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  Foreword



Welcome to the captivating lyric book of Stephen The Storyteller! I’m thrilled to share this collection of my released songs, all gathered in one inspiring place. Within these pages, you’ll find not just lyrics, but also evocative images like album covers and snapshots that delve deeper into the stories behind each song. Some of these lyrics began as heartfelt poems that I transformed into melodies, setting the perfect tone and mood. Others crafted through the traditional songwriting process. I invite you to immerse yourself in the experience—listen to the songs and watch the accompanying music videos as you read through the lyrics. Everything is available online for you to explore! So, let’s embark on this exciting journey together and dive deep into the lyrical world of Stephen The Storyteller!
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  Hillbilly From Philly
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“Hillbilly from Philly” was my very first EP! It’s a fun name that my Dad, Jim, used to call himself in a twangy voice affectionately. He grew up in Philadelphia and had a deep love for country music, especially songs by legends such as Johnny Cash and Kitty Wells.
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I used to call this song “Daddy’s Song,” but since there are quite a few songs with that name, I decided to change it to a lyric from the tune instead. I actually wrote this song during my lunch break in the laundry room at work! After a heartfelt conversation I had with my dad, who I hadn’t seen in many years, it felt terrific to seize the moment, as the song just flowed out!
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Here’s a lovely snapshot of my Dad, Mom, and their friends—Reds, Guppy, and Joe—along with their girlfriends, all taken back in 1956 in Philadelphia! My folks really had extraordinary lives packed with adventure and joy. They worked hard to raise six kids, and I’m so grateful to have them as parents and, later on, as friends. It truly means the world to me!
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“Roll-In” was a fun song my dad and I wrote together after reconnecting. He loved classic country music and introduced me to many singers. One day, he bought a guitar, and the next, he excitedly shared a song he wrote about his passion for motorcycles and their cool culture – a touch of rebellion!
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This photo captures a lovely moment of my Dad and Mom back in 1956 in Philadelphia. They met when Dad stood up for Mom against some bullies outside a candy store. After that brave move, he asked her out to the movies, and she happily said yes! My Mom always fondly remembers saying, “Your father was my hero.”
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Here’s a great photo of my Dad, the one and only “Hillbilly From Philly!” We took this picture at his home in Doylestown, PA, right after we picked out his guitar and amp. This cozy place is where we also created the songs “Roll-In” and “It’s Called Goin’ Away.” We had a fantastic time recording “Roll-In” at Hopetown Studios with our friend and talented artist, Mike Pfeiffer. He contacted me when he heard I was jamming with my Dad, and we were very grateful for the chance to record at his studio.
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My Dad had a saying he loved to share: “How do you like it here in America?” He would say it in his charming twangy voice, always with a big smile on his face. He truly appreciated the freedom and the endless opportunities for success that our country offers. This song is in honor of you, Dad!
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Here’s a great photo of my Father-In-Law, Gary, captured in beautiful Cape May, New Jersey! Gary proudly served in the army and, just like my Dad, really values the freedom our country offers. I chose this special photo to feature as the cover for the music video!








  
  
  Hillbilly From Philly Goes West
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“Hillbilly From Philly Goes West” was assembled to continue recording songs with a more country feel. This picture was taken by my girlfriend when we were out busking around the country together—a whole adventure that would make for a great story in another book!
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“Ol’ Town” is a heartfelt ballad that expresses a yearning to escape the familiar confines of one’s hometown. It captures the desire for adventure and the excitement of distant horizons, evoking vivid imagery of faraway lands and bustling cities. The song reflects a soul eager to explore the vast wonders of the world.
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This is a photo of my hometown, Doylestown, featuring our local movie theater, ‘The County.’ It appeared in my book ‘The Two Minstrels’ and  in many of my music videos and social media posts. It’s also a great spot to watch a movie.
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“We Will Work” is a powerful anthem celebrating the journey of self-improvement and the focus required to find meaning in life. Its stirring melodies and poignant lyrics capture the struggle and resilience involved in personal growth, reminding listeners that every challenge faced enriches our existence and urging them to embrace the hard work needed to uncover their true purpose.
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This image depicts my father at Baldwin-Lima-Hamilton in Philadelphia, taken in 1963. Growing up, my parents emphasized the significance of a strong work ethic, a lesson that has had a lasting impact on my life. I am grateful for the values they instilled in me during my upbringing.
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“It’s Called Goin’ Away” is a wholehearted song written by my Dad. Being a big fan of country music and feeling the absence of the wonderful women in his life, he poured his emotions into this sad but beautiful country tune. When I recorded the song, it brought back memories and evoked a deep longing to reconnect with him. I even saved all his voicemail recordings to play after the song—a little tribute to the legend he is in my eyes. One of my favorite moments is when he sends a message to my sister, Nicole, asking, “Hey Nicole, I need some scrapple.” It brings a smile to my face every time!
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The image displayed is the album cover for “It’s Called Goin’ Away,” a song that holds significant meaning as it’s dedicated to my father. The cover showcases four photographs of him, each capturing different moments and emotions that reflect his personality and the cherished memories we’ve shared.
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How Do You Like It Here In

America

Freedom is here
Freedom' is there
Look what's in the air
A friend to call
Help you when you fall
Today and everyday

I've got your back
I'm here to help
' lift you out of your hell
Let's do it right
Where the light is bright

Everyone's here tonight

How do you like it here in America
Land of the free and the Brave
How do you like it here in America

Where I was born and raised

When times get tough
You gotta get rough
Prices going up as wages decline

We will find a Morgan dime

Well here we are and there we go
We're going on down the road
Where the people are good
And the feeling is right

1 can feel the loving tonight

How do you like it here in America
Land of the free and the brave
How do you like it here in America

Where I was born and raised

Unemployed and overpaid
What more can I say
We do our best
To forget the rest

Less work with more pay

How do you like it here in America
Land of the free and the brave
How do you like it here in America

Where I was born and raised
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I'm looking

I'm rollin’
Driving
Riding down the road

I'm singing
Swinging
Right where I belong

I'm living
Working
I'm just getting by

On my way back home
Where I rest my bones

And I can be where you are gone

I'm rollin’
Riding
Driving on down that road
Now just walk right in
To what the cat dragged in

Cause I wont be going in

I'm thinking
Drinking

Carrying on and on

For a wo

Now look out he

man

re she comes

I'm rollin’

Ridin,

2

Rolling on down that road

Now just wal

k right in

To what the cat dragged in

Cause I wont be going in

I'm ro

Riding

lin’

Driving on down that road

Now just wal

k right in

To what the cat dragged in

Cause I wont be going in

That's it
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Ol' Town

1 find no peace of mind On the road with the wind at our backs
Walking through this lonely town With the Hillbilly From Philly
My hands are in a bind There's nothing wrong

My body is tired This is our last country song

As we're leaving this ol' town Grab your coat

And grab your hat

We're leaving this ole' town
You seek for what you want e

And find just what you need c .
. . “ome on git]
The time is coming around ) . _g
. . We're leaving this ol' town
We're on the next train ,
i . Let's go now
That's leaving this ol' town . . o

We're leaving this ol' town

Come on let's go now

- . L
We'te leaving this ol' town , . .
g W We're leaving this ol' town

Let's go now

We're leaving

When it's time to jump aboard a freight train This ol town
Grab a knapsack and just a couple change of clothes This ol' town
As the world is waiting for you This ol' town

It's a wotld that wants to see how you're doing
And they know just where to go
And they know just what to do
To give you a reason for leaving

This ol' town
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We Will Work

Here the train
In the distance
Coming to carry you home

When you're all alone

The fire that has been
Burning for years
Under the hills of Centralia

Close to the core of the earth

Will spark and fire flames
To heat the ground
Underneath of my feet

There's no time for the week

The secret revealed to word
The seven days of the week
We will work
We will work

Like a thief in the night
1 reach for the silver knife

To save your life

From that Hollywood of folly wood
That's poisoning these children in the backyards

Where there once was a farm

I turn my head to face

The stoties, hotizons and dreams

As I spread my seed

Plant it in the fertile soil

The woman is the woe in man

Take heed and understand

The sectet revealed to word
The seven days of the week

We will work

Now I'll leave you in silence
Forgive you of the past
That I have left
In this temple

You will rest

For a thousand years seems
Like a long way off

Hear is the call

The sectet revealed to word
The seven days of the week

We will work
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You Do The Best That You Can

Daddy works the midnight shift
At the restaurant late last night
He works to the rising sun

He doesn't see anyone until the morning comes

And the daylight shines
And he does it all again
Night after night
To make it alright

Born in the city, grew up in wartimes
Bought a motorcycle
To take mom to the shore

No worries anymore

Join the army
Came back to marry mom
Bought a car and guitar

Daddy, your the country star

But this is not a love song
This is a cry for the honest man
Daddy, I love you
You do the best that you can

With tears, woes and painful regrets
Hard work and no time alone
Country music and a sweet sad song

Will help you ease the pain

Settle down in a little town
Raised the children in the rows
Play music stay up all night
With Reds, Guppy and Joe

Sold the car and guitar
For a house up in the hills
Moved in and had one more child

That makes six and thats our home

But this is not a love song
This is a cry for the honest man
Daddy I love you
You do the best that you can

Daddy works the midnight shift
At the restaurant late last night

He works to the rising sun

He doesn't see anyone until the morning come
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It's Galled Goin' Away

This is a song Well T feel
That my Daddy wrote So lonesome and blue
But never heard Cause I can't be next to you

It's called going away
And I think of you
All the time

You know I do

I miss you, Daddy

Well I know . )
. Cause I want you to be mine
You are going away

And I want you to be in my heart Play it son

Will you
And I know Alright Dad
That you can't always stay
And I know Well T know
That you are rolling on You are going away

And I want you to be in my heart

Well I want

Want a little spark And Fknow

That you can't always stay
And I know

That you are rolling on

And I need you to be in my heart

And I hear
What all the folks are saying And I think of vou
We are always talking All the tirneJ
And then I'll keep you in my You know I do

heart Cause I want you to be mine
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