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clutter, mo gin. Then travel and sur
something.

!
But then, a new grandson started off 2016, a

able to get back on track (around more su
still...).

‘Lightened By Love’ is like so many things n in
our lives these days - not what we origina ed, but
full of changes and adjustments; steps fo eps back.

(Sara cules’)

The track list o project is not the one I started out with, but i end, it is one I am
quite happy with. Soeme are original tunes, some covers, and some are traditional songs
that I have been singing since I was very young. I was honored to be able to work with

two new musicians (well, to me!) on this project, and their skills and enthusiasm were

~ greatly appreciated..ﬁ

And now that my project is complete, I'm off - to n#]tip]e places, in multiple directions -
for most of the remainder of the yeaﬁ have a new project in mind already (in mind since
last fall, actually!), and time will tell as to Wben'f finally get it started and completed, or
whether it will turn out to be how I envision it at this moment.

[_ Kinda like my Iz'jé in general...

.

Be well and enjoy wherever the road leads you...
Lorree

[




Musicians:

Lorrie Newman Keating — Guitar, Lead and Harmony Vocals

Ed Stabler — Guitar, Duet Vocal (‘She Always Smelled Like Lilacs')
Stacy Barron Jackson — Bass, Banjo

Danny Ellison — Mandolin, Fiddle

Produced by: Lorrie Newman Keating
Recorded/Mixed by: Gary Laney, Lakeside Recording,
San Angelo, ™
Mastered by: Nick Landis, Terra Nova Digital Audio, Inc.,
Austin, TX

Thanks to Ed, Stacy, Danny, and Gary for a great collaboration!
As always, the greatest thanks goes to my hubby, Bobby K —

I love you for helping to keep my demons at bay and my dreams

alive...
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player since the age of nine - but her v
bands, and with some of the coun
and small, at home and abrc

| Lorrie is a lifelong singer and a g
performed as a solo artist, in duos and

s her primary instrument. She has
leading entertainment shows - in venues

—‘"

Coming back to music as a full-time endeavor
: two), Lorrie is spending more time out on the ro

(To see where her fans are on st
http://www.lor.

ears spent in other careers (the U.S. Army and federal service, to name
building her network of DJs, radio stations, and fans around the globe.
tinents, take a look at the Worldwide Fan Map at

ating.com/worldwide-fan-map)

Her initial CD release, 2012°s In The Booth, has been getti
; Australia, New Zealand, and Great Britain, a

on both terrestrial and Internet radio in the U.S., Canada,
| adding spins on new shows every month.

Y
‘With the release of her second studio recording, the EP
favorite songs of the holidays, including the poignant ‘The
when it was originally released as part of a-

of the Season, in October 2015, Lorrie shared some of her
er’s Dream of Home’, which received considerable airplay
omotional compilation in the fall of 2014.

With the release of this second full-length CD complete, Lorrie will be heading back out on the road for the summer and fall
to promote and play. If you would like to host Lorrie in your home for a concert, please contact her at
lorrienewmankeating@hotmail.com) - and support indie music!


http://pavlikphotoanddesign.com/
http://www.lorriekeating.com/worldwide-fan-map
mailto:lorrienewmankeating@hotmail.com

(Photo by Mary Alice

2909 McGill Blvd, San Angelo, 76905
Home: 325-658-2614

Cell: 325-277-0462
Email: estab483@suddenlink.net

o -

Stacy Barron Jackson

fingerpickin’ g
he did years ago
the American wes

ecent years, Ed has bee
ain focus is still story songs a

His life has run in diverse directions. He’s been a deputy sh
anchor, radio DJ, steam locomotive engineer, full-time wester

now semi-retired to play a little music and enjoy life. Music
has held his life together.

Artists,
ated him

He was nominated for eight awards in 1996 by the Acade
including Entertainer of the Year. The Western Music Assc
for Instrumentalist of the Year in 1997 and 2000.

While Ed is mainly a solo performer, he has collaborate years with
bassist Kelly Kingston and performs regularly with sing e Newman
Keating.

Most recently, Ed was featured on and co-produ orrie Newman Keating’s
holiday EP, Memories of the Season, released 1n October 2015. In the spring of
2012, Ed released a CD of railroad and hobo songs entitled Fast Freight. He also
played guitar on Lorrie Newman Keating’s CD, In the Booth. In January 2010,
Ed and bassist Kelly Henson released their CD, Ed Stabler with Kelly Henson -
)‘_Wind in the Wire. Ed’s available so]g recordings also include: Partner of the
W}}g (cassette only) and Long Roqgs, Legends and Lies.

¢ v

Bass (Ml‘lltiple Tracks);'Banjo (Paradise)
r

Stacy Barron Jackson grew up in a musical family in Lamesa, TX. She started
playing guitar, piano, and drums in her childhood, but got bit by the bluegrass
bug in her adulthood and bought a banjo! She played bass with Concho Grass of
San Angelo, TX for several years before putting her own trio together called
Pearl and the Polka Dots. She currently plays banjo, guitar, and mandolin and
sings both lead and harmony vocals.



mailto:estab483@suddenlink.net

iple instruments at
vith the Abilene community, a
and nation-wide. s even played for crowds internatio
local groups such as Mark Powell and Lariat, The Ball Ra
Westbound Bluegrass, and Nashville-based Merging Blue, a
as Elliot Park and Timothy Palmer, Danny sets no limits o
do with his musical gift.

Danny curre
actively shares I

Danny's desire is to help raise a generation of talented, creat
musicians who hail from the Abilene area.

Recording Engineer

ecording Studios in
hitley, Trisha
Williams, Alan Jackson,
ason & The Scorchers, to
awards, including a Grammy and

Gary was manager and chief engineer at Sound Em
Nashville for 18 years, recording albums for artists
Yearwood, Texas Tornados, REM, Al Kooper.
Amazing Rhythm Aces, New Grass Revival,
name a few. His work has won many maje
several CMAs.

L4

and his wife Tamara now own P mwood Music Publishing and Lakeside
ding in San Angelo, Texas.

http://www.palmwoodmusic.com/

' Bob ‘Bobby K> Keating Moral Support & §hriity Checks

"
Bob plays no instrumét, writes no lyrics, and provides no vocals. He tries to

¥ sustain Lorrie’s lhigh;] nd keep her lows from getting too low. He acts as the
B sounding board when her doubts turn to frustration.
‘.‘ » ]

From a room adjoining Lorrie’s studio, Bob gets to experience the hours of
practice and the takes and retakes, providing tidbits of advice from an outsider
looking in. He prjvides that extra ounce of encouragement when all doesn’t
seem quite right.

Oh...and he‘writes the checks...
5
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ew in the kitchen window
orange on the wall

ng light holding a guitar

ain began to fall

indrops, your words fell in the air,

ear, as we quietly sat there

other times you had come before

g or just walked in through the kitchen door

Now as we come an
Some years are seen mo. 7 than the rest
And if it weren't for k ongs and mornings spent with friends

We all might lose the we love the best
I can see you sittin' there beneath the trumpet vine
The sunlight through the window in the kitchen in my mind

ere needed, I could not ask for more
rou walkin' through the kitchen door

You came when yo
Than to turn to find

You came when you were needed, I could not ask for more
Than to turn to find you walkin' through the kitchen door

b 2P dyrIdm PR - R = B



po, what to do, and
ed doing for many years a asons unknown. So I wen
rote ended up being a self-realization of the WHY of it all...and
nship to do what I needed to do. One of those big ‘Ah ha’ mome
) take that week away every year since...

as to try and write

Here I a a lake in Minnesota '
Ive been 1s so I could get this time away All my life, I've been a
And this mo ) Both in body and in he

0

ted, Neither stayed in on
7 tea and cigarette. And although I sti

I popped in a DVD, anad practiced my Tai Chi And I feel the n
That was something on my things to do After all our time together, one thing’s true
Now it’s barely half-past ten AM and the day is still sy heart has found a home
ahead, / '
But my gypsy heart’s in Texas
And Pm just missing you

But not as late a:
Had some breakfast, tl

If I were home, there’s no doubt
It would be another Sunday,
With all the boring weekend chores that I always 0

o big that I can barely see the northern shore
e day is gray and rainy,
the wind across the water

’.' Make the bed and do the laundry, N akes the whitecaps on the lake look like the sea
And your pants need to be ironed, 'P' itting here, the time ticks on,
And it’s time to dust off all those ceiling fans A As I try to write some songs -
Then when you get home from church, § That was something on my list of things to do
~ We'll fix something up for lunch \'\ ’ While my gypsy heart’s reminded of what it already
"And the afternoon has football games to see knows
Instead I watch them from my room on this lake in That this lake in Minnesota would be better
Minnesota, ' If I were here with you
g ” 1
And my gypsy heart is wondering
If you’re just missing me Here with you....

& 3 leJﬂJﬂﬁJ’Jﬂ"ﬂ Jy 3



ain with a dollar in my hand
eart and my pockets full of sand

me and I miss my loved ones so
gin with no place to go

number nine, big 7-0-7 set to go
e in the grass where the pavement never goes

/‘ -

round, cold and drunk as I might be
1 can a freight train
e early mornin' rain

Can't jump a jet plane
So I'd best be on my way i

So I'd best be on my way in the early mornin’ rain

b @B dyrIdm” p Jd 323 Jyp 00



y family would travel
Down where my parents were
born
And the

rememberea
So many times

old town that's often

mories are worn.
And daddy wo gke me back to
Muhlenberg Coun
Down by the Green Ri
Well, I'm sorry my son, bu
asking _
Mister Peabody's coal train has

ere Paradise lay
re too late in

ed it away

Well, sometimes we'd travel right down the Green
River

To the abandoned old prison down by Airdrie
Where the air smelled like snakes and we'd shoot wi
our pistols ‘
But empty pop bottles was all we would kill.

And daddy won't you take me back to
Muhlenberg County

Down by the Green River where Paradise lay
Well, I'm sorry my son, but you're too late in
asking

Mister Peabody's coal train has hauled it away

Then the coal company came with est

shovel

And they tortured the timber a
Well, they dug for their coal tll
Then they wrote it all down as t

land
orsaken
of man.

And daddy won't yo e back to
Muhlenberg Cou
Down by the
Well, I'm sorr,
asking

Mister P

ver where Paradise lay
y son, but you're too late in

body's coal train has hauled it away

let my ashes float down the Green River
Let my soul roll on up to the Rochester dam
I'll be halfway to Heaven with Paradise waitin'
Just five miles away from wherever I am.
)

When

And daddy won't you take me back to
Muhlenberg County

. Down by the Green River where Paradise lay
Well, I'm sorry my son, but you're too late in
asking
Mister Peabody's coal train has hauled it away

Mister Peabody's coal train has hauled it away

& 3 J_;JJJ-:JJ:%:J:J-‘J: Jyp 3 J
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dream, since I was but a child
nely beach and watch the sea run wild

1s someone else, and we walked hand-in-hand
it was

ould be a very special kind of man

my family waits at home

That solitary dream remains and helps me carry on
But it’s no longer just a dream ---- It’s now reality
For I have walked along that lonely beach
And you’re that special man who has walked the me
Why do I keep thinking “Home™?
Life is so much more than that
To go and learn and travel everywhere
And find someone and someplace
To stop...and love ....and stay...t

JI3pdm Iy



e. Contrary to the
. I wish I had, because te
used young girl.

oung teacher who
e finished his student te:
onfident woman from that ¢

e spinning around in my head and I couldn't think which way to
elp me and help me you did and this is my gift in return

Iw
M(Iy yot
And your b

ifetime of happiness and guidance from God up above
e bring nothing but wealth and success
be lightened by love

o do

Now a writer I never have
Since you told me to never fear

essed to be, but it’s something I just
ing myself and do what I want t

ople think of the crazy
not my own,

You said not to worry wha
I can sum it all up in some
“Unto thine own self be true.”

strange things I do

i‘

I honestly hope that in 10 years or so, our |
Then we’ll see what changes the long years h
These wishes I give you ‘til then

S may cross once again

e brought

I wish you a lifetime of happiness and guidance from God up above
May your future bring nothing but wealth and success
And your burdens be lightened by love

b @B dy I m PR - R = I
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tle cold and clean The breeze along the river seem
waiting for its coat to turn to That he'll only break my heart ¢

decide to stay
The ong he always sings So, little snowbird, take me
And spe ers that will bloom again in To that land of gentle breeze
spring waters flow

When I was young was young then, too Spread your tiny win

And anything that it wou, me, that's the thing And take the snow ith you where it came
that I would do from on that day

But now 1 feel such emptiness ve forever is untrue

For the thing that I want most in
can't win

e thing that I ou know that I would fly away with

Spread your tiny wings and fly away pread your tiny wings and fly away
And take the snow back with you where it ca
on that day

The one I love forever is untrue ,
And if I could you know that I would fly away witt

m on that day
e one I love forever is untrue

you

Yes, if I could you ke
Awa

& g3 Iy 3rdgad
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morning, never really slept at I never knew I could ever fee
om curtains gently sway loving you
eeping, deeply dreaming next

mind begin to play I never dreamed I woulg ght of

ever leaving you
I can see yi and I feel you hold my hand
All the laug e that we once shared I never thought I woula wanting to
Then...suddenly, t es start to fade, and in spite move on.......... Wi .alone again

of the promises we

but I can’t find the way I used to feel "
I try to make some sense of all this emp
but my life is so confusing, so unreal

I know Pll be the instrument of the hurt that yc
know

When I tell you all the things 'm feeling now
Oh, how I hope that I can make you see that some
things just aren’t meant to be

Who just looks into my eyes and sees my soul
So when you wake and I tell you my goodbye,
I will search for forgiveness in your eyes

But I know - that I don’t want to be here anymore

And I know - that I don’t want to be here anymore
Yes I know - that I don’t want to be here anymore

p 33233 Jy a0



1en Orville flew at Kitty Hawk  And she always smelled like lilacs i
uch the moon and take a walk  She loved to bake a pound cake wih
1 the years came

e was from the things she'd I can’t imagine what I'd give to
again
She always smelled like lilacs i

seen.

Well, I neve
45
That old Scotsman wa

impbell ‘cause he died in

There’s just a little place ne her house once

nd and a little wild stood

But Miss Minnie loved h ly and sometimes she’d  Three steps than lead i 1 air where I spent my
sigh childhood
And she’d say I see John Adam Ir eye. s or doilies - no more fireplace

X . gn that says, “This lot is sold.”
-: And she always smelled like lilacs in the

' She loved to bake a pound cake when the ne
came

I can’t imagine what I'd give to just sit at her
again

She always smelled like lilacs in the rain. ~ Ican’ imagine what I'd give to just sit at her knee

always smelled like lilacs in the summer rain
7ed to bake a pound cake when the neighbors

e always smelled like lilacs in the rain.
I can see her chasin’ chickens from her garden spot
Pickin’ okra in her bonnet when the sun was hot
She’d read me Uncle Remus ‘til I'd fall asleep

And pray the Lord my little soul to keep.

I can’t imagine what I'd give to just sit at her knee
again
She always smelled like lilacs in the rain.
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onnects us together,

od again are before me
as freely I roam

With soft whi leaves rustle o'er me
The ash grove alone is my home

e, the joy of my heart
Around as for gladness the bluebells were ring

e past and its brightness

3 d are again living here
From every dark nook they press forward to meet me
broad leafy dome

And others are there
The ash grove, the

grove alone is my home

With soft whispers laden, its leaves rustle o'er me
The ash grove, the ash grove alone is my home

b 2 dyrdmd PRI - R = I




we plan so many things to do
wonder where those plans went to
and let old memories glide

at time is on time’s side

hen we’re young, we speak of places that we’ll go
the years don’t seem to want to move that slow
we know the things we want won'’t change the tide
en we see that time is on time’s side

I had those dreams, just like all the rest
They faded oh so slowly one by one

And all that precious time of which I th
Keeps on rushing right on past, it j
find one single plan and se

had plenty
’t seem to last
at it is done

So I sit and contemplate the days gone
Over some of them Ill laugh, for some
I wonder where all those unfinished plans
And if they’ll have a chance while time is on

i‘

I had those dreams, just like
They faded oh so slowly one b
And all that precious time of ought I had plenty
Keeps on rushing right on past, it j
Until I find one single plan and se

late the days gone by

Over some of them I'll laugh, for some I'll cry

I wonder where all those unfinished plans still hide
And if they’ll have a chance while time is on time’s side

So I sit and conte
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iddle on this, sw e. Danny Elliso

henandoah, I long to hear you
ay you rollin’ river

henandoah, I can't get near you
, ’'m bound to go
the wide Missour-1

apper loves an Indian maiden
ou rollin’ river
esents his canoe is laden

For her,
A-way, I’
‘Cross the
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