
FISHIN' MUSICIAN 
 
They bought him drums when 
he was ten years old 
and he knew right away 
that he'd play rock n' roll 
In high school he 
traded drums for a guitar 
and he knew right then 
he'd be a rock n' roll star 
 
But now he's out to haul 
his days spent on the bay 
Despite all his wishes 
the ancients had their way 
ten generations siren song 
and he walks a path 
500 years long. 
 
And the waves crash 'round 
and the engine roars 
and he makes his own music 
off the rocky shore 
 
Through the years the 
bands came and went 
with passion and pain 
and glimpses of fame 
and sometimes now 
he'll still play late at night 
over and over till 
he gets it right 
Some new song that 
might just be "the one" 
But in the first 
light of dawn 
all the dreaming is done. 
 
In this facebook world 
where technology rules 
let others chase the gold 
that was meant for fools. 
He's got no regrets 
he's not playing the game 
just so everybody 
would know his name 
But the gulls 
fly to listen while 
he's humming a tune 
Out haulin' for hours 
somewhere around noon 
His hand slapping time 
keep a beat on the wheel 
Life on the water 
is sweet 'cause it's real 
and the songs that 
he writes in his head 
each day 
they're just echoes of freedom 
that's life 
on the bay. 
 
 
STUFF STUFF STUFF 
 
Stuff, stuff, stuff 
that bait pocket 
stuff, stuff, stuff 
and if you happen to get wet 
tell Davy Jones down below 
you hate to be so slow 
but you just gotta 
stuff one more bait pocket 
 
Stuff, stuff, stuff 
that bait pocket 
stuff, stuff, stuff 
and if you happen to get wet 
tell that Ahab at the wheel 
you know just how he feels 
but you just gotta 
stuff one more bait pocket 
 
Stuff, stuff, stuff 
that bait pocket 
and if you happen to get wet 
tell that demon at the throttle 
you're gonna hit him with a bottle 
if he don't let you stuff 
one more bait pocket 
 
Stuff, stuff, stuff 
that bait pocket 
stuff, stuff, stuff 
you're no where near 
halfway done yet 
just keep your head right down 
and sling that dead fish 'round 
until you run clean out 
of bait pockets 
 
 
AT THE SHOP 
 
There's always something doin' 
at the shop 
There's always someone sawing 
always someone jawing 
at the shop 
The coffee pot is on 
from 3am til dawn 
at the shop. 
 
There's always someone painting 
always some complaining 
at the shop 
There's gear stacked everywhere 
the smell of burnt rope in the air 
at the shop 
Might even have a tune 
on a Sunday afternoon 
at the shop. 
 
There's always rumors floating 
or they're having some ones boat into 
the shop 
Always movin' something heavy 
or working on the chevy 
at the shop 
You're never really sure 
who will come through the door 
to the shop. 
(continued) 
 
 

AT THE SHOP (cont.) 
They're still going strong 
cuz all the lights are on 
at the shop 
They're always gumpin something up 
and passin' 'round the jug 
at the shop 
It's a mystery to some 
how any work gets done 
at the shop 
 
There's pinups on the wall 
and some in overalls 
at the shop 
It's a home 
away from 
so you'll never be alone 
at the shop 
So don't stand there and fidget 
let's pay a visit 
to the shop 
So putting this thing in gear 
you know which way to steer 
to the shop. 
 
 
ONCE (and for all) 
 
Once 
there was a fishery 
now it's just a memory 
when the government 
came to town 
and shut the whole thing down 
What they did was sin 
and the vultures moved right in 
Now I'm being taxed right off my property 
being pried right loose 
It's clear to me 
like my neighbor down the road 
sold land generations owned 
when your back is to the wall 
and the big guys want it all 
 
Once 
there was some scenery 
all rocks and trees 
and crashing sea 
Now it's all concrete and glass 
The worst has come to pass 
Never thought I'd live to see it 
or the apathy that bred it. 
 
Once 
There was a fishery 
and a real, local economy 
If we don't all stand up now 
we are all goin' down 
If we don't stand and fight 
it could happen overnight 
We all must stand up now 
or we are goin' down 
If we don't stand as one 
we won't get one thing done. 
 
 
THE ANCHOR 
 
I'm in love with 
the TV news woman 
What am I gonna do? 
Her smile is copyrighted 
and her body's on file 
what am I gonna do? 
I keep hanging 'round 
the station door 
but the headline story is 
she don't want me no more 
I'm in love with 
the TV news woman 
what am I gonna do? 
 
I'm always late to work 
'cause she does the morning show 
and at 11pm I'm still basking 
in the TV's glow 
I can't get no sleep 
I've got bags under my eyes 
I watch her lips move 
and I fantasize 
I'm in love with 
the TV news woman 
what am I gonna do? 
 
I dialed her up 
on her call-in show 
to say what's in my heart 
just to let her know 
but forgot to turn my radio down 
and heard the feedback squawk 
I lost my nerve and 
I couldn't talk 
'cause I'm in love with 
the TV news woman 
what am I gonna do? 
 
I was gonna write to 
her fan mail care of the station 
but they say she's moving on 
if they don't get better ratings 
so I went out and bought, and 
tuned in a thousand TV's 
just to show her how hard 
I'm trying to please 
'cause I'm in love with 
the TV news woman 
what am I gonna do? 
Her smile is copyrighted 
and her body's on file 
what am I gonna do? 
I keep hangin' 'round the station door 
but tonight's top story is 
she don't want me no more 
I'm in love with 
the TV news woman 
what am I gonna do? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HAKEMOUTH STRUT 
First there was a fish 
and he swam on the bottom 
and he kept on swimming 
till somebody caught him 
and he was the hake 
Then there was someone who caught him 
hauled him up from the bottom 
Filled up the hold of this boat 
and he smoked her home 
with the hake. 
On the way in he 
filleted him and he ate him 
and he iced the rack 
but he kept the head 
Why did he keep the head 
of the hake? 
Why did he keep the head 
well he needed bread. 
So he picked up his phone 
and he gave a shout 
Then he headed right out 
right down to the shore 
where there's bait galore 
and many hake 
 
Because in October when 
it starts to get cold 
and in November when 
the wind she blows 
those hake head 
are work their weight in gold 
So I'm told 
 
Got enough heads 
to last the season through? 
Yes I do, yes I do 
my shed is full 
Because I fish 'em long 
and I fish 'em hard 
and fish 'em right up 
to my dooryard 
And there's only one man 
who's truly a saint 
and that's the one 
who brings me that bait 
 
 
STERNMAN SHUFFLE 
 
Out of jail 
Out of bed 
Hung over the rail 
'til they clear their heads 
 
Good ones worth 
as much as gold 
Do the job don't 
need to be told 
 
But all too soon 
they're on their way 
Bought their own boat 
Though you prayed they stay 
 
Now you have to hire again 
Who to pick 
No time to waste 
Though you want to kick 
 
Lobsters crawling 
Season flying 
Got to get someone 
Before weather is dying 
 
Young ones are strong 
But you gotta learn 'em 
Go find a young buck 
who deserves a turn 
 
Old ones spend time 
pointing out your wrongs 
Radio blasting can still 
hear their song 
 
 
Don't mind the hours 
or the pay 
Can't go alone 
wife had her say 
and I'm listening 
 
So it's back to the café 
see who can go 
Act #50 of the 
Sternman show 
 
So they come and go 
but one thing stays 
the same 
Me singing the blues 
about the sternman shuffle 
 
 
RIPPED 
 
Somebody robbed 
the RiteAid Store 
this evening at half past five 
Somebody robbed 
the RiteAid store 
it's a very popular crime 
All they took 
were prescription pills 
'cause the pills are worth 
more than gold 
Somebody robbed 
the RiteAid store 
just like the time before. 
 
Ned Petersen 
was the pharmacist 
his service was the best 
He saw trouble comin' 
through the door 
strung out and dangerous 
With a gun and a hoodie 
and dark, dark shades 
and a tremble in his voice 
Ned Petersen he 
gave up the pills 
he felt he had no choice 
Officer Smith 
(continued) 
 

RIPPED (cont.) 
saw surveillance tape 
thought he recognized the perp 
But do your duty 
or hurt family 
that only made things worse 
When times are tough 
you work overtime 
that leaves no time for our son 
By the time the RideAid store was robbed 
all the damage had been done 
 
WAKE UP CALL 
 
You coastline 
and you islands 
where have you been? 
They've built the tank 
and terminals 
and showed their colors plain 
The pipeline's coming 
we don't have a say 
Now civil disobedience 
is the only way. 
The ebb tide is running 
we have been undone 
The weight of all the money 
insures justice can't be won 
They don't care about the beauty 
they were never here 
The ones who cause the ruin 
we will never see 
How can the fate of so many 
rest in the hands of so few? 
Those with well lined pockets 
who are deaf to me and you 
We have to hunt them 
they fear being known 
The only way to stop them 
make sure their cover's blown 
Long may our children 
smile upon this land 
This land that's no longer threatened 
because we took a stand 
You mountains 
and you prairies 
where have you been? 
They've built the tanks 
and terminals 
and showed their colors plain 
We have to fight them 
this is all we've ever known 
They have all the money 
we must needs be strong. 
 
PUMP #1 
 
Pearl said to Terry 
you're my #1 son 
and I don't want to tell you 
how the business is run 
but with all those crazy drivers from 
Weed Point road 
they're gonna hit something 
something's gonna explode 
And Terry asked 
where you want this 
wall begun 
Pearl replied right there 
in front of pump #1 
 
Well Steve was workin' 
in the second bay 
when he heard somethin' sizeable 
rollin' his way 
A huge shadow fell 
right across the bay door 
Ol' Steve almost 
fell off of the floor 
He called out to Terry 
well that's a close one 
something big just 
missed pump#1 
 
Dewey he was pumping gas 
like the day ahead 
and the day just last 
He heard the screeching tires 
and the breaking glass 
Felt the breeze in his hair 
as something flew past 
He thought my futures over 
before it's even begun 
and he stood there frozen 
at pump #1 
 
Carol was in the office 
when she heard the roar 
She said I hope that's not coming 
through the front door 
It sounds pretty bad 
better call 911 
But when the smoke and dust had cleared 
there was no damage done 
She said I don't care 
I'm gonna start up a fund 
to put something sturdy 
in front of pump #1 
 
Digger drove the truck back 
and found the commotion 
He said you know I've 
always held the notion 
just because we store fuel 
and run a service station 
that shouldn't make us 
candidates for cremation 
But while we're all here 
we might as well have some fun 
let's old a lottery 
on pump #1 
 
Now the government jumped in 
and picked up the ball 
Those fuel tanks are a 
terrorist target 
waiting to fall 
So my friend at your own expense 
you're gonna have to put up 
a chain link fence 
Which caused poor Terry to exclaim 
I'm gettin' sick and tired of playing this game 
trying to run a business 
I'm goin' to blame it all 
on pump #1  
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