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CAFETERIA SONG (Aug 2004)

The light that rides the racing river
The wind that winks the leaves like eyes
The rain that falls in staves of silver
The storm that clears to starry skies

The way your hand lifts to the tumble
of your sweet hair, and tucks it clear
The way you smile and my breath fumbles
toiling to find the atmosphere

I saw you in the cafeteria
Sitting alone, reading a book
You saw me standing tray in hand there
You smiled and spoke, I smiled and shook

The way your hand lifts to the tumble
of your sweet hair, and tucks it round
The way you smile, and my step stumbles
toiling to find its steady ground

I saw you in the cafeteria
Hand to your hair, I craned to see
Sunlight in leaves, wind in wisteria
Your voice that called my name to me

The way your hand lifts to the tumble
of your sweet hair, and tucks it by
The way you smile, and all my jumble
clears to this star in your night sky

The way your hand lifts to the tumble
of your sweet hair, and tucks it right
The way you smile, and all this mumble
clears in my heart to one pure note

*		*		*		*		*		*

KENTUCKY WHISPERS (August 2004)

Said Angie to Bessie, It’s going down tonight 
Said Bessie to Claudia, You want a job done right… 
Said Claudia to Dorrie, Be over b’fore it’s light 

Said Dorrie to Ellie, Did you hear what I heard 
Said Ellie to Frances, I hope you got the word 
Gracie, said Frances, Guess what the breeze just told the birds 
Tonight, at red of sunset, right when red hits black 
The wind will give the password, keep the window cracked 
When you hear Kentucky whisper, there'll be some whispering back 

Gracie swore it to Helen, Ain’t no one owns our lives 
Helen told it to Iris, Now don’t forget the knives 
Iris breathed it to Junebug, Let’s find out who survives 

Kathleen, said Junebug, what comes to slime is slime 
Linda, said Kathleen, goddamn, it’s goddamn time 
The way I see it, Mae, said Linda, the shit should fit the crime 

Tonight, at red of sunset, right when red hits black 
The wind will give the password, keep the window cracked 
When you hear Kentucky whisper, there'll be some answering back 

Nell had a word with Ophelia, Peg passed it on to Queen 
Ruth gave it to Sugar, and Toots to Ursuline 
By the time that Vi told Willow, she said, Vi, girl, where you been… 

Tonight, at red of sunset, right when red hits black 
The wind will give the password, keep the window cracked 
When you hear Kentucky whisper, there'll be some hollering back 

Xaviera, asked Yolanda, you brought the other shoe? 
Right here, answered Zelda, you think they got a clue? 
Zelda, whispered Angie, we got some work to do. 

*			*			*			*			*

A SIN IS WHAT I SAY IT IS (Aug 2004)

A sin is what I say it is. 
I say it’s a sin
To worship your toy deities
Of wish, and breath, and skin.
Oh, love as your nature tells you—
I made you to obey—
But glut of it expels you
From my truth and from my way.

No personal takes, no quorums,
No appeals in common cause,
No shows of suave decorum,
No cult creeds, no great laws,
No carpe diem gaieties,
No punditries of spin
Are truth the way I say it is;
Are more than background din.

And priests, and primping laities,
Who claim my robes and role,
To say truth’s what they pray it is
In their corrupted soul?
Poor souls! How else to weigh it is 
there? All souls take that test—
Tell sin it’s what I say it is—
How can I know but best?

Some chosen few I’ll judge to be
Most faithful and most fond—
I’ll pluck from woe and drudgery,
To walk in the light beyond.
Between high walls and treasons
Their narrow pathway lies.
Where saved hearts seek their reasons,
And hurt souls rationalize.

*		*		*		*		*																
FUDDY DUDDIES (Aug 2004)

When we were young—oh! we were gung-ho
We had gusto, we had vim
We were just so who-you-must-know
We were smooth, we were savvy, we were slim
We could stand and pee without one drop dribbling down the rim
BUT NOW, WHAT A LOAD OF OLD FUDDY DUDDIES WE ARE

When we were 20, we did plenty
We got over it, we did more
It was empty, it was kickass
It was bonehead, it was braindead to its core
We were as slick as thieves, and as full of tricks 
as the moonlight twixt the devil and the door
BUT NOW, WHAT A LOAD OF OLD FUDDY DUDDIES WE ARE

	When we were 30, we were dirty
	And at forty, staying naughty
	Maybe 50 was still nifty
	For you guys, I don’t know
	Me, I’ve begun to slow 

Now there’s bingo, and there’s gingko
Maybe ping-pong, wheel me in 
Choose what news to sit and snooze through
Then comes singsong, then there’s gin
Once, we could rise out of a chair, and barely grunt
Or tremble a single chin
BUT NOW, WHAT A LOAD OF OLD FUDDY DUDDIES WE ARE
TAKE CARE * (9/18/04)

I’m hungry, you’re sniffly, it's chilly, we're tired
Our cat's meowing Feed me, she's needy and wired
My knees ache, your back’s sore, our shoes pinch, we're thirsty
Your cell phone is beeping, my bladder is bursting

REFRAIN: 	And what of that should we take care of first?
So what of that should we take care of first?
What of that should we take care of first?
What of that should we take care of first? 

You’re itchy, I’m twitchy, I’m jumpy, you’re grumpy
You’re bitchy, we’re sweaty, we’re stinky, we’re slumping
The house is a mess, the economy’s tanking
The government’s clueless, and you, miss, need spanking

I’m horny, I’m randy, you’re handy, hi honey
You look good, you smell good, you taste good, you’re funny
Your body needs clutching, needs touching, needs nuzzling
The breath in the red of your gullet needs guzzling

*		*		*		*		*		*

NUDGE  (October 2, 2004) 

When your lover has gone, you get up, you move on.
Do you need a nudge? Budge!

Let B.B. King, Mahalia Jackson sing for you.
Could you be a bit less Anglo-Saxon!
Let the rhythm of the music do its thing for you!
You’ve got to animate your body
You’ve got to make it budge
You can’t just sit there like some block of fudge
Do you need a nudge? Budge!

WHY FEEL LIKE A FAILURE
WHY FAIL LIKE OPHELIA
LUCILLE AND MAHALIA
ALL HAIL ALL WHO HEAL YA

Let Rufus Thomas, Michael Jackson swing for you
Moonwalk the dog, funk up the dachsund
Let the bells of freedom ring-a-ding for you
You’ve got to animate your body
Stomp that grudge into a smudge
Who wants to just lie there like some block of fudge
Do you need a nudge? Budge!
WHY FEEL LIKE A FAILURE
WHY FAIL LIKE OPHELIA
LET GO AND LET RUFUS
DANCE SLOW AND DANCE DOOFUS

Let Prince let Dre let Queen Latifah comfort you
No sweets no booze no reefer
Will get it done for you—so budge!

*		*		*		*		*		*		*	
	
SWOON (fall 05)

Now that I am an old coot (I am)  
Am I still as mad for beauty?  
Am I maybe not as snooty 
As when I was young and cute?

Now that I have gone to pot (I have)
Am I maybe not as haughty 
About with whom to be naughty 
As when I was new and hot?

So aren’t you the silly fucker?
The pretty little goon?
Some codger tells you, Pucker up,
and promises the moon, and you just swoon? You swoon!

When I saw you at the club (I did)
You the help me an old member 
You were May, I was December 
Now it’s June, and I’m the hub!

Was your eyesight maybe dicey?
Was your heart a tender wound?
When some codger asked you nicely
And promised you the moon, how come you swooned? You swooned!

*			*			*			*			*

WITH THE BENEFIT OF HINDSIGHT (2006)

With the benefit of hindsight, maybe we coulda 
Got there a bit quicker and planned a little gooder 
Crossed our t’s, uncrossed our i’s and tried not to bitch 
About staying awake till midnight at the governmental switch 
BUT LOOK, WHO KNEW THAT THE LEVEES WOULD BREAK? 
SHIT HAPPENS NO ONE SEES COMING.
With the benefit of hindsight, maybe we may have 
Ripped off Raoul or Kumar, got too cozy with Andreev 
Sold out a few values as we strove to impose ’em 
Rained the biggest bucks on the most bootlicking symposium 
BUT LOOK, WHO KNEW THAT THE BUBBLE WOULD BREAK?
SHIT HAPPENS NO ONE SEES COMING.

With the benefit of hindsight, maybe we mighta 
Balked at talking freedom to a bunch of freedom fighters 
Mended some bridges, burned fewer fences 
Browbeaten more allies so they bowed to our consensus 
BUT LOOK, SHIT HAPPENS NO ONE SEES COMING.

With the benefit of hindsight maybe there were clues
What fake news was propaganda, what fake candor was for views,
With an eye for signs and portents, and a pinch or two of foresight,
We’d have maybe paid more heed to horse sense than to horse shite.

With the benefit of hindsight, maybe we oughta 
Have smoked a bit less oil and not filthied so much water 
Made nice with the ozone and shot up smaller holes 
Chipped some ice and shipped it out to shore up the poles 
BUT LOOK, WHO KNEW A WHOLE PLANET COULD BREAK? 
SHIT HAPPENS NO ONE SEES COMING. 

With the benefit of hindsight, maybe we shoulda 
Rendered less to Caesar, more to Jesus and the Buddha 
With a modicum of insight, or the benefit of hindsight, 
Distinguished strength from swagger and our backside from our blind side. 

BUT LOOK, SHIT HAPPENS NO ONE SEES COMING. 

*			*			*			*			*

BACK IN THE DAY (March 2009)

There’s a child in a picture, and I guess he’s got my eyes
Though they’re younger and brighter, and they look half his whole size
When he was me, learning to see, how could he live that way
Where did I lose him, back in the day 
	There are nights approaching, maybe these ones
	Time’ll slow to heartbeats and go slack
	There are dreams gone begging you to seize one
	What’s done is done, and some ain’t coming back 
	Like back in the day

There’s a kid maybe 17 with a head of shaggy hair
He’s about to get his heart broke, but he’s got the guts to dare
When he was me, learning to love, how could he live that way
Where did I lose him, back in the day
	There’s a last new morning, maybe this one
	Before the world stops turning, fades to black
	Between the dirt and sky, each day you kiss one 
	What’s gone is gone, some things ain't coming back
	Like back in the day
 
	I WANT BACK IN THE GAME, LIKE BACK IN THE THEN
	I WANT TO PUT MY BACK INTO THE LIFE OF ME AGAIN
	I WANT TO BE BACK SOMEHOW IN THIS HERE, RIGHT NOW
	LIKE BACK IN THE DAY I’D BE
RIGHT THERE IN THE FRAY OF ME

There’s a couple in their eighties, and somehow they’ve lived our lives
You set out for the future, or you don’t, here it arrives
You see it bright and shiny, maybe you turn around, it’s grey
And you’re not quite who you were, but you’re back in the day
	Because there’s an old friend waving, hey it’s you, dear
	Because there’s this porch hound opening an eye a crack
Because there’s this stranger’s voice saying, Hi, I’m new here
Because there’s this dawn mist rising from the black 
 	Breaking back into day


*			*			*			*			*			
ALL THE WAY TO CRAZY (March 09)

Take the second left west after the overlook
That’s route 31, such a pretty one
There's a dirt road just past Lake Lilybrook
About seven miles on your right

REFRAIN
Maybe you won’t find what you’re searching for
Maybe nothing’s good enough for that
Everything seems to leave you wanting more
Maybe wanting more is where it’s at
but not here— not now—
Come sit beside me, friend, and we’ll talk a while
We'll look up at the stars and we'll rock awhile
Friends don’t let friends drive all the way to crazy
I think you were the friend who told me that

Park by the magnolias near the potting shed
There’s a pretty view of the hills from there
You should see our fall leaves turn shades of gold and red
Just like everywhere, but not like here
REFRAIN

Take the second left west after the overlook



