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1. Brother Ford 

A song about a traveling preacher in the first part of the 20th century.  I liked the 
idea of writing a piece where the evil bastard preacher turns out to be the one 
ordained by God, and the traditionally good character who is seeking out the truth is 
the one ruined by it in the end. 

 

2. Falling Man 

The famous photograph of the man diving out of the Trade Center in 2001 has 
haunted me since I first saw it.  I cannot get it out of my head.  This is the psalm I 
imagine might have been running through his.   

 

3.  Carry Your Head High 

This one is a song about losing somebody.  And losing yourself in the process, I 
guess.  And maybe that’s not such a bad thing.   

 

4.  Climb Any Mountain 

There is a school of traditional love song, the one that jumps immediately to mind is 
Stand By Me by Ben E. King.   I wanted to try one of those on, see how it felt.  I have 
usually shied away from songs like this because I am afraid of the love song, as an 
institution.  But, don’t worry, I figured out a way to make it dark.   

 

5.  13 Anchors 

This is a song about whipping ass when it’s not going your way.  That’s it.  I love the 
idea of loving it when your life is a pile of shit, because you know you are strapped, 
ready for it, there’s nothing that’s gonna slow you down.  That’s an 80’s song, I think.  
Also, I love running an acoustic guitar through a Marshall.  

 



6.  Sunshine 

This is the song about your friend or lover who has got it the fuck going on.  
Everything going their way.  And, hoping it keeps on going that way for them.  

 

7.  St. Lucia 

I was watching all the horrible news stories.  Sarin gas.  Missiles.  Children standing 
in the middle of it all like angels waiting on a train back home. 

 

8.  He Come Round 

Everybody knows the son of a bitch who has what you need, who is the Man, who’s 
gonna get his whether you wanna give it over or not.  This is his theme song.  I 
suspect there is a female equivalent of this son of a bitch, but I am not qualified to 
write her theme song. 

 

9.  Bottle Flies 

In the late 2000s I had a song on a 13ghosts record called Wicked Drink.  It was a 
punk rock/country thing, big distorted drums and guitars all over the place, and it 
was a hell of a good time to play it live.  But, the thing is, I wrote the song this way.  It 
was a fingerpicked ballad, and I thought I ought to do it the right way someplace.  So 
this is it.  Also, a nice, tender murder ballad is a fine addition to any record, in my 
opinion. 

 

10.  Moonlight 

The primary songwriters in the old school Dexateens used to write songs about each 
other as if the other was a girl and the song was commentary on the relationship.  I 
have no idea how up front they were about this with each other.  But I love it.  You 
can say anything you want about old Maybellene and nobody’s the wiser.  So I 
decided to write a song about myself as if I were a girl I was in a relationship with. 

 

11.  Fishing Pole 

Another song from the vault.  This one was recorded originally around 1999.    It 
never made it onto a record.  I always liked the minimalist thing, and wide open 
spaces, which I almost never go for.   And I thought Maria Taylor would be a lovely 



duet partner on this one.  So I dusted it off and shined on it a little bit and sent it 
over to her. 

  

12.  Golden Keep 

I guess it’s probably obvious enough on this one that I had recently rewatched Cool 
Hand Luke.  There is also a song by Tom Waits where he has a line, “The world is not 
my home, I am just passing through.”  A sentiment repeated a thousand times in 
gospel music.   That idea has always really resonated with me.  All any of us want is 
to be remembered by somebody. 

 

13.  Ice Storm 

I was standing in my driveway one night, half lit up, smoking a cigarette, watching 
my family through the dining room window as they rustled around doing their 
thing.  There was an ice storm, for real, and I was trying to get at that feeling.  It’s 
real desolate and quiet, but tense, everything cracking a little.  I was thinking about 
how it would be, being a stranger, looking in on a life I didn’t have, but wanted.  And 
about how easy it would be to fuck up what I had,  if I wasn’t careful.  And how, if I 
did fuck it up, as Blind Willie Johnson said, it’d be nobody’s fault but mine. 


