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Black Mesa Songs

1. Two Days
Two days on the road

And two days more to go

Now I’m stuck in this two horse town

For two hours or so

Got enough time to walk two blocks

And get two beers down

Got two dollars in my pocket

For this two horse town

It’s been two years since my mama

With my own two eyes I could see

Two days more and I’m back home

Standing on my own two feet.

2. Low Hanging Fruit
I’ve never been a fan of this old world

With its changes of temperature and rocky terrain

It was never meant for the likes of me

A flatlander who hates the rain

Chorus.

But I found a way to survive

Did I really ever have another choice

I found the low hanging fruit

Falling from the branches of trees

I never wanted to work too hard

Never wanted to work for the man

If I couldn’t live a life of ease

Then I’d just be an old shop hand

But we live in a world of bosses

Of which I will never be

All these designs are made

Far away from me

I’ll never have a well known name

Or be the titan of some old street

Old rich men around an old oak table

But we never get a seat

I’ve never been a fan of this old world

With its building and trees made to fall down

But somebody’s always got designs on them

When there’s lucre to be found.

3. Swingshift Stevedore
The sun goes down on this old beat up port

And the union boss resides like a king over his court

Another ship will roll in with its pounds of useless shit

We’ll praise the god of plastic things and lay hands on it.

The cranes rise high like god’s fantastic arms

Moving boxes full of things made in factories or grown on farms

There isn’t enough work but there’s always work to do

We used to make things in this country but now we just move.

The swingshift stevedore can’t help but check his watch

But it’s four hours and a shot of whiskey until he gets off

The bars will be closing so he’ll just go on home

His wife has to get up early so he will drink alone

But none of that will make the sun not go down

Or get a better house in a better part of town

Somebody’s making money off the stuff that leaves here by train

But all he can think about now is how he wants out of this rain

The merchant marines will step on land and head on into town

They got money in their wallets and pockets full of sorrows to drown

I don’t want to say they talk funny, but in a way I’ve never heard

We just nod when they walk on by, don’t even say a word

Now there are worlds that I imagine places where they come from

And the rain falls on my hardhat sounding like some ancient drum

They will drink their night away and get back on their ship

Tomorrow they’ll leave, their ship emptied for another trip.

Yeah we used to fill up ships and send them out of this place

Now the ships just empty here and fill up all of our space

Others make stuff for us and we just take it in

And I get the sinking feeling that it’ll never be as good as it once had been.

4. Rainy Streets in Dirty Cities
5. Small Matter of Degrees
I beg you not to cauterize my wounds

I just wanna let them bleed

May not want much of anything

But I’m sure I know what I need

Miles disappear and miles disappear

Below the shuffling of my feet

A trail of road behind me 

To lead me back to where we meet

Chorus.

And I tend to walk in all the wrong places

But for that I can be forgiven

Cuz a life without mistakes, a life without mistakes

Is a life that ain’t worth livin’.

Jagged Mountains cut between

Where I am and where I’ll go

And all of those roads are undependable

At least the roads that I know

So those are the roads I’ll put my feet on

Let the outcomes be what they will

And I’ll reopen all those old wounds

And find I’m bleeding still

Roads diverge and you wouldn’t even know

Until it’s too late the right way to go

Maybe in the desert maybe I’ll freeze

Cuz the right path from the wrong is just a small matter of degrees.

6. Los Santeros
We learned our art back when we believed in God

When saints still held sway over the day to day

But that river doesn’t run the way that it once did

The modern world requires such things

Something’s destroyed for each thing it brings

For centuries this land has swallowed up all our bones

And the river ran so red, just like the blood we bled

We gathered our paints from that same colored earth

Put them on old warped boards 

Hoping for blessings from our Lord.

That world defined by change it began to creep in

Brought along mountain roads that didn’t exist a century ago

That river ceased to run and all our paints went dry

And the places where we once prayed,

Will be returned to the earth from which they were made.

7.  Crooked Trees
Crooked trees welcome me home

All wind blown and bent

It’s been too long on this road

All their messages came and went

But I can count on them as long as there’s dirt on the ground

But I have seen enough to know they won’t always be around.

Chorus.

Despite the comfort of the place

My teeth hurt before my body breaks

This dry air has taken my breath 

And the strength that it takes to stay

And for now I will wait 

For mountains to clear away

Or for winds to die down

As some sign that I should stay

Cuz this road it doesn’t dead end, it’ll go on and on

I hope I have the will to stop before I’m too far gone.

I’ve got a bottle of dry air

It’s been by my side for years

Don’t know why I keep it here

Every molecule like four of my fears.

8. Seven Letter Word for Disappointment
9. Disaster Won’t Come
I sit and wait for it all, wish it was here by now

Can’t say it’d be too soon, can’t say I’d be surprised.

I look forward to it when it happens, though I doubt I’ll be around

Tell you my friend can’t figure it out, why disaster won’t come soon enough for me.

The sky goes black and the clouds rain brown

The earth it crumbles and it all crashes down

Disaster won’t come soon enough for me.

It’s all used up it ain’t no good, I’m finished with it all

Disaster won’t come, soon enough for me.

10. Oh, The Rain
Oh, the rain oh, the rain it’ll bury me in the ground

I will wait all year long for rains to come around

We’ve got washes carved away, cut from desert lands

I’ve waited a long, long time for this time to be at hand.

Chorus.

And ever since I knew about death I knew how I would die

Waiting for the rain clouds and on the ground I’d lie

I’d let those waters just wash me out of sight

And ever since that day I refused to die any other way.

I picked out a piece of land close to the spot

Where legend has it more than a man has been caught

Now I trust the waters but fortune doesn’t shine bright

It hasn’t rained in a long, long time, days of unfettered light.

Now there’ll be those who say I’m just waiting to die, 

But I hope you know that that is just a lie

For so long it has been so dry

And when those waters come I’ll never have felt more alive

Now today is a hopeful day I can see the darkening sky.

For the first time in a long time I’m sure I’m gonna die.

I can hear that thunder clap the wash’ll be a drain

I’m going to lay my body down, Oh, the rain oh, the rain.

11. Hunger for Thirst
I swore today I’d bite everything I said

Half words full of broken letters

I couldn’t explain away the reasons that I stay

Half sounds are for all the better

Chorus.

And you were at your best when I was at my worst

But I could never remember exactly which came first

Even benign smiles could seem so cursed

As I traded in my hunger for my thirst

Words are like leaves that are free, you can’t put them back on a tree

Each one a life of its own.

They might try to fly, or maybe just fall and die

Or wait like a seed to be sown

Sometimes words move like snow or they’ll settle like broken glass

Sometimes they lie in waiting for the moment to pass

So I try to bite down on them break them into pieces, 

Let them settle where they will.

12. Lines and Waves
I’m sure of all the angles and where lines will intersect

I’m sure of squares and octagons and ideas there are to dissect

But knowing lengths of lines does not help me succeed

When it is really words it is words that I need.

In the end it is terra firma where I have to stand

Lines of waves and waves of lines don’t make dry solid land

When I find myself needing words, I only find geometry

For all their theorems to the contrary I sing like lead in the sea.

13. The Ballad Of Jim Jeffries
Never did lose a fight don’t reckon I ever will

Never wanted to fight again but here I am still

They brought me many a mile said the great white hope am I

They say in our good white country that the black boy shouldn’t smile.

Chorus.

They brought me to old Reno town to put that Negro down

They brought me to old Reno town, they’re gonna show me around

They brought me to old Reno town.

I know what the people expect, I know what the papers’ll say

But I don’t know what will happen if the sun rises that day

Never asked for these arms, never prayed for broad shoulders

I’ve done many a thing but I can’t make the winter colder.

Never did lose a fight, didn’t reckon I ever would

But after going rounds with that man I know what few have understood

So if you’ll let me be on my way and forget how this whole thing went down

Got no use for that ring or old Reno Town

14. Mesilla
15. Saddest Songs
I thought of you every time 

I set out to cook

Like sharp razors in my mouth 

With every bite I took.

Chorus.

I know everything I did wrong

And I could lay it all out in a song

But in the end all that it means
Is I wish that you were here with me.

And I no longer wear your favorite shirt

It’s like thistles against my skin

It just hangs there in my closet

And ever since that’s just where it’s been.

And I still have that old mixed CD

That you made for me

But I only listen to the saddest songs

Cuz they’re the ones that make me see,
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