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Howdy there, folks. This album is about a year and a half overdue, but the delay 

has been well spent writing songs and preparing

a (heretofore unperformed) live set.  

This album is artistically more unified than my 

previous works. It contains very little politics or humor. Nor does it adopt the earlier blend folk, electronica and rock. Instead, it keeps a rawer, more barren sound mainly of layered electric guitars and vocals. Its themes

include violence, crime & alienation. This is partly

a product of some latent noir instinct, but it is also the

result of a defunct, undeveloped film rock opera I intended to

write about a desperado who finds himself in some hellish

wasteland, unsure of where to go next. 

The songs here represent but a fraction of the songs I have written lately. Some dissappeared when a hard drive crashed, more dissappeared when a backup drive went kaput: many still remain, and may yet see the light of day. 

Despite my hiatus in releasing music, I have been playing more music than ever. Guitarist Brian Cleary, whose work appeared in Crazy on the Run, plays many of the songs heard here and has helped write a few of them. He and I have an entire live set of songs we play on a regular basis, and his creative input has proven invaluable. Additionally on this album can be heard a song I made with an old buddy of mine from Redlands days -- Zev Rubin. 

This album is by no means a flawless work of art. It has mistakes. But it also has triumphs. In order to get this album out before the next millenium, perfection had to be sacrificed to “good enough.” Copy my music freely, or throw it in the trash can. If you insist on paying for your music, instead make a donation to a worthy cause.  

As always: Thanks to my dear wife whose patience with howling guitars and uncooked dinners has proven formidable. Thanks to the neighbors, who have never complained. Thanks to Cleary & his wife. Thanks to Ramsey for use of his server. And Nate for use of his banjo. And especially thanks to everyone near and far who continues to encourage these projects. 
1. "Culture War" 2:51

music & lyrics by Clay Sails

[This is a song about a soldier who volunteers for a war that forces him to dance with the devil. It has electric guitar, banjo, and mandolin.]

 lookin for a partner who can dance real slow

 the devil's got time for a dosey-do

 swingin and spinnin and around we'll go

 moving as one on the dance floor

 my brain was agar in a culture war

 I didn't need a sword or shield at all

 I signed up naked but dressed to kill

 From there everything went downhill

 it didnt take a genius to tell me that I'd made

 A big mistake -- I was too late

 my heart was empty and my soul was black

 whatever you do, baby don't look back

 lookin for a partner who can take things slow

 the devils got time for you don't you know

 swingin and spinnin and around we'll go

 lock the door clear the floor

 looking for a reason that'll make you know

 why that feeling inside won't ever go

 until your heart is empty and your soul is blown

 feel the wind of the comin storm 

2. "Boogeyman" 3:34

[This song highlights guitarist Brian Cleary’s particular musical genius. He came to the studio with a trademark catchy, rythem guitar riff that forms the structural core of this song. I added words and lead guitar.]

  An all night game in a dangerous town

  a gambler loses on a double down

  he draws his iron

  and turns the dealer into a dead man

  when the smoke clears the killer is gone

  his last words crackle in the silent dawn

  "don't come lookin' -- I can outride Death if I have to"

  Long past dusk in a desolate land

  the killer rides with blood on his hand

  he must be goin' crazy cuz 

  behind him in the dust rides the dealer-man.

  At a desperate gait, the killer goes on

  but the shade keeps pace and the killer knows 

  he can outrace fear
  but he can never outrun the boogeyman

 Through the afternoon and into the night

  the shade remains in the killer's sight

  "who are you really?" he calls

  but boo says the boogeyman

  on the side of a hill in a placer waste,

  the killer loses his desperate race

  the last thing he hears are

  words from the mouth of the boogeyman

  "I'm a dealer in death, you tipped my hand

  you proved last night you're a gamblin' man 

  but winnin is my suit

  and you should never ever bet against a boogeyman.

  I'm in every town and in every place

  you can try to run to outrun me, but you can never escape

  I've been called a lot of things

  but you can call me the Boogeyman.

3. Less Angels 

[This song has been a favorite in the live set – mainly because its so simple & melodic. Along with Boogeyman, this song contains one of my favorite lead guitar parts, which is heard in a nearly-complete form on this version of the song. This version of the song is thicker and more richly layered than earlier versions.]

  I got angels

  plenty, you know

  I got angels and they're knocking at my door

  I got no place I can go

  if I don't want to be with angels anymore

  'cuz if I try to take you along with me

  get it you got it I gotta take the long way

  tried to take you along with me

  got it you know it I gotta take the long way 

  cuz if I tried to take you along with me

  if I tried to take you along with me...

  I got devils, plenty you know

  I got devils and they won't leave me alone

  I got noplace I can go

  If I don't want to be with devils anymore

  'cuz if I try to take you along with me

  get it you got it I gotta take the wrong way

  tried to take you along with me

  got it you know it I gotta take the wrong way 

  cuz if I tried to take you along with me

  if I tried to take you along with me...

4. “Incorrigible Funk” :39
[This song is what happens when one mixes a new Yamaha bass with too much coffee!]
5. “Driftin’” 4:14

[Which one is the cowboy, the singing highwayman or the “kid” clerk who gets himself shot in a holdup? They both are. This song is about the ambiguity of heroes like cowboys, and its about remorse, and its about a good old fashioned schoolin’ that a kid gets from a desperado. Due to its simple structure and fun lyrics, Driftin holds a venerated place in the live set. Cleary wrote the chord structure. I slowed his song down and tossed in some lead guitar and words. It was to be the anthem in the ballad of the non-existant/proposed rock opera.]

I was drivin down the road one night

I was driftin over the yellow line

I was comin back from a place 

that I never should have been in the first place

A cowboy’s gotta cross that line sometime

All debts and all things owed repayed

A cowboy can’t forget what’s owed

he knows he’ll reap what he sews

All cowboys go to heaven


I pulled in to the store in blinding rain

Just me and things that the Devil made me bring

out there in a lonely place

I did something that I couldn’t erase

all tongues are tied, all suns must die

all rain is fire, all lows are high

all days are as dark as deepest night,

the world is spinning on its side

all cowboys go to heaven

I put the clerk tied up in the back

I put the cash into a canvas sack

but the kid got free and he almost got me

so I put a quick one in his belly

All cowboy’s gotta lay their head down sometime

all suns must set all trails must end, kid

all things shall pass all promises said

gun on hip and hat on head

all cowboys go to heave

(see ya there, kid)

6. “Radio Radio” 3:34
[This song is about the elusiveness of fame to an unnamed pop star. Its about our cultural obsession with the silly ideas and obsessions of stars. It came together at the last minute. It was the last song written and recorded. It finishes with my trademark ending-solo-to-fade and some lyrical ambiguity. Will the star hear herself again on the radio, or is she “out” of the limelight for good?]

  off stage, baby

  hear the fans callin you

  you're the one they want to hear

  everybody tellin you its time to go time to go

  onstage, baby

  the lights are tracking you

  you're gonna be the one 

  everybody hears on the radio radio

  don't you know the car she drivs is magic?

  don't you know that the cause she fights is tragic?

  don't you know that the timings right

  the stars are alightin' in the rightest line

  say it to the nation sing it out loud

  don't you know that you're gonna find yourself on the radio radio

  don't you know the car she drivs is magic

  don't you know that the cause she fights is tragic

  Have I got a story for you

  Don't you know its the same old story through and through

  Have I got a story for you

  They're gonna love you 

  but they aren't gonna know you through and through

  don't you know that as the years go by

  everytime you listen will remind you why 

  you play another station

  and sing it out loud

  cuz you'll never ever know whose the next one

  out on the radio – that’s the way it goes

  don't you know the car she drivs is magic

  don't you know that the cause she fights is tragic

7. “Smog in Wonderland” by Rubin & Sails 2:22

[Zev Rubin is a friend from Redlands. He and I played a bit in college but have been on separate coasts since. Last year Zev got in touch with me and suggested we collaborate on a song. He sent me a very catchy but typically nontraditional guitar and bass part, to which I added some lead and additional bass. After bouncing the master back and forth, we ended up with this short, snappy gem of a song. If I could sling a guitar this well every time I picked it up, I’d never work another day doing anything else.] 
8. “Hindu Kush” by Clay Sails 1:43

[This is a song about an American soldier in Afghanistan, a war that is only now getting some attention. This version of the song was a serendipitous first recording and it is quite rough. Due to its quirks, it very nearly did not make it to the album. Subsequent versions have become more coherent and perhaps easier to listen to, but they do not have the energy that this version has. In order to keep the meaning of the song intact, I include all of the song lyrics here even though only the first two stanzas are in the version you here. ]

  ridin on a jungle train

  into high alpine terrain

  me with my M-16

  glad its gonna rain

  gory-o

  do you think its gonna snow tonight?

  glory-o

  do you think its gonna snow?

  slidin down a dry morraine

  clearing fields with gasoline

  copter crashed from much to high

  alights the mountain night

  glory-o

  do you think its gonna glow tonight?

  gory-o

  do you think its gonna glow?

  that's where we lost you am I right?

  that's where we lost you sonny alright?

  I fell into a dark and swollen sea\

  thats where you lost me (baby) alright?

  it was a beauty crippling dream

  on opium wings

  sun risin on a desert plain

  nothing bloomin till winter rains

  smoke is blowin from up the valley

  where do you think you'll find me? 

9. “Neighborhood” by Cleary & Sails
[Here is a traditional song about unrequitted love. Cleary and I wrote the chord progression – I play the instruments.]
  there was a girl who lived above me  

  she lived on the twenty seventh floor see

  she was a real wild horsey

  where in the world could she be yeah

  will somebody show me

  when night comes down 

  and the lights are softly glowin

  thats when I remember

  how the moon had finally finally found your eyes

  tell another story to keep me here awhile

  I'll make time

  where is the girl who used to love me

  she used to lay down right beside me

  there was a girl i think you know, see

  she talked a lot about you and me

  will somebody show me

  when night comes down 

  and the lights are softly glowin

  thats when I remember

  how the moon had finally finally found your eyes

  do you ever wonder did you ever realize

  that we were alive?

  i been tryin hard to find you babe

  but i been lookin in the wrong place

  i been ridin on a lost highway

  since findin out that you flew away

  i've been gone in a bad sort of way

  losin track of the hours of the day

  i been down in a big bad citay

  i been lost and lone-lay

  there was a girl who used to tell me 

  she could make her own gravity 

  there was a girl who used to attract me

  she jumped from the twenty seventh floor see

  and the world rose up to greet her

10. “Crystal City” by Clay Sails

[This is a song about someone who commutes to a place that sucks out their life. The real Crystal City is a place I used to spend 180 minutes a day commuting to and from.]

  I went outside.

  into fog and grey.

  I went on a road and I went on a train.

  And on the way it came to me.

  I was going somewhere that I knew that I should not be

  to Crystal City

  I was all alone in a crowd of me's

  I had on a badge and a collared v 

  I had on a blank face hidden in a blank page

  too late to turn back as the stations blink past me 

  to Crystal City

  I went inside into my cube of grey

  I opened the mail but I stared way cuz I couldn’t see

  where did all the gleam go faded with the afterglow 

  lost with the sheen of our wildest dreams

  since the 1980s

  Will I be alright if I just don’t face it 

  Will I be fine if I just keep faceless

  dimmin down the tubelight

  working past midnight

  the reason escapes me as the seasons blink past me 

  was this ever a place for me?

11. “Radio Radio Instrumental” :51

[Before ‘Radio Radio’ was a song with lyrics, it was a big, rambling jam. The :51 seconds captured here exemplefy those moments of wild, unfettered abandon that results in some of the greatest songs. My only wish was that this portion of the song was longer. If you listen hard enough, you can hear the same background drums and chords that became ‘Radio Radio’.]

12. “Anti-Christ Crusaders: A Parody” 4:31

[There was a time last year when I was trying to understand/produce heavy metal. A musician friend (Vikram) showed me that heavy metal could be melodic and interesting – rather than merely overloud and shouty. When I sat down to write a song, I wound up with the fairly substantial guitar/rythem part you hear here. However, I had a hard time writing a serious heavy metal song. All the chicken-biting and devil worshipping has tainted the genre for me. So instead of rejecting the trappings of heavy metal, I dove right in and produced a song about the Army of Darkness coming to town and wrecking the neighborhood. The only serious element is the truth about how “good” needs “evil” to feel “good” about itself, while “evil” only needs to feel “good” in order to feel good...  This song gives me a bit of trepidation to release because I have no wish to offend my Christian family or friends – only make a silly song with loud guitars.]  

  forget your wants

  forget your needs

  we're risin up to set you free

  forget the here

  forget the now 

  We're comin out show you how.

  Who are we? 

  Well, who are you?

  ("And who is playin who for a fool?")

  You know us,

  You need us bad

  ("Without us you'll lose everything you have") 

  We are the anti christ crusaders

  and we've come as anti-saviors 

  We are the anti christ crusaders

  And our loyalties lie with satan

  forget the pain

  forget the cure

  ("those names can only obscure")

  forget your love

  forget your fear

 ("because the time is almost here")

  Who wants some?

  And who wants more?

  ("Come feast in the wake of the riders four")

  You're hungry well...

  just go ahead grab it

  ("we're the best of the worst and the sheep don't have it") 

we are the anti christ crusaders

we are just bad by nature

we are the anti christ crusaders

we have come to earn your hatred

forget your games

forget your greed

you don't even know what it means

forget your life

forget your dreams

to the land of nod where you made us flee 

Where are we going?

Wherever we're sent

("To a place where we won't have a need to repent.") 

You know it well,

Its your place, too

("Its a place for hypocrites to do what they do.") 

we are the anti-christ crusaders

we have come to eat your babies ("the dingo ate my baby")

we are the anti-christ crusaders

and we don't make good neighbors

