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SIDE 1

Band 1 Sally Sells Her Charms For Money These Days 2:53
Band 2 Basket Ball Hero 2:50

Band 3 Started Out Lonesome 4:55

Band 4 Alcohol Heaven 2:19

Band 5 Big Jim Bourgoise & Antlers Bar 4:16
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SIDE 2

Band 1 Johnny Cash’s Father 3:38

Band 2 Long Long Way to California 2:47
(Longer to Mexico)

Band 3 Mop Factory Blues 3:18

Band 4 God Guts & Guns 6:41
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well they pay us by the piece they don’t pay us by the hour
I thought that went out long ago

and the bosses around here walkin’ round like

they’re our saviors think we’re too blind to realize

we’re jus’ inexpensive labor

Refrain

well I live inside the project down by St. Thomas Street
every mornin’ I walk to work through the St. Thomas fog
it ain’t too bad ya see in a couple of years

mop factory gonna buy me a seein’ eye dog

Refrain

yeah my name is Edward Tyner and

I’'m blind as I can be

like I said before it weren’t the worst thing

that ever happened to me no

so if you know a blind man, please do him this one favor
tell him take a tip from me

starve before you work at the mop factory

GOD GUTS AND GUNS

it was wet and cold on Bourbon Street and I was hot and dry

so I dropped into a barroom; they were out of bourbon
so I ordered rye

the barmaid stared down at me through the pancake on
her face

asked me what a guy who dressed like me was doin’ in
the place

said I didn’t know

she said it didn’t matter though cause business had been
a little slow

and as long as I was drinkin’ she was gonna

let it slide yeah she was gonna let it go

so I stared up at the bar stage where a naked girl

was shakin’ everything she owned

to the rythm of the latest A.M. radio don’t say a damned
thing drone

yeah she was tellin’ them old conventioneers to run away
from home

by every once in a while shakin’ a couple of parts that was
previously unknown

now I was gettin’ bored and high; my tab was gettin’ higher

I figured it be best for me to be sayin’ my good-byers

when this one old man come up sat down next to me

said son you can thank American freedom to God Guts
and Guns

Refrain

he said God Guts and Guns made America free
at any price we must keep all three

God Guts and Guns young man can’t you see
that’s the cornerstone of American liberty

well he lectured on the evils of gun control

threw in a couple of words about how the savior pulled
himself up out the hole

said he didn’t know for sure but he’d been told

that the jungle bunnies was usin’ welfare to buy weapons
on the public dole

yeah he talked about Christian society and whiteman’s

privileged destiny race war comin’ in 1983

and if I was a man I’d go out and join the klu klux klan

told him I was a simple man and all them heavy questions

of philosophy left me without too much to say

but didn’t he think a few too many people was gettin’
shot to death these days

he said now that’s what I daon’t understand

how come all you young fellos daon’t realize

that if everybody a had a gun on their hip

nobody whould shoot anybody cause everybody would be
too scared to die

that made sense

he repeated his refrain

Refrain

now a crowd it gathered round us two

for him they’d cheer for me they’d boo

if I’d had a gun I prob’ly would have shot a few

but since I didn’t I figured it was time to change my tune

so I told him I'd been meanin’ to buy me one of them shootin’
pens

only my drinkin’ habit kept my wallet thin

so if he’d kindly buy a round

tomorrow I’d put my payment down

well he bought one for me and one for the bar

just then them hundred and forty seven American legionaires

struck up a hymn like a bunch of newborn rock and roll
stars

they sang

Refrain

now four a clock come; they closed the bar

we’s walkin’ down Bourbon Street arm and arm
cheek to cheek and shoulder to shoulder

gettin’ drunker and feelin’ bolder

looked behind and what did I see?

all them legionaires followin’ him and me

so we figured we’d show New Orleans who we are
by pullin’ a raid on Pete’s gay bar

yeah we beat them sissy’s till they was almost dead
tore the whole damned bar to shreds

old man grabbed the manager and this is what he said
said “set ya free if you sing along with me”

manager began to sing

Refrain

things was gettin’ mighty odd when in popped this fellow
from the riot squad

hit a couple of female impersonators over the head

put his hand to my ears and this is what he said

said job well done boys job well done

but accordin’ to the city’s protocol

seems I’m gonna half to arrest you all

but don’t worry none cause when you get to jail

fraternal order of police is gonna post your bail

well went to jail got out all right

went to court the followin’ night

judge was lookin’ hungry and lean

said thank you boys for keepin’ the city clean

this whole damned story might sound absurd

but it ain’t the funniest thing I heard

no to tell you the truth the funniest thing

is when the judge and the jury began to sing

Refrain
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