
 

Cried Through The Night 

Well, I stand upon a mountain, about a 

thousand miles from home 

The wind, it howls right through me, 

cutting to my flesh and bone 

It’s a feeling I remember, dulled by years 

inside that room 

I was the kind of foolish young man who 

loves his sorrow like a womb 

 

I’m alright, just cried through the night 

I’m alright, just cried through the night  

  

Sadness came and stabbed me, I let it 

fester for a year. 

When I asked her for another, she said 

‘You’re talking kinda weird’. 

I pictured all the universe a beach of 

shifting sand 

I tried to grasp a handful but it slipped 

right through my hand 

 

I’m alright, just cried through the night 

I’m alright, just cried through the night  

  

We drove to Treasure Island on my last 

night in town 

There were Italians shouting ‘rock and 

roll’ in the tour bus turnaround. 

You said that we’re all born skydivers. 

The wise ones learn to love the ground. 

You can waste an entire lifetime, your 

eyes shut tight the whole way down. 

  

I’m alright, just cried through the night 

I’m alright, just cried through the night  

 

I Went Out To Find The Answer 

(Hoping To Make It Back Somehow) 

We got our own apartment just a mile 

from where we met 

You spent the first months grieving, then 

we got ourselves a pet 

I was low on money and my dreams 

were crashing down 

I said I needed one more record, another 

job, another town 

You said “I’m not sure if I can do that 

now” 

So I went to find the answer hoping I’d 

make it back somehow 

  

I drove the Dust Bowl Highway like so 

many times before 

I slept on a leaky camping bed upon the 

floor 

I walked in dusky twilight through the old 

industrial zone 

I was back in my old hometown but I 

couldn’t find my way back home 

But I never forgot your voice or the 

kitten’s meow 

I went to find the answer hoping I’d make 

it back somehow 

  

Me and my road buddy, we spent a 

winter in the west 

Empty bars and pockets, old motels and 

all the rest 

Like some redundant epilogue explaining 

the whole play 

I thought I could be Neil Young, but I 

don’t think Neil done it this way. 

There was no curtain call. There was no 

final bow. 

I went to find the answer hoping I’d make 

it back somehow 

  

It was years ago, and no one knew 

When I held you tight at the barbecue 

I knew that night, it’s how it had to be 

You told me once, you told me true 

I know there’s no way out but through. 

Oklahoma, California, or Tennessee 

  

We were reunited by the time it turned 

July 

At a junkyard in Wyoming, you bid your 

old life goodbye 

Endless days of dreaming, we went 

driving all around 

Then that same old Dust Bowl Highway 

took us to our wedding ground 

The very day that I left you, I made a 

sacred vow 

To go out and find the answer and finally 

make it back somehow 

 

First Reformed 

It’s been a long time since I went to the 

doctor 

It’s been a long time since I talked to 

God 

It’s been a long time since I had a family 

Who cared about me enough to make 

me 

It’s been a long time 

  

It’s been a hard year living in an icebox 

It’s been a hard year living alone 

It’s been a hard year sleeping in the mud 

Pissing blood, waiting for the flood 

It’s been a hard year 

  

Is there evil that can warrant violence? 

I prayed but all I heard his silence 

I could only see his widow crying 

I saw his brains and ashes scattered 

Was he right that nothing matters? 

Should you bring a child into a world 

that’s dying? 

It’s been a hard year 

  

It’s been a bad day waiting for the 

service 

It’s been a bad day gathering the nerve 

It’s been a bad day. I courted hellfire 

Wrapped in barbed wire, I heard the 

church choir 

It’s been a bad day 

 

Craigslist Song 

We used to live in the middle of the city 

It’s a pity how it wrecked my head 

Eight roommates in an old Victorian 

There’s no glory in living in the red 

 

I met you in a band that I joined from 

Craigslist 

A lucky nexus of space and time 

Funny how fate can try to save you 

But you stay a slave to your worrying 

mind 

 

I put my eggs in one basket 

I threw my pearls before swine 

I had a question, was too afraid to ask it 

Too distracted to notice the sign 

 

Quit my job so I couldn’t back out 

Went on tour and maxed out my credit 

card 

I could have made it, but I doubt it 

Thought it wouldn’t count if it didn’t come 

hard 

 

Burned my candle at both ends 

I walked a fine line 

I abandoned all of my friends 

Too distracted to notice the signs 

 

At least I know I tried 

We tell ourselves these stories to get by 

 

I put my eggs in one basket 

I threw my pearls before swine 

I had a question, was too afraid to ask it 

Too distracted to notice the sign 

 

The Whim To Walk Upstairs 

I could stay up all night until three 

Romantic, melancholy as can be 

The devil could’ve caught me in his 

satisfying snares 

If I hadn’t had the whim to walk upstairs 

  



 

My plans might’ve never gotten so off 

track 

Dreams dead quicker. Debts would be 

paid back. 

We would’ve saved the money spent on 

these hotels and these fares 

If I hadn’t had the whim to walk upstairs 

  

My heart was aching, my knees were 

shaking 

One step at a time 

I thought it sinful, when we’d rekindle 

Each night, but I’d still climb 

I’d have never learned that the wise man 

rushes in while the fool prepares 

If I hadn’t had the whim to walk upstairs 

  

We never would have had our famous 

fight 

I never would have driven through the 

night 

My best friends and your sisters would 

never walk down the aisle in pairs 

If I hadn’t had the whim to walk upstairs 

  

We never would’ve wound up in this 

town 

Your car, it might have never broken 

down 

Our two-bed, one-bath bungalow 

wouldn’t need all these repairs 

If I hadn’t had the whim to walk upstairs 

 

The Dark Before The Morning 

Everything that made the world I’d 

always known is dying 

The people and the lives they lived 

The confidence that comfort gives is 

gone 

But somehow still we’ve got to carry on 

I guess I’ve got to take your place and 

find some time for crying 

I’ve got this monument to build 

But every day’s completely filled with 

static 

And I’ve got to get these rats out of the 

attic 

I hope these seeds can travel though the 

winds refuse to blow 

I hope I can remember everything you 

helped me know 

They say the old is dying and the new is 

not yet born 

So I sit here in the dark before the 

morning 

 

Don’t think you ever understood the 

reason for my sorrow 

The future that I’d never feel 

Was a recent past that still felt real to 

you 

I never could convince you it was true 

There’s nothing quite so worrisome or 

lonely as tomorrow 

That giant rocky field to plow 

And no one left to show me how to do it  

Just a rusty sickle lying where they threw 

it 

 

I hope these seeds can travel though the 

winds refuse to blow 

I hope I can remember everything you 

helped me now 

They say the old is dying and the new is 

not yet born 

So I sit here in the dark before the 

morning 

 

Tell me when I reach the easy part 

These unwept tears are rusting out my 

heart 

 

Now I’m older than I was, and the work is 

getting finer 

The twilight of my salad days 

The feeling that I just might raise a 

garden 

The feeling that my life is finally starting 

I wish that I could just get up and meet 

you at the diner 

Cup of coffee, plate of eggs 

To talk of life and news that begs a 

question 

To ask for your advice or your 

suggestion 

 

I hope these seeds can travel though the 

winds refuse to blow 

I hope I can remember everything you 

helped me now 

They say the old is dying and the new is 

not yet born 

So I sit here in the dark before the 

morning 

 

The Kid Who Ran Away 

I grew up at the place you bought 

Your mom just died and you quit your job 

You thought your dad might up and kill 

himself 

So you moved closer for his mental 

health 

I often wondered if I’d do the same 

And if I wouldn’t who should get the 

blame 

When I heard you shouting and 

slamming the phone 

I’d go run off in the woods alone 

 

Pockets empty, flying blind 

I never had a destination in mind 

I never really made a plan to stay 

I’m the kid who ran away 

 

You taught me all about the world out 

there 

It whispered to me like a silent prayer 

You got drunk with the astronaut 

You started trouble but were seldom 

caught 

So I moved away when I first could 

I don’t know if you thought I really would 

I started missing everyone I’d known 

I didn’t belong in either home 

 

Pockets empty, flying blind 

I never had a destination in mind 

I never really made a plan to stay 

I’m the kid who ran away 

 

You bought an old Camaro when I 

turned thirteen 

Said maybe we could fix it as a team 

You meant “I love you” in the way you 

knew 

We both needed something the other 

couldn’t do 

You couldn’t listen but you used to try 

You started drinking after years gone dry 

Thought it would kill you and I wasn’t 

wrong 

The drive to the hospital was three days 

long 

  

Pockets empty, flying blind 

I never had a destination in mind 

I never really made a plan to stay 

I’m the kid who ran away 

 

While We’re Here 

It’s a new world, it’s never gonna be the 

same 

I’ll miss the one I’ve known, though it 

drove me near insane 

But maybe all of this now seems like a 

funny game 

Wherever you are 

 

We all just run around, trying to get the 

pain to stop 

Tryin’ to buy a house in town, waiting for 

the price to drop 

Tryin’ to drown the grinding sound, 

thinking if I reach the top 

I’ll finally be free 

 

While we’re here  



 

Our little lives are everything we’ve got 

We pretend they’re never ending, though 

they’re not 

So chalk that up as one more thing you 

taught me 

It’ll come in handy 

 

I haven’t cried, I hope you don’t take it 

wrong 

I always tried to tell you how I felt in song 

The night you died, was the journey hard 

and long 

Or was it just like the wind 

 

I like to think 

That everything’s connected in some 

way 

Now you’re a million tiny molecules and 

they 

Are floating all around me every day 

I can reach out and touch you 

 

While we’re here  

Our little lives are everything we’ve got 

We pretend they’re never ending though 

they’re not 

Thank you for everything you taught me 

It’s come in handy 

 

Shine My Little Light 

You were born with wonder 

In a place you don’t believe in or belong 

Where it takes a lot of courage to be 

wrong 

You’re in between 

So I shine my little light 

Upon the bottom of the river 

It only takes a sliver to be seen 

 

I know you’ve got a hunger 

There’s something up above for you, it 

seems 

You’ve been deprived of the medicine of 

dreams 

You’re in between 

So I shine my little light 

Upon the bottom of the river 

It only takes a sliver to be seen 

 

You’re where the water meets the sky 

You must swim to learn to fly 

I know they’ll miss you, and so will I 

But soon your time will come 

 

I hear the roaring thunder 

Silent rain is falling like a fog 

Any day you’ll sit up on that log 

You’re in between 

So I shine my little light 

Upon the bottom of the river 

It only takes a sliver to be seen 

 

I’d Like To Take You With Me When I 

Go 

It’s a time for sights and visions 

It’s a time to make decisions 

It’s a time to watch the old skin blow 

away 

When you hear that whistle blowing 

When you see that river flowing 

You gotta jump up and leave your 

troubles for the day 

  

You don’t have to worry, though 

surrounded by this strife 

Find a plot to tend to, and let the tending 

be your life 

Keep learning til there’s nothing left to 

know 

I’d like to take you with me when I go 

  

Jesus loves the sinner 

Doesn’t care if you’re a winner 

The famous now will later be the fraud 

Well, there’s a time for reaping 

And there’s a time for weeping 

And there’s a time for giving thanks to 

God 

  

You can curse the years you wasted. 

Yes, time can seem so cruel 

But you have to earn your wisdom from 

the time you  spent a fool 

When I finally hear that mighty trumpet 

blow 

I’d like to take you with me when I go 

  

He was sixteen on a summer night, just 

tearing down the street 

Now he’s shouting in the hospital and 

pissing in his sheets 

First you feel her skin upon yours and 

the moon is hanging down 

Then you come home for the funeral as 

a stranger in your own town 

  

Well, I know the path is narrow 

That his eye is on the sparrow 

And that everything comes back to him 

in time 

I see the ripples in the water 

I see the handwork of the potter 

In the twisted path that brought your 

hand to mine 

  

I spent years on all those battles. Now 

they don’t matter much to me. 

When your fragile self just shatters, then 

you’re half the way to free 

Said He saw Granddad though he died 

some years ago 

I’d like to take you with me when I go 


