Duty Free

Old habits die hard but the damage is done

it would all be so easy if it wasn't such fun

you can pick up the pieces for the price of your love

and you can get back to normal or near enough

and then there's no obligation love’s a luxury 

the price is too high and you paid it for me

you can get back to normal or as close as can be

and you like it that way when you're considered to be

by your friends, duty free

Once again you're receptive to a scene you condemned

you're not over protective when it comes to a friend 

age is no object it's as clear as can be

you must be living for kicks ‘cause you're not living for me

and then there's no obligation love's a luxury

you like it that way you're considered to be

by the friends of your friends, duty free

Well I may be a fool I was a sucker in school

head over heels at the drop of a rule

love is a ladder it's a train you can't stop 

you can only come down when you get to the top

love is a ladder it's a train you can't stop

if you can't get aboard you hang on hang on till you drop

Now you're back in circulation the words gone around

that you changed your situation you’re no longer bound

you can afford to be offensive or sweet to the core

you don’t have to be defensive now that love's not the law

and there's no obligation love's a luxury

the price is too high and you paid it for me

you can get back to normal or as close as can be 

and you’ll like it that way when you're co considered to be

by the friends close friends

duty free

Now you don’t have to tell me and I don’t want to see

It’s bad enough just thinking ’‘bout the way it must be

It’s like taking poison and waking up instead

when I think of the boys and the men in your bed

and I don’t recognize you though the face is the same

It’s my right to despise you that’s the name of the game

maybe you’ve fallen and maybe you’re free

maybe you’re normal or as close as can be

but there’s no obligation love’s a luxury

you like it that way 'cause you're considered to be

by your fair-weather friends, duty free
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Written 5 august 1976 rue de charenton I was often taking the night ferry back and forth between England and France

in those days, staying in the Barved Zumizion atelier where there was a Revox on which I could play around with overdubs.

A lot of the songs on the album were first demoed there and someone had lent me a 12 string acoustic guitar that I got attached to. Someone I was even more attached to had gone to Turkey for a holiday and had too much delight.

Gary Lucas was in Paris between shows and had been hanging out in the Sound Gallery for several hours. Rather than talk about the state of the music business why not make some music I suggested. Put him behind my telecaster and let the track roll. After which we went and had another drink and talked some more about the state of the music business.
