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HOW WE PROSPER

Songs from the Book of Strawfoot
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dh irge-Country pioneers Strawfoot bring
a dark sound of candy-coated salvation
‘and helifire damnation to the stage,

weaving a dark tapestry
of haaiting, caiitionary tales.

- Songs of outlaw scarecrows, wayward preachers,
falling pianos, and the devil
paint a dark and menacing landscape,
¢, @&\  creating an original sound
(2@ stecped in the rich, dark history
of Amaica and beyond.
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Off 11T DARLIN SWEET SALLY LTNN
DELIVER IE TO EVIL WITH THAT SWEET SALLY GRIN.
LEAD IME [ TENMFTATION, WHILE I TRY TO FIND I1Y FLACE
DROF TOUR INVITATION, WHILE I CONTENMTLATE DISGRACE

WELL COITE OIN I, COIME OI IN...COIME oI IN

[ CAl TELL BY THE WAT YOU ITOVE, CLERR RS HOMEIMADE GIN
TER TTCUTH IS TULL OF HORNETS, AID YER DODT S DUILT FER SIN
STRNDIN AT THE CROSSROADY, TRYIN TO KELF ITY S0UL
DITE YER LIF AND SMILE AT IE AND I'LL FIGHT ITY SELT CONTROL

WELL COITE oIl IN, COITE ON IM...COITE OII IN

SEND IME 10 THE MOUNTAIN T0of, AD [0 THE ITUDDT DAINKY
THEN SEND IME STRAIGHT TO HELL, ANID WATCH ME GIVE TOU THANKY
T0U FUT THESE TOIMDSTONES IN MY EYES, THE NIGIHT WE ITADE OUR DEAL
THEN THREW ITE TO THE LION'S DEN, MY SWEET ACHILLES HERL

WELL COME OI I1, COTME O II...COIIE OI IN

Of IY DARLIN" WHAT'S YER RFTIAL
WHY'D YOU STIR THESE DEIONS IN THOUGHTS I CAI'T CONCLAL
TENMET ME WITH THAT SITILE, THEN LOOK THE OTHER WAY
T0U KIIOW I'LL KEET ON CHASING 10U EACH AND EVERT DAY

WELL COIME OII IM, COTTE O IN...COITE OIl IN
RCHILLES" AECL YOU GOT IME CALLING OUT YER NAIE
IS THIS TOUR LIADILITY OR SHOULD I TAKL THE DLAIE
LEAD ML IN TEMPTATION I'LL FOLLOW YTOU TO HELL
TOU'VE GIVEN IME A DRINKT NOW ['IT TRKING FROIT YER WELL

WELL COME ON IN, COME 0N IN...COITE O IN
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DA NATION WAY

YRICS & MUSIC BY M. EDER

THE LORD, HE SHUNNED ME , THIS ANGEL FELL
DOESN'T WANT ME IN HEAVEN, WON'T SEND ME TO HELL
DID HE THINK I'D STAY HERE, WELL I'M GONNA BE BLUNT
HE CAN HAVE HIS ETERNITY CAUSE THAT DOG WON'T HUNT

MY PRAYERS WON'T BE ANSWERED, SALVATION IS GONE
LEFT IN THE DARKNESS, THERE WON'T BE NO DAWN

THE WICKED MAN GETS A WICKED WRATH
THE SINNERS ALWAYS PAY
LEFT TO WALK THAT WICKED PATH CALLED DAMNATION WAY

LORD DON'T BE SURPRISED, WHAT DID YOU THINK?
YOU LEAD ME TO WATER, NOW WATCH ME TAKE A DRINK
THERE AIN'T NOTHING STOPPING ME, I'VE BEEN DAMNED BEFORE
LAST TIME FER JUST ONE SIN, NOW YOU'LL SEE A WHOLE LOT MORE

YOU MADE ME WHAT | AM, YOU FILLED ME WITH HAY
YOU PUT ME ON THIS DUSTY ROAD, CALLED DAMNATION WAY




HUMBLLD BY THL LORD
I'M A MAN WIHOUT A SOUL'_;




I AM A M2N OF CLOTH
BUT NOT WITHOUT MY SIN
I VE HEABD THE DEVIL § ENOChH

I ADWAYS LET HIM iN  qpewappaxrioN IS MY LEFT HAND
SALVATION IS MY RIGHT
I WANDER IN THE DARENESS
BUT I ALWAYS BRING THE LIGIIT

THOUGH I PREACH THE WORD

I WAS BAPTIZED IN THE WELL

I COULD SAVE YER WRETCHED SOULS
OR SEND THEM STEAIGHT TO HELL

A DIRT BOAD IS MY PATH

MY COLLABS STAINED WITH BLOOD

M CHASING AFYER LOCUSTS

AND I'M WAITING FOR THE FLOOD
I'VE COME TO TESTIVY

A WARB’'S BEEN WAGED WXTLEN
AND IF I WEBE A BETTING MAN
I'D BEY THAY DEVIL WINS

I'VE WRESTLED WITH MY CONSCIENCE
I WRESTLED WITH MY SOUL

AND NOW I FIGHT THE DEVIL

AND THE DEVIL S GOT CONTBOL

MY SOUL IT'S BUBNIN

THOUGH I'M COLD AND IN THE GBAVE
I GUESS THE LOBD DECIDED THIAT

I WASN'T WOEBTH THE SAVE

I TBAVEL IN Tt SHADOWS

I WALEKE AMONGSYT THE DEAD
THE OUTLAW IS UPON ME

BUT MY GOSPEL HAS BEEN READ
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%WISHIHM]SI!MEHRBAHTHFEE]]MEFRHAHAY ﬁ\f
[ WISHIEAD A JUGIDDRINK MY SINS AWAY |~~~
WISH 1 HAD A FIDDLE, FOR ON 1T I WOWLD PLAY
| WOULD PLAY TNTIL TR LORD TAKES I AWAY |

FINRLE AND Jut 2% MY SOUL FER JUST ANGTHER DAY
THE DEYAL, TOOK GarTTon, HE'S LEADING ME ASTRAY
FIDDLE AN Jut SAVE bi¥ SOUL AND PULL ME FROM DECAY
FIDLE AND JUG WON'T YOU WASH MY SINS AWAY

WISH 1 HAD A HOME A PLACE WHERE I COULD STAY
| WISH [HAD A GRAVE TO LT WY BODY LAY
WISH 1t A BIBLE ERAM IT'S PAGESL WOULD PRAY
1 WOTLA PRAY UNTHL THE LORD TAKES MEAWAY

WISH [ HAD A CONSCIENCE A VOICE | COULD OBEY

WISH [ HAD A HEART BOT MY CHEST IS FULL OF HAY

WISH | HAD A FIDDLE FOR ON 171 WOULD PLAY

& | WHOLD PLAY UNTIL THE LORD TAKES ME AWAY
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l WELL THE SKY, IT'S A FALLING,
AND ; AIN'T GO NO UMBRELLA
I'™M STANDING IN THE PUDDLES
AND AINT IT A SHAME
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DARK CLOUDS, THEY*VE BEEN A HOVERIN
FOUR SCORE AND'TWENTY¥ YEARS
IT CAN DRIVE A MAN TO DRINKING,

IT CAN DRIVE A MAN TO TEARS

NEVERFEEL THIS W / \_If‘\ﬂ\l
%\\X\{ STUMBLE EVEPQ( \W AND

-

WELL THE RUG, IT'S BEEN' A PULLED UP
RIGHT OUT FROM UNDER MY FFET
LIKE A EALLING PIANO .

LIKE A SLAP ACROSS THE CHEEK
[JKE A FIRE EXTINGUISHED
OR A_TORCH GONE OUT
THE LIGHT MIGHT HAVE LEFT ME

BUT THERE'S SMOKE ABOUT



K/ER OU SMILE AGAIN
l W\YN H%A\}E%N,AEJ LAUGH MY-FRIEND

WELL THE STAKES ALL GOT PULLED UP
THE CIRCUS MOVED ALONG
THE GROUNDS ARE SILENT -

BUT BSTILL HEAR THEIR SONG .08

LIKE A TERM IN CFFICE
LIKE A CROOKED LINE
NOTHING LASTS FOREVER

. NOT EVEN TIME

R TS WA AGAN
Wy STUMBLE Evm ALY




¥FOU a4 THSs BoTTLE
L HOLD TET CLASS

WE TOAST THE FUTURE
9) AND FOoROEY THE piasT

el aCoT AN ii‘@H

OST MY COOL '

O AN YER MOtITH

3RO KE THE GCOLDEN RULE

H@W QUICK LY MADNESS
CALLEI WIY NAINVEE
A$ T’HE WINE S5 I4L PO YHE FLOCR

yoiin DARKEST SECRETS
QUIICKLY CAVIE
B! SPILLING OUT WITH BEYVERY Poun

BLAME THE DOoTYTLE
BLANVIE THE $M§KEH
HOLL T UP AND SET
o, : T FRER

AccCUsE THE WOeRLD
, CRHRACK A JOKE

N NOONE & LISTYERING
| BT ME



S0 WE RAIGE A GLASS
AS WE TUNMBLE TO THE FLOOXR
 ¥YOU CAN STAGGER ON YOoUR
?Héﬁﬁﬂ@ﬁ AS I STUVMIBLE

O THE DOOR

ONEY FINGER @ﬁ
FY A FIST AT VIR
(AN TRY

A o
E@iﬂ?‘@@ NEE§ AN EFFIcY

Yot EEAY R T W R0
AND FIND THE FLAWS
ToU cHEW T Uup
AND WASH v B OWN
ARE Your THE Vi@?im
oOn THE CAUSE
Anm ¥ou LosT ;
Kot
. W $HAKE @Qﬁ MIsTS
AR © v I BLAME |
TR PICK U SID $ AN J

! i "{’J | ‘0&\

a 1.4‘(._ e

W i‘ Y‘ HANGE
T s $ !s T 2 SAME
W BN P FRUDGING
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CITTON. MOUTH IN ANOTHER TOWN, 1 DRANK.THE RIVER DRY
TRAVELING W1TH A BROKEN CROWN, A DEMON PASSING BY
| WATCHED THE BLACKBIRDS TAKING FLIGHT, ASRES IN THE WIND
| LOST THEM 1§ THE DARKENED NIGHT AND PELT MY SPIRIT BEND

I'D SCREAM RIGHT §P T8 HEAVEN, IF 1 THGUGHT IT°D B0 ME G003
I’ WASH MY HANDS 6% SIN IF I DRALLY THODGHT I COULY
I'0 SPEAK MY MINB RICET ROW, IF 1 0AB HALY A MINB 18 GIVE
I'D LAY RIGHT BEWN ANB BIB IV [ HAD RVER REALLY LIVED

L WENT AND KTLLED A MAN TUBAY,. WATCHED RIM DISAPPEAR |
A BROKEN HAND SENT-HIM AWAY, HE WAS STANDING IN THE MIRROR
WAS I BORN A WICKED MAN, BROKEN FROM THE START
AM [ MADE-OF RUSTY Tif, DID THE LORD EORGET MY HEART

THE STRAIGHT AND NARROW:S TWISTEQ, BUT THE FACT IT STILL REMAINS
THE LINE I WALK 1S CROOKED, BUT 1 WALK IT JUST THE SAME
['D T2V 70 PART YOUR WATERS, 1F [ DIBN'T THINK I'D DROWN
AND I'D FINALLY TAKE A STAND IF T WASN'T LAYING DOWN
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INDEPENDENCE. DAY
LYRICS & MUSIC By BBAUER

Wake up girl -this is your founding father
Listen close to what [ have to say

Get of f that ass, raise a glass to your daddy
Celebrate your Independence Day

You're so keen to keep so clean and pious
But your bleeding heart makes such a filthy
mess
| staked our claim. gave us name and purpose
Now run and pursue your happiness

NO YOU CAN'T BE BOTHERED =35
BUT YOULL BITCH AND YOULL CRY ._F[
GIRL. DON'T DISOWN YOUR FATHER &

ON THE FOURTH OF JULY
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Quick to blame, youd best be careful
Or the crooked get mistaken for the crook
It's all the same -we're all ashamed of our
children
Who cant read between the lies of their
textbook
“This whole world, it must bear witness
' To a Revolution eyery now and then”
\ (Abraham Lincoln)
We clutched our quills to scribe the bills of
this, great nation
Now show me you can hold a fucking pen.
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BUT OH HOW WE PROSPERED
THE OTHERS -THEY DIED
IT'S NOT FAIR NOR PROPER
BUT OH HOW WE TRIED.

SASARAREEEEEE8S
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YARD COUGH

LYRICS & MUSIC BY M. EDER

O COME AND SIT BESIDE ME
I'LL SHARE A DREADFUL TALE
OF SICKLY TWISTED METAPHOR
AND MOONLIGHT FALLING PALE

A MORBID SENSE OF TRAGEDY
A FATE LEFT SO SEVERE
OF FIRES BURNING DAY AND NIGHT
OF BUZZARDS CIRCLING NEAR

SWING AROUND THE ROSEY
KEEP A BLOSSOM IN THE AIR
DANCE THE DEVIL'S PROMENADE
AND SAY A FINAL PRAYER

RAISE A GLASS TO HEAVEN
AND SAY YOU KNEW ME WELL
THEN TAKE ANOTHER DRINK

AND SAY ONE LAST FAREWELL

TIME IS INCONSISTENT
WHEN YOU'RE WAITING FOR THE END
LIKE WRITING SCARLET LETTERS
YOU KNOW YOU’'LL NEVER SEND

TOO LATE TO FLEE, TO LATE TO PRAY,
THE DEVIL’S DRAWING NEAR
A TELLTALE SIGN SO OBVIOUS
FOR EVERYONE TO HEAR

A CAVEAT SO OMINOUS
IT COMES AS NO SURPRISE
A CHURCHYARD COUGH FORESHADOWS
A SONG WITH NO REPRISE

BLACK LUNGS, BLACK EYES,
THE BANSHEE WAILS
TO EVERYONE IN TOWN
BLACK CLOUDS, BLACK DEATH
OUTSIDE OUR DOORS
WE ALL FALL DOWN
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GONNA DIG ME A HOLE, GONNA GRAB MY RUSTY SHOVEL, AND LOSE MY SELF CONTROL
GONNA DIG ME A HOLE, GONNA PUT YOU IN THE GROUND, AND STEAL YER WRETCHED SOUL

GONNA DIG ME A HOLE, GONNA GRAB MY RUSTY SHOVEL, AND LOSE MY SELF CONTROL
GONNA DIG ME A HOLE, GONNA PUT YOU IN THE GROUND, AND STEAL YER WRETCHED SOUL

GONNA DIG ME A HOLE, GONNA GRAB MY RUSTY SHOVEL, AND LOSE MY SELF CONTROL
GONNA DIG ME A HOLE, GONNA PUT YOU IN THE GROUND, AND STEAL YER WRETCHED SOUL
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WorrmiEss SINNER,

! Brame 7HE voRD FOR wHAT 1 am
- Awp I'm c2asiNG ARTER HERVEN
©Cavse | xnow 7THY Wikk BE DAMNED

Pvx BREN DOWM THAT DUSEY HRIGHWAY
fnp I'm & LoNG. LONG WAY FROM HMOME
BuT REDEMPTION'S RIGHT BEFORE ME
For my cuvren 15 WHERE | Roam

| HAYE CUIMBED THE HIGHEST MOUNTAIN
#Awp I'VE ©RIED oUT FO THE MIGHT

Mow MY LUNGS ARE COLD AND WEARY

aND I°M STILL WAITIEG FOR THE EKIGRT

WELL MY CUP 1T RUMNMNETH OVER
So 5}}% DRINE UYNTik 1T°S DRY
ND DLl SING YUP TO THE DARKNESS
RAIZE MY BANDS P FO THE SKY

R, WRETCHED MAN
ROPRAY WRILE | swiks cawm
¥ 788 Lorp Wik ALLOW ME
1%x Bow wY \HEAD AND FOLD MY MAMDS




=S =' V// /A,R‘ RN
4G\ m CJ A
i‘S‘ it ﬂ}]"‘ | ;;55 gg?*
/ ‘*n% r .\ %







the Reverend Uncle Marc

vocals, mandolin

Brother Steve-O

electric/slide guitar

Brothir Brian
banjo, backing vocais

Brother Wes

uprignt bass

Sister Jen

violin

Brother Mississippi Nate

hiarmonica

Brother John

percussions
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vicious books

Vicious Books publishes the type of literature the mainstream is afraid of. The type of
literature that hasn’t been published a million times before.

The type of book you should be reading right now.

If you want to read abouta dynamic, professional.singic woman trying to make it in
the big city, all while iooking for Mr. Right and the peifect pair of pumps, well,
you've come to wrong place. There are no heartwarming stories about pubescent wiz-
ards here. There will be no monologues about our private parts, and.it's doubtful
Oprah will ever recommend our books.*

#We'd have to kick our own asses if that were the case.

Check out our other titles:

Rorschach’s Ribs, ov Marcus Eder

Nobody Puts Swayze in the Cornet: the Tao of Swayze, by Marcus Eder
Grundish & Askew by Lance Carbuncle






