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better days

everything fell apart with dad on the rails, leaving mom at home in tinsel town / working 40 hours at a job up the
hill / two kids at home to feed & all the bills / you would have never thought it possible, the day you took your
vows / your mother in law’s been phoning / and she still won't shut her mouth / but o, there've been better days
than this one / o, there've been better days than this one / meanwhile, off in saginaw, dad was in jail / for skipping
out on a bill /'$800 western union!” he yelled / don't give me grief now, woman, just wire some bail / you'd have
never thought it possible - how low can you go? / you haven't called home in weeks / did you forget to say hello?
/ but O x 2 / the wire passed, bail went through, mama got a lawyer and dad got the boot / and looking back on
twenty-five years since all the above / i'm glad he stayed gone, i'm glad he stayed gone / cuz it would've been
impossible / so where to now? / mom and we to better days / and dad to the sacred chao / and a brighter world
than this one / o, there’ve been better days than this one / o, you've seen better days than this one / o, there’'ll be
better days than this one

shooting spree
scene 1,the bus stop / 7:34 a.m./ first day in attendance in a new dlstrlct/who are these people / yo, yo, yo -

there’s that new kid / check him out:/ yo! nice bowl cut, zeke, what are you, amish? / bah! / aw, man, | think you're
gonna make him cry / you fuckin’ loser / you fuckin’ geek! / i don't believe it / can't understand, is this a nightmare
you can't be serious / am i expected to undergo / this ain't a place that you escape without a red-hot branding /i -
gotta get away, because it makes me kind of queasy, yes, | think I'm getting ill / i wish i could i would, i wish i coul
i would i can't i won't i should i might | probably will / scene 2, the class room / stumbling in, five minutes late / '
unkempt, disheveled, unsuspecting / can't find your seat, can’t find a pencil / (Wah Wha?, hats off to Charles =~ =
Schultz) / could you repeat it, don’t understand is that an obsolete vernacular in old code? / could be mistaken /i
coulda’ sworn i heard a noise in hear it sounded like a rank emission / i gotta get away, because it makes vant
to catch a train across the hill /i wish i could i would / i wish i could i would i can't i won't i should | mlg
scene 3, back home / report card day / and just arrived by the u.s.mail, o lord, jesus help us / footsteps, col
the stairs / | can’t believe my eyes/ (Squawk) / do you see what you've done to your mother? / you willng
outside / you will not leave your room / my god, to think we'd live to see the day / i'm so asharned
be deluded, but is there something awfully wrong here? / am | the only one? / am | expected to unde
nauseating bad excuse for life on earth / i've gotta get away / because it makes me want to buy ag 'ff'
want to kill /i wish i could i would | WISh i could i would i can’t i won't i should i might | wﬂl

the count de 'casas bgyana hls excellé‘ncy / one holy thursday summoned one ¢
fervor and a proselytizing gone astray / he humbled himself / and washed the
table / and in the would-be role of jesus told the slaves / that if the slaves obey thei

work on holy days / this bread S méébody / thls wine’s the blood on my hands / “ ve wontbehere



tomorrow and tonight’s a common sleight of hand,
havingsat at the table of the master for a nigh '
mill and took the overseers life / at once alerte it as
mounted party and the rancheadoresloosed the hounds, s / the fi
bullet / and the second caugl t the ow / the thi |
death / and number sixwas |
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ies can it repeat? / how much revision of the way it

ve to die? / how many bodies would it take for
vés / to empathize / and identify:/ there’s
n't told / and there’s never been a
1 ty th | | _ 'ty whi . hesca e divic
yw. many li 1y against a peop ec demed
' C | and the goc:d thEJUSt don't
1 recognize / genocide /
n't told / and there’s never |
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trolls

was up in the morning by the window in the kitchen / cold coffee at a quarter past eight while down in the
cellar the ma troll screamed / and from the window i could hear her say ‘you're late for the bus stop / get your
clothes on / take your brother and wipe
your face or your father’s gonna hear about it / he’s gonna get you!’/ and in a minute i could hear the youngest
say: ‘'momma’s a troll / papa’s a con / and we're all the prodigal sons borne along / though we ain't done
nothing wrong / five minutes later, the bus had gone by / little trolls on the corner left high and dry / pa pulled
his pants on / lit a newport light and started screaming at the top of his lungs / he put the brats in the wagon
and slammed the door / ate a piece of cold pork from the night before / then he crammed into the driver’s seat
~ and took the pod full of trolls away down geiger street/ ‘momma’s a troll / papa’s a con / and we're all the
prodigal sons borne along / though we ain’t done nothing wrong’/ and some day they're all gonna crawl / if
we've got to walk on the water to issue the call then we will / and we'll wait for godot to take us away / by the
time all the smoke had cleared there were twelve cars down and a pickup full of catfish / there was a
wagonload of u.s. mail / there were three dead trolls and a tanker in the ditch / and the tanker spilled the oil
and the oil caught fire and the fire got spread and the stench of burning tires / and the smoke brought the
sirens and the sirens brought the trucks and the trucks brought the medics and the medics brought the drugs /
and the drugs brought the freaks and he freaks brought the press and the press got an anchorman beaten to
death / and the crime brought the cops and the cops brought clubs and some heads got bashed and the freaks
got away with all the drugs got cut in a bathtub lab / and the lab got raided and the dealers got nabbed / and
the dealers got a sentence and the sentence got tossed in exchange for public service on the indiana red cross
/ so now all the dealers and the clean up crew and the freaks and the medics and a troll or two are out working
C n the highway / such a mess while / pa troll got laid to rest / it's true / ma shot him down / pa took the fall and
sherlff evicted us all in the end / so me and ma moved in to a flat / now we live by the tram / she works in a
s t-order dive and i clean out the can and we wait / we wait for godot to take us away...

o

y morning/ a tiny desert town/ an armed brigade of agents / coming after Vernon Howell / while

ense of conducting a routine investigation / a civil weapons search / without ever once so much as
before / they killed a dozen dogs / they opened fire on the door / they killed a man inside
 girl they riddled down from the sky / they shot the building full of holes / and despite the
ies / the a CC uple more / if someone breaks into your home ﬁ"klll ynur wife and chifd no

e ave the legal right,and the divine / to meet them at the gate /to take it toe to toe /
‘come, here you go / without a television eye / beyond a court of law / if for this
il them all...
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Tristan called me in the spring of 2003.
He said he was moving back to Lancaster PA to do research for his 3rd
book Kornwolf and wanted to play some punk rock.
| told him | would be honored and had just the right person (Chris) and
the riffs to make that happen

Tristan arrived at our practice space in Philly. We hugged, sang, and
drank until we could barely stand. 'Canyon Call Woman' was written and
Doomed To Obscurity was born. Over the next several months the three

of us wrote an album's worth of material, recruited some friends and
recorded a demo. Live shows followed.They said we were incredible -

on the verge of taking over the world _

On may 7th 2005 Tristan took his O\Qn il
On that day this demo became the first and last record of our band.
Revisiting these songs was not easy. We've had some of the saddest

nights imaginable, pouring over old 4track tapes, working with Jeff on e

mixes. It was a very long year

There are very few Tristans in this world. He had an energy, vision and

an openness that was unlque and an msprratmnﬂo be around TI‘I

Now that some time has passed, along with the sadness of wh
have been is a feeling ofgreat pride in what we di ‘4

Jason and Chris
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