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Here are some songs from an old negro goatherder to you, a person 
lolling about the Mission because you like art and poetry and music. 

The congregation is invited to sing along, follow along, or slip out to 
another Lit Crawl event if my yodeling is not to your liking.

Fields were made for singing, but it’s also nice to belt free in the 
streets and salons of ol’ San Francisco. Appreciate you joining in the 

exaltation.

sun & soil,
mukethe
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Who picks their food right from the dirt?

Who lets blood bleed from every hurt?

Who drinks the milk right from the teat?

Go sunup to down on dusty feet?

From the teat, dusty feet

From the dirt, every hurt
From the teat, dusty feet

I do, I do

I do, I do

I do, I do

From the dirt, every hurt

From the dirt, every hurt
From the teat, dusty feet

CALL RESPONSE

MORNING   SONG

(Repeat until high noon.)
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OYO
(CATTLE   CALL   MEDITATION)

OYO
OYO
OYO
OYO
OYO

(Accompany with beatboxing as needed; repeat until 
the cows come home.)
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Hard out here for a nomad
Hard out here for a guy just floating down the path
Can't be arsed to go too fast
It's enough to find a tree and make it feel like home

It ain't easy for a rolling stone
Every few months pack your toothbrush, panties, and 
your comb
Remember that you're all alone
Barter art and hope to find a bed to rest your bones

Hard out here for a nomad
Hard out here but the goats keep me from getting sad
The open road don't look too bad
Fucking off and living free, we're following our path

Hard out here, it's hard out here
It's hard out here
It's hard out here

Hard out here, it’s hard out here
It’s hard out here
It’s hard out here

CALL RESPONSE



8

INVOCATION   FOR   
SOLAR   BLISS

HERE COMES THE SUN:
	 WE BELIEVE, WE BELIEVE
HERE COMES THE SUN;
	 THROUGH THE TREES, THROUGH THE TREES
THE WAIT? WORTH IT! THE COLD? OVER IT!
THE SUN WILL SET US FREE!

(A round for four voices; repeat until green-up.)
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THE   ONLY   LOAD   THE   
LORD   HAS   GIVEN   ME, 

WITH   THANKS   FOR   
HIS   GRACE

My only load is a load of shit

My only load is a load of shit

My only load is a load of shit

Bend my back & scoop my scoop

Shovel my shovel & rake my rake

Bury these kids and wish them well
I know stillborns go to heaven,
Old bucks to hell
‘Cos when you hump that much in this short life
The lord gon knock you down with strife

My only load is a load of shit

My only load is a load of shit

My only load is a load of shit

Thank you lord for this gift

Thank you lord for this gift

Load of shit
Load of shit

Thank you lord for this gift

For this gift I thank you lord

Thank you lord for this gift

Thank you lord for this gift

Load of shit
Load of shit

CALL RESPONSE
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Wheel my barrow, wheel away from pharaoh
Thank you Lord for this gift
My shitcaked hands will see the promised land

Thank you, Lord
Thank you, Lord
Thank you, Lord
Thank you, Lord

My only load is a load of shit
My only load is a load of shit
My only load is a load of shit





this songbook was 
made by me,

mukethe,
for lit crawl sf 2025

www.mukethekawinzi.com

i aim to 
live a life 
of goats, 

grass, and 
gayety

it was passed around at "the music 
WE make," a reading hosted by THE 

ANA and BLACK FREIGHTER PRESS


