


The house Pierce grew up in sat in Madison County, not far from Marshall, in 
the same river valley that runs through nearly every part of his story. By 2012, 
his parents had moved on to a new place, and he took over the mortgage, 
inheriting a structure that was intact but that he stripped down to the bone. 
The walls stood. The rooms were open. The interior smelled like old wood and 
work waiting to be done.

He renovated it the only way he knew how — slowly, between runs on the 
road, spending the hours that weren't claimed by the van with tools in his 
hands. He had always liked building things. There was a discipline to it that 
made sense to him. Measure. Cut. Level. Secure. At the end of the day you 
could step back and see what had changed. The road didn't offer that. You 
played a set, you drove home, and the room you played in reset itself the next 
night as if you'd never been there.

The house was different. It remembered.

When the renovation was far enough along to hold equipment without 
sawdust drifting into everything, it became a recording space — not by plan 
but by proximity. The tools didn't move out. The mics moved in around them. 
This was not a metaphor. A circular saw might lean against the wall in the same 
room where Adam was running cable. Lumber stacked in corners beside mic 
stands. The bathroom Pierce had half-tiled became the vocal booth not 
because it was ideal but because the hard surfaces gave it a life of their own. 
"We'll just set up mics in this shell of a bathroom," Pierce recalls. "That'll be 
the vocal booth. We'll set the guitar amps out in the yard. Maybe that sounds 
interesting. Just run the wires under the door."
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bass role with an upright bass, pulling the sound closer to the Appalachian 
textures that had always lived underneath the bar-room surface. Jesse was 
reliable, close by, invested. He gave the rhythm section a steadiness that 
mattered. But even with that anchor, the larger problem remained.

The problem was not any one player. It was accumulative. Pierce would count 
off a song he had played a hundred times and feel the arrangement lean 
somewhere unexpected. A verse that had held tension the week before would 
open up too early. A breakdown that once landed tight might stretch and blur. 
The audience rarely noticed. He did, every time. "What the song sounded like 
would change so much from night to night," he says, "in a way that was often 
pretty frustrating to me." He knew what the songs were. The shifting cast 
made that feeling harder to deliver consistently.

The self-titled record clarified something by separating the problem from the 
solution. In the studio, with time and a half-finished house and no touring 
lineup to accommodate, the songs could be what they were. Strings could 
appear and not need to be explained to a drummer. A cello line could sit in 
the mix without anyone asking how to replicate it live. For the first time, the 
recording was not a document of the band. It was a document of the songs.

The result was the broadest thing he had made — and also, honestly, not 
quite right. He knows it. "I was never fully invested in the sound," he says of 
this period. "I was never completely happy with it." He does not say it with 
bitterness. It sounds more like diagnosis. The instinct had been correct. The 
execution had been partial. The band instability he'd been working around 
had left its fingerprints on the record — not in any single moment, but in the 
overall frame. The songs were ready. The structure around them was still 
finding itself.

What the self-titled album did was clarify the question. The answer would take 
a little longer.

The house continued to take shape, room by room, each space made usable 
one at a time. Outside, Madison County moved through its seasons the way it 
always had — the French Broad running its ancient course, indifferent to the 
work being done in the valley above it. Pierce kept renovating, kept writing, 
kept leading whatever version of The Dirty Work was available that weekend. 
The road kept calling and he kept answering. But something had shifted in the 
asking. The songs were beginning to pull in a direction the band could not 
always follow. He could hear where they wanted to go. He just hadn't yet built 
the structure that would let them stay there.

The record that came out of that space was Pierce Edens, a self-titled solo 
venture. It sounded different from what had come before — not dramatically, 
but unmistakably. The Dirty Work were still in the frame. The bar-room weight 
was still there. But Pierce was reaching toward something he couldn't yet fully 
name. Not experimenting so much as following instinct down an unfamiliar 
corridor, one hand on the wall, unsure of the floor plan.

He brought in a string section. Background vocals. A cellist. He layered parts 
the touring lineup could not easily reproduce and stopped asking whether 
they should. "Not even worrying about it needing to sound like we do when 
we're gigging," he says. "What would it just sound like if it was just making an 
album? The sounds like I hear in my head." The strings widened the 
arrangements the way pedal steel had widened them earlier, but from a 
different direction — less country, more open. More searching.

The songs on Pierce Edens searched openly. Montana reached outward, 
toward the kind of distance that Madison County doesn't offer. Wandering 
Man turned that distance inward. Mighty Mighty carried the raw grit alongside 
something heavier underneath. And tucked into the sequence was Wayfaring 
Stranger — that oldest of Appalachian hymns, the one that asks only for the 
road to lead somewhere worth going. That Pierce chose to record it here, on a 
self-titled album made inside a half-finished house in the county he had grown 
up in, was not an accident. It was a locating device. This is where I come from. 
This is the tradition I'm working inside.

The house gave the record a character no studio could have manufactured. 
The unfinished walls reflected sound in ways a treated room never would. The 
bathroom's hard tile added edge and unpredictability. The amps in the yard 
picked up the air as much as the notes — wind, distance, something living 
outside the frame. None of it was polished. The point was not polish. The 
point was truth about the space.

Pierce's marriage to Jane had ended by this time. He was spending more time 
at home, rebuilding rooms during the day and tracking parts at night. He does 
not talk about it at length. It is there the way certain things are there in a 
person's life — present in the texture of the work without being named in it. 
The self-titled record has that texture. It is not a breakup record. It is 
something more diffuse than that: a record made by a man who was 
rebuilding, in both the literal and the other sense, at the same time.

The Dirty Work kept working, but the band's configuration had loosened 
considerably. People had other commitments. Rehearsal schedules were hard 
to line up. Musicians rotated through as availability allowed. "It became sort of 
a rotating cast of different hired guns as to who was going to be The Dirty 
Work each night," Pierce says. Jesse James Hongisto had stepped into the 
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