Holy Joe
words by Jeffrey Wasserman
Let ‘em talk behind you

Let ‘em run away

There ain’t no credence what the rumors say 

Accuse you of sedition
Call ya’ awful names

Say you get your magic 

From the evil place
Sited at the Crossroads

There at Wounded Knee

Walked through the rain of fire at Normandy

They watch you bear the burden

In wind and rain
Don’t know how much you’re hurtin’

As you make your way.
Holy Joe’s, Holy road

Holes in his heart 

And holes in his robes

Holy Joe’s, Holy oath

To keep on walking

No matter the cost

A cold blooded killer
Once upon a time

Made to live forever

As payment for your crimes

To walk among the carnage 

on every battlefield

To be there for the dyin’

Whisper in each ear

Upon each final breath
These words you must say

“Dyin ain’t yer’ Death
And your livin’ ain’t in vain.

So, in the hills of mercy

By a tree of light

An old man holds his vigil

In your darkest night

Holy Joe’s, Holy road

Holes in his heart
And holes in his robes

Holy Joe’s, Holy oath

To keep on walking

No matter the cost
