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In concert I’ve shared many times of the brief afternoon encounter TPR and I had with a homeless man in Houston, a fellow who called himself “The Can Man”. Something about the Can Man’s bright spirit made a strong and lasting impression on us. Tom and I played a show at Anderson Fair later that evening, and afterwards we were up half the night talking about the Can Man–and about the world and what was dear to us and scary to us. The next night in Austin this song came out. 

Lyrics
If I met you on the corner 
Would I know you as you are 
Would I take you for a stranger 
And brush past you in the door 
If you called me would I hear you 
Would I walk away too soon 
If I lingered for a moment 
Would I see myself in you 

If I fought you as a soldier 
If I had you in my sight 
Would you ask me to remember 
Who imagined I was right 
If you witnessed my surrender 
Do I know what I would do 
If you held me like my brother 
Would I see myself in you 

Well I dreamed my end was near 
I was almost gone 
If I dream that dream from here 
Can I still come home 

If you called me would I hear you 
Do I know what I would do 
If you held me like my lover 
Would I see myself in you 
If you held me like my mother 
Would I see myself in you 
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Twenty dollar bill

Some people die for honor
Some people die for love
Some people die while singing
To the heavens above 
Some people die believing
In the cross on Calvarys’ hill 
And some people die
In the blink of an eye
For a $20 bill

Some people go out in glory
(Yeah) with the wind at their back
Some get to tell their own story
Write their own epitaph
Sometimes you see it coming 
Sometimes you don’t know until
You run out of breath
With a knee on your neck
For a $20 bill

Brother, I never knew you 
And now I never will 
But I make this promise to you
I’ll remember you still

Take, eat - let this be our communion
It’s time to break the bread
Do this in remembrance 
Just like the good book said
Sometimes the wine is a sacrament 
Sometimes the blood is just spilled
Sometimes the law
Is the devils’ last straw
The future unfulfilled
Like the dream they killed
For a $20 bill
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