 
on my shirt
It’s down to 
the creek
where the 

dragonflies flirt.
Seems we forgot, 
so let me reassert,
God made dirt, 
and dirt don’t hurt 
at all!

The last child in the 
woods, and the 
rivers and trees
Can’t draw a line 
between the birds 
and the bees.
We lose something 
close to our soul
When we play outside 

remote control.

A bird in the bush 
is worth five 
in the hand
But maybe that’s 
a saying you don’t 
understand.
I like my jewelry 
flying free
On a hummingbird’s neck 
or on a tree.

I’m goin’ organic, 
I’m goin’ green,
Brown, blue, 
and in between
Enjoying God’s activity
Doin’ what comes 
naturally.

From the shovel 
to the 
spoon, it’s 

all direct
So stomach 

and soul 
can reconnect.

I dig for 
treasure, 

I dig the charm
Of life on my 

half acre farm.

I’m Goin’ Home 
(T. Shue)
A lot of gospel/folk repertoire 
was born out of hardship. This 
is reflected in the overwhelming 
number of songs focused on 
heaven. I tried to write a new 
song in an old style that 
addresses those years before we 
die. 

I’m goin’ home;
that’s somethin’ I’ll say.  
I’m goin’ home 
some glorious day,
But I’ve more walkin’ yet 
to do.
Before my days 
be done and through

I’m goin’ home, 
that truth is gold.  
As says the book, 
from days of old. 
But ‘before I go
to work above.  
I’m a stayin’ here 
to work on love.

So many songs 
‘bout being heaven 
bound. 
Not many songs ‘bout 
just stickin’ ‘round?  
‘Bout doing God’s work 
right now and here  
While we walk 
from year to year. 

I’m goin’ home, 
that’s something I’ll say. 
But I must wait, 
must work and pay.  
More days of joy, 
more days of strife 
Found in this 
lonely human life.  

Yes, I’ll go home, 
but that can wait  
I’m here to do more than 
open a gate.  
No, I must walk, work, 
and sometimes run. 
Before I’m home, before 
I’m done.

Floating
(T. Shue)
A song as hypnotic 
as falling in love

I’m floating
Floating high
I’m floating
Floating by
I see you 
From the sky

I’m dreaming
That’s okay. 
I’m dreaming
It’s so cliche
I’m dreaming
Of you today

(Chorus) I seem to 
lose all logic
Puts my mind in 
disarray

How I saw you 
there tomorrow
How I’ll call you 
yesterday
When I’m floating.

I’m walking
Walking by
I’m walking
Walking high
It’s no wonder
No wonder why.

(Chorus)

I’m floating
Floating high
I’m floating
Floating by
I see you
From the sky. 


