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BRAND NEW YESTERDAY

This ain’t no living, this ain’t no life.

Torn down and busted, wide of the mark I can’t hit twice.

If they let me leave here, if they let me back.

Can’t promise I’ll have gained anything I used to lack

You ain’t never going to wash these sins away.

And tomorrow’s just a brand new yesterday.

Can’t see before me, hard as I may try.

Can’t seem to blow this blackened veil out of my eyes.

If you’ve come to blind me, you’re just too late.

I’ve already done away with the things you used to hate. Rpt Ch
No chalice before me, malice behind.

Ain’t got no golden fleece, no holy grail to find.

You’re holy mission, is just too late.

Can’t see no hurry for me to reach that golden gate.

Oh, you ain’t never going to wash these sins away.

And tomorrow’s just a brand new, tomorrow’s just a brand new, 

Yeah tomorrow’s just a brand new yesterday.

PROSPERITY TOWN

Once was a time when this town was all shiny and new.

There were hopes and dreams, there was promise too.

Seemed a lot more was going up than coming down.

Plenty of good times had in Prosperity town.

Came here in droves with their dreams and a will to build.

Left here with less than nothing but the graves they filled

Can’t count the souls buried here in unhallowed ground.

Too many poor men died for Prosperity Town.

You’re at your wit’s end and down on your knees

Nothin’ left to sell at the crossroads, but you’re dying to please.

Not a lot to show for their effort when they shake you down

Well past time you quit this Prosperity Town.

Don’t matter where you’ve been, or where you’re bound.

You got to pay the toll through Prosperity Town… etc.

THOUSAND CANDLE GLOW

She left a long, long time ago.

Yeah I’m over it, I know what I should know.

And I’m feeling not so bad.

This could be the finest time I’ve ever had.

Now I’m feeling strong. 

Didn’t take too long.

Times are easy now, times are free and clear.

I’m looking forward to another quiet year.

No more making plans for two.

No more bending to the things she loves to do.

How could this be wrong?

Didn’t take too long.

Yeah I guess I’ll miss the trouble and the strife.

But I’m finally over how she used to be my life.

She used to be my joy, my sun, my light.

Cast a thousand candle glow into my night, x 3

She left a long, long time ago.

MIGHT HAVE DONE

See the night a’fallin’, again I hear you callin’, 

like a dark hand that blocks the sun.

You asked me if I know it, if I ever had the strength to show it, 

I can only say I might have done, might have done.

There’s a time and a place, my friend,

Though I know it’s lost again.

There’s a black hole waiting, can’t you feel me hesitating,

Holding back on the kingdom come.

Talk about a resurrection, did I plan my own defection?

I can only say I might have done, might have done.

There’s a time and place, my friend.

Though we may never meet again.

Black rain fall on me, make a flood of my pain.

GONE

Vision in my head, nothing is said, 

she’s standing at the gate post with her body draped in red,

but now she’s gone.

Gone to see the day, to shuffle off her fear

Gone and took her love so far, far away from here.

I’m skin and bones, I rattle round our home,

And drink the stuff that helps me live to face the night alone,

Because she’s gone.

Gone to face the world, to see what she can see,

Gone and took her love so far, so far away from me. She’s gone…

When she was mine, all the water taste like wine.

But now she’s gone, drinking that poison all the time,

Yeah she’s gone.

It’s a big wide world. Big enough to swallow up my girl.

If I could make the effort it would take,

I’d gather all my courage up and leave this godforsaken town, 

But she’s gone.

TWISTED

Jesus on the wire, out the window snow.

You’re miles too close to leaving, but I’m too far away to know.

Must be runnin’ a fever, getting’ hotter by the hour.

There’s a taste to life that’s bitter, there’s a taste to life that’s sour.

But in this season’s inspiration, there’s a light in this dark hall.

Throw my fiddle on the fire, babe – just can’t play that thing at all.

It’s a subtle form of exile, but a sweeter way to be,

And my hands still form the circles that enclose the heart of me.

But in this season’s inspiration, there’s a light in this dark hall.

Throw my fiddle on the fire, babe –still can’t play that thing at all.

Regret’s a twisted road to live by, remorse is easily absorbed.

Throw my past upon the fire, babe – just can’t use it anymore.

WHEELS ON THE GROUND




Well the hurt don’t mend, but the memories ease the pain now and then,

Gonna’ chase this road until it sends me ’round the bend. 

Fields of white, and red dawn light.

Windshield wipes been broke all night, can’t see to drive.

Take a left or right, she’s a dream machine all right.

Cradle you until you’re down, wheels on the ground.

Well it’s a baseball card, from an old junk yard sale,

But it keeps my blinker arm on tight, angled right.

Well I gapped my sparks, and I tore my carb apart again,

And an old Bic pen keeps my choke open, open wide. Rpt ch
Well my FM’s down, but the AM sticks around longer anyhow,

Gonna’ test this new speed that I’ve found, sail on down.

Well it’s a long old haul, from Lamar across to Wichita,

But I want it all, I want it all – I want it all. Rpt ch
BARELY BREATHING

You said I let the sparkle fade, and wearied of the world we’d made,

Let some new idea invade, do douse the light and draw the shade.

You turned back east as I drove west. You said I made you feel twice blessed.

But still you couldn’t dare confess, the truth of your sad emptiness.

Barely breathing now, hardly here.

Barely breathing at all.

As evening shadows stripe the walls, I watch the sun begin to fall.

Watch you turn your back to go, and leave me here in Ohio.

TWO DOORS DOWN

Like she doesn’t know you, you pass that sweet thing every day

Oh, you gotta grab that hand boy, ’fore a stronger hand pulls it away.

Hear the bedframe knocking, against that wall most every night.

Don’t hang around boy. That’s a sound that you don’t need tonight.

Another cold sweat breaks upon you

Here comes that ringing in your head. 

Two doors down, just hanging around

Waiting for him to go.

Man, gotta pump some courage, yeah, Gotta drink some iron.

Oh, you can smell her coming. Boy, she can see you flying.

Another cold sweat breaks upon you.

Here comes that ringing in your head.

Two doors down, just hanging around

Two doors down, just hanging around

Waiting for him to go.

STINKING TOWN

Shadow of a dead life, riding on my back across this land,

I’m lookin’ for a new crack, to let me stretch the fingers of this broken hand.

I’m a little too late, I’m a bit unsound

But brother again, yeah it all comes down

To a deep black hole in the cold, cold ground

Man, I seem to find trouble where it can’t be found.

Sick to death of these back streets, sick of little minds and big demands.

Man, I’m going to make a death-defying leap, off the edge of this gray little spit of sand.

I’m a little too late, I’m a bit unsound

But brother again, yeah it all comes down

To a deep black hole in the cold, cold ground

Man I seem to find trouble where it can’t be found.

But if I could pick up all these pieces,

I think I’d turn my back and leave this stinking town.

This stinking town.

Sick to death of these back streets, sick of little minds and big demands.

Man, I’m going to make a death-defying leap, off the edge of this gray little spit of sand.

When I’ve picked up all these pieces

Think I’ll turn my back and leave this stinking town.

This stinking town, This stinking town.

I’ll leave your stinking town.

FLOOD 

Sure as I'm living, it's sure that I'll die, 

It’s been said and it ain't nothing new.

But I won't take no credit, and I won't take no blame,

for the things that I did not do.

So turn of the TV and rock me to sleep

you're blue light won't save this thing now

I'm wrecked and I'm beaten and I'm starting to sink,

Let go, I'm ready to drown.

Hold on, hold on, I'm going down in the flood

To follow that sweet burning light.

The doctor once threatened to tell me the truth

just as I was getting used to his lies.

I know things are wrong that no pills can improve,

but I'd rather stay stoned than face dying.

So turn of the TV and rock me to sleep

you're blue light won't save this thing now

I'm wrecked and I'm beaten and I'm starting to sink,

Let go, I'm ready to drown.

Hold on hold on, I'm going down in the flood

To follow that sweet burning light. [and repeat]

So put down the needle and cry me to sleep,

your black fog can't change this thing now.

I'm pasted and I'm wasted and I'm starting to stink,

let go, I'm ready to drown.

Hold on, hold on, we're going down in the flood,

to follow that sweet burning light [repeat two more times]

CHAPEL OF THE CRASS UNHOLY MEN

Come on children gather round and listen to the word

I’ll tell you a little hill-folk legend story that I heard.

Tale about a crooked man called Ebenezer Benn, 

Founder of the Chapel of the Crass Unholy Men.

I don’t matter what your date of birth or who your kith and kin,

Yeah they raised it, then they razed it, then they raised it up again.

You know I’m talkin’ bout the Chapel of the Crass Unholy Men,

Talkin’ bout the Chapel of the Crass Unholy Men. 

Get religion like your daddy told ya, get religion like your momma told ya,

Get religion like your preacher said, then come and dance with me my friend.

Now every week the folk would gather in the chapel hall

To stamp their feet for glory while they watched the sinners fall.

And when the fire of vengeance shown unholy all around

The chapel’s crooked founder threw them sinners to the ground.

Get religion like your grandpa told ya, get religion like your grandma told ya,

Get religion like your teacher said, then you come and dance with me my friend.

It don’t matter if you’re pure of mind or innocent of sin… etc

HEART BEAT ON

Where I been and where I’m goin’, you ain’t man enough to take it on.

Knocked down but getting up, still takes a lot of brew to fill my cup

Keep looking for it, you’re still looking for it. 

Can’t count the times I bled, still passed for feeling fine.

You’re just some potato head, I weened on potato wine.

Keep Searching for it, you’re still searching for it. But…

How does your heart beat on?   After the spark that drives the life is gone, gone, gone.

After the loss of all that makes life worth living for.

How does your heart beat on?

Been raised a country boy, but you see a little city in my smile.

You walk a city block, ’fore I run a country mile.

Keep looking for it, you’re still looking for it. But…

