
BROTHER FORD 
 

 

Hear you all come gather round, I’ll tell the tale of the Maker’s Mound.  Here stands a 

warning to a man, don’t ever dare to raise your hand against the one from over the sea, 

made everything will ever be.  Here lies Ford, what’s left of him is buried in the alkaline. 

 

Jim was born in ’24, he worked the farm till he was poor then struck out for the golden 

land, King James bible in his hand.  Gonna tell the tale to all the folks, keep em all from 

going broke.  Good lord helps the righteous man, just drop your nickels in the pan. 

 

The good word spread, he earned his bread, he traveled across the great Midwest, giving 

sermons in a tent.  The ladies called him heaven-sent.  He could drive the devils 

underground, could pull the rain down from the clouds.  There never was a heresy when 

Jimmy took the stage to speak. 

 

Brother Ford Leviticus had been out in the underbrush.  He walked the desert forty days, 

gone out searching for the flame.  He heard it burned on Moses Salts.  He took his dogs 

and set a watch.  Come home blinded and half lame, nothing left but for his name. 

 

The folks were telling Brother Ford about the man who had the word was comin to their 

little town.  Revival at the maker’s mound.  Preacher Jim, they said to him, can make the 

wicked pure again.  Slinging that divining rod, he’s sure the right hand man of god. 

 

The August heat, the bonfire tree, and all the stars that you could see.  Not a cloud up in 

the sky, it hadn’t rained for fifty nights.  The crops were dust, the wells were dry, there 

weren’t no saline for to cry, and Preacher Jim, he took the stage and set aside his 

traveling case. 

 

‘What I got here,’ he said to them, ‘the answer to the wicked man.  I know he’s waiting in 

this place so let him come up toward the stage.  Look around, good people of the town 

that God forgot to love, for one among you stands within the circle of the devil’s kin.’ 

 

Now Brother Ford, though blind was he, could hear the preacher’s words and see that he 

was just a charlatan, and not the man he claimed to be.  He stood up on his bamboo cane 

and let his voice out to exclaim, ‘Go thee back from whence you came, I know your other 

name!’ 

 

Preacher Jim threw back his head and laughed until his face was red.  He said, ‘Old man, 

you proselyte, we’ve never met before tonight.  I can read it on your face, I see that you 

been stricken lame.  Wherefore you been seeking out the holy fire of God?’ 

 

Brother Ford opened his eyes, the pupils dead and faded white.  He said, ‘I’ve walked 

among the wolves, they coyotes and the tumblewood.  I seen the burning bramble tree 

and I heard the voice of God to speak.  He told me there’s a sinfulness can never be 

undone.’  



 

The tent was quiet as a grave.  The wind was blowing out a stave.  The townsfolk all 

were still as dirt, and preacher Jim took off his shirt.  He indicated on his chest a bloody 

wound, was never dressed, and in the place where was his heart was darkness, and 

nothing more. 

 

‘Now, brother Ford Leviticus is given unto wickedness.  And anyone can plainly see the 

sacrifice I’ve made for thee.  God has brought him from the sands and now before you 

Ford does stand, a symbol of your greatest sin.  So rise, and tear him limb from limb.’ 

 

Here lies Ford, a wicked man, who dared to walk the maker’s sand, who dared to drink 

the maker’s wine, who dared to fish the maker’s line, who dared to seek the maker’s 

flame, who dared to speak the maker’s name.  Here lies Ford, what’s left of him is buried 

in the alkaline. 

 



FALLING MAN 
 

 

it’ll be alright 

there’s a better world beyond this one I know 

it’s only a life 

there’s another running parallel below 

when you take flight 

and the flames drop toward the sky as you rise down 

the breaking light 

in your hearts will shine for a thousand years in every place I go 

 

so take your shot 

let your wingbones spread let your eyes see ever farther 

in here or not 

there’s no way to tell in the dark till we kiss one another  

the broken locks 

on the window frames as the panes come sparkling out 

it’s what we’ve got 

here at last and we fly from the arms of the ones that we held in our hearts so long 

 

and now soon we’ll remember 

as the past becomes the future 

and the light cascading through us 

as we fall into the dark 



CARRY YOUR HEAD HIGH 
 

 

carry your head high 

listen when the wind cries 

look out on the water when a family member dies 

write the words she spoke 

read them on the road 

tell all of your friends about the girl you had back home 

write the easy songs 

miss her when she’s gone 

there are stories better left unsung 

and when you wake in a stranger’s bed 

try to remember  

you’re better than they said 

 

this is just a breath 

a moment in the hour 

these are only words and this is ordinary sound 

the ending of the night 

the coming of the tide 

when you wake up on the beach and no one is alive 

you gather up your clothes 

fall down on your knees 

and the waves are crashing over me 

yes I’m awake and this is me 

and there is nothing left on this side of the ocean 

but what I used to be 



CLIMB ANY MOUNTAIN 
 

 

I would climb any mountain 

I would sail any sea 

I would go anywhere if I thought you’d be there 

waitin for me 

I would tame any spirit 

I would brawl any man 

I would set this whole world to a blaze 

if I thought I could see you again 

 

Let me walk to the tower 

Let me stand at the throne 

I would murder the lords of the universe  

if you would take me back home 

but there’s no kind of worry 

I would lay at your feet 

you can go anywhere that you please 

and I’ll stay right here where you left me 

 

so lay down my head I can’t walk anymore 

lay down my bones in the holler 

the guns in my hand shall go back to the land 

and my love I shall haunt you no more 

I shall haunt you my darling nevermore 



SUNSHINE 
 

 

I see the sun is shinin on you 

I see the clouds all fall away when you sail through 

I see the ocean part herself upon your bow 

I see the sun shinin 

 

I heard it said there is a dark behind the light 

that the universe will one day drift apart and die 

but I feel the moon still givin out her earthly tide 

and I feel the sun shinin  

 

May the wind always be blowin at your back 

may the mountains all lie down to let you pass 

may your days be intertwined like river grass 

may the sun shine on you 



FISHING POLE 
 

 

there was a time 

we both were gone 

 

you’ve had your game 

and I’ve had my conscience 

and what have we got  

 

I do remember 

there was a world 

down in your eyes 

 

we had a line and a fishing pole 

and I never dream of you anymore 

 



13 ANCHORS 

 

I got 13 anchors on my boat 

I got 13 anchors on my boat 

When that shit storm flies 

I drop them over 

I got 13 anchors on my boat 

 

I got 14 headlights on my car 

I got 14 headlights on my car 

When the moon won’t rise 

And the streets are dark 

I got 14 headlights on my car 

 

Let my levees break 

Let my acres flood 

Blow the gaskets out 

In my 52 ford 

ain’t no finer time 

than when the sun refuse to shine 

cause I got my fuckin ducks all in a row 

 

I got 15 aces in my deck 

I got 15 aces in my deck 

When those bottom-dealing bastards 

Fill that inside straight 

I got 15 aces in my deck 

I got 14 headlights on my car 

I got 13 anchors on my boat 



MOONLIGHT 
 

 

I know you like the moonlight 

and I know you like the stars 

but I hate to see that evening sun go down 

I know you like the darkness 

and I know you like to sing 

but I hate to see that evenin fallin on me 

 

ever which way the wind is blowin 

you’ll find me someplace workin off my sins 

I seen the way them other boys show off their tattoos 

that ain’t no way to treat a girl like you  

 

I like the way your dress moves 

and I like to see you smile 

but when the night time comes around 

it’s time to rest awhile 

and I know you like your liquor 

and I know you like your drugs 

but that ain’t no way to travel 

if you’re lookin out for love 

 

ever which way the wind is blowin 

you’ll find me someplace workin off my sins 

I seen the way them other boys look at your tattoos 

that ain’t no way to do a girl like you  

 

now I know you like the thunder 

and I know you like the rain 

but you gotta take some sunshine 

in with all that heartache 

and I know you see a darkness 

when you look into the sky 

sometimes you gotta reach for it baby 

sometimes you just gotta try 



SAINT LUCIA 
 

 

the sightlines fade 

at the end of days 

can barely see the cities we have made 

and as they fall 

when they burn out 

the prettiest lights and afterglow 

cast on us now 

 

the inlet streets 

blood at our feet 

the rivers run with gasoline 

and in the flame 

the rockets reign 

there is no sound 

tidal currents in the ground 

 

reverie 

saint lucia 

I will come 

I am singin 

wait for me 

saint lucia 

leave a light 

I’m comin home 



BOTTLE FLIES 
 

 

When you pour that wicked drink away and down your gullet 

And I see that whiskey trickle through your bones 

And when you gather up your hair in all those shades of bourbon 

That coldest wind does cease to blow through here 

 

Now those sweetest fauna ring their song all through your lovely body 

And the garlands of those bottleflies do shine 

And those kissing beetles carry you away into the sunset 

And I see your head is heavy here tonight 

 

Now I loved to drink your wine and I loved to hear you laughin 

But sometimes baby the noise it was too much 

I will put away my shovel when the trees do shed their skins 

And your grave I shall visit nevermore 

 

Now there are those who stand in judgment of a man who worships dead things 

But I swear I’m just an ordinary saint 

And that angel sleeping underneath my lonely garden shed  

A sweeter lover never have I known 

 

I’m a collector of the conversation, a connoisseur of silence 

And when you talk to me you never breathe a word 

I have whispered these many secrets into the caverns of your ears 

And your mouth has always held its council close 

 

Now I tell you every morning that the sun is growing dim 

And my heart is every second losing ground 

I will cover up your coffin when the trees do shed their skins 

And your grave I shall visit nevermore 



HE COME ROUND 
 

 

he come down 

that old bloodhound 

drop that go from here to yon 

he don’t shout 

don’t move his mouth 

get his money or he knock you the fuck out 

cause he’s the man 

 

we burn it out 

two three hours 

got to get that good time on the way 

what we got now 

old jailhouse pow 

ain’t worth a good goddamn anyway 

but it’ll get you by 

 

I done told you once before 

I’m a mean old son of a whore 

ain’t no stay ain’t no rhyme ain’t no reason 

and when you been doin wrong 

I’m gonna sing you a bad old song 

and we get down 

we gone dance the night away 

 

he come round 

when you feelin down  

he slip quiet as a church rat in the till 

you gonna buy and he gonna sell 

been that way since ever I can tell 

it’s gone go on 

 

we get down 

with that righteous sound 

got them train lines rolling through my head 

when I get right 

ghost in the light 

ain’t no wrong I can see for miles 

I’m god a while 



GOLDEN KEEP 
 

 

I ain’t seen my mother 

since the winter 

deadpan heat 

of the asphalt river 

when the sun falls 

on your shoulders 

you pray for the rain 

but the rain never come 

 

there stands a man who 

is paid to watch me 

his trigger finger 

hopin I run 

I left my heart in 

carolina 

carry me home  

when the killing’s done 

 

I am just passin 

through this valley 

I got no place 

remembers me 

but nevermore shall 

I be weary 

in my father’s  

golden keep 



ICE STORM 
 

 

the ice storm came 

turned the trees into sculptures 

turned the roadways into rivers made of glass 

the night was falling 

like a drunk in the alleyway 

like a curtain over all that's come to pass 

and the leaves rain down 

like shards of liquor bottles 

and the moon fades out 

with no one to look upon her 

and the easy way she shines 

 

I'm standing alone I can  

hear the branches cracking 

it's those old bones that always hurt the most 

I can see in the shadows 

the ghosts of my children 

their names and their voices now unknown to me 

and there is no sound 

but a singing in the forest 

as the trees send out 

their voices from the orchards 

with all their grace and light 

 

I will remember 

I will rescind 

My own two feet are the ones that brought me here 

My own two eyes can finally see your face my dear 

 


