Living In Tents

The mighty wind and the water and the waves overcame and when it all died down it left us nothing to claim 

but these old stone steps behind this rod iron fence 

It left us living in tents 

Gone are the photographs of our wedding day

and my granddad’s guitar like a boat floated away

All that’s left are the bones 

of the house where our children grew

And this mound of rubble for us to dig through

I have my family I have my wife

I have my memory I have my life

And if the wind blows again tomorrow

It might carry them all away

But I can hold them close today 

That 32 Ford that my dad and I restored is upside down beneath a pile of boards

And half our new kitchen table is next door at the neighbors

Good thing we saved up for that one

Chorus

I thank the God who made the hurricane

That we’re here together and we’re all ok

I’m not gonna cry and curse the wind and rain

Cause I think I’m probably better off this way

