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Talking Telemarketing Blues

Yes, it really is on the CD.  I wrote a song in the 80’s called the Talking Laundromat Blues, and one in the 90’s called the Talking New Account Solicitation Blues, and now one in this decade called the Talking Telemarketing Blues.  I guess one Talking Blues per decade is enough.

Rainbow Corner

This is the first of many songs on this CD inspired by my struggle to quit smoking.  “At the moment I got lost in her steamy bedroom style.”  Eventually, I’ll get over this addiction, but it appears that it will be awhile before it leaves my thoughts.  While I was recording this, I noticed that I was actually playing “Heart and Soul”, so I decided to add that at the end.  At the time, I thought it was funny.
Here Comes a Fire

Simply my way of proving to myself that I could still complete the song writing process without smoking a pack of cigarettes while writing the song.  This was written at sunset at the “River House” in Rochester, NY, August, 2005.  “This is a fire that burns with or without you!”  Really.
Love Song in the Window

It feels like losing your one true love.  That’s what quitting smoking is like.  Even when you’re not doing it anymore, there’s a love song in the window waiting patiently to die.  I often wonder how long it will take for the “urge” to die.
Loneliness Drips

It’s very strange to be sad and angry at the same time.  I’m not sure what this song means.
Be Mine

I got this out of one of my poetry notebooks.  I don’t know when I wrote it or what I was thinking about.  I think it’s a prayer to a higher power, but maybe not.
Love or Money

As my wife and I grow older and are putting more focus on providing for ourselves when we get too old to earn any money, I sometimes wonder what happened to that guy who thought he was going to die before he turned 30.  He’s still here, and sometimes that’s the problem.  It seems that one can go too far into “doing the right thing”.  The whole experience (living, loving, and eventually dying.) is still supposed to be a bunch of fun, isn’t it?

Come and Go

I wrote this song for George W. Bush.  REALLY!  I knew he could never write it himself.  This song shows how much George’s relationship with Iraq is just like a bad boyfriend/girlfriend relationship.  I’m sure he thinks he did the right thing.  I’m also sure that he’ll never admit how wrong he was.

Junk Mail, Telemarketing, and Spam

Just look at the junk mail that you get, the phone calls you receive, and the emails that end up in your inbox.  It could make you wonder who they think you are.  There is no such thing as privacy in a free market economy.  We are all solicited.
Democracy Now

There is a radio show that airs on KDHX St. Louis radio (among other places) called Democracy Now.  I was trying to write a theme song for them.  (No, they didn’t request it.)  In the end, I wrote this song because I wanted to sing the line, “You keep searching for truth in a carnival booth, drying off and then dunked in the crap.”  I figured that was reason enough.

Nobody Talks to North Korea

This was written after watching one of the Presidential debates in 2004.  George kept saying to Kerry that talking to North Korea was exactly the WRONG thing to do.  It seemed as if he was saying that if he talked to them about their nuclear weapon, he’d have to admit that it really did exist.

My Last Remaining Vice

Occasionally I still write a song while sitting on a barstool.  It’s harder now that I don’t get to smoke while I’m thinking; but I’m still drinking.  And I’m drinking a lot more.

Look At What You’ve Done

This one is from me to George W.  I find it difficult to believe that even he can’t figure out that he has screwed things up.
All for the Best

“Somehow it smells like an apricot brandy when I open a cold can of beer.”  Contrary to popular belief, when you quit smoking everything doesn’t taste and smell better.  It tastes and smells different.  My beer still doesn’t taste right, and neither does Diane’s coffee.  Regardless, this song is for Diane M. Wurzer.  She is the BEST!
Yesterday’s Whores

This is not a dirty, filthy, and disgusting song.  It’s really just about quitting bad habits.  Listen to the words, that’s what they are there for.
You Promised Me Rain

I was listening to Bob Dylan LIVE 1975; a rock and roll version of A Hard Rain’s A-Gonna Fall that I had never heard before; while going through one of my more painful nicotine fits; when it occurred to me that it never fell. (The Hard Rain)  Nobody other than the U.S. has ever been insane enough to detonate a nuclear device with the sole intention of killing people.  It’s quite amazing when you think about it.  Everyone else has had more sense than that.  So, I sat down to write a song to Bob Dylan saying that he never gave me the rain that he promised me…and it morphed into this.
Liberty and Love

A soldier walked onto an airplane that I was taking from North Carolina to Baltimore.  He sat down next a young woman across the aisle from me and they really hit it off.  The rest of the song is, of course, fiction.

Year After Year

I also wrote this at the cabin on the Genesse River last August.  I get a freaky, ghost-watcher, feeling when I’m there.  It’s a magical place, and I wanted to write something that showed how much I appreciated those who made the place, maintained it over the years, and left it for those of us who enjoy it today.  Hopefully, all of my brothers and sisters and their sons and daughters will someday have the same magical and fond memories that I have every year when I visit.

Eulogy

When I die; someone needs to sing this at my memorial service.  I just had to write it while I still could.

Life Circle

I’m not sure where this came from.  Occasionally I still write a song while I’m just plucking something out on the guitar.  I wish there were more like this one. 

Well, there you have it.  
I wrote and recorded 20 songs without smoking a cigarette.  I may have used the same chord progressions over and over again.  I may have repeated lines from some of my previous songs.  I may have only used two guitars, a dozen harmonicas, an empty coffee can, and my voice(s).  It may sound like a bad Bob Dylan imitation.  The important thing is that I was able to start it, write it, record it, and finish it.  This is the first time I’ve ever finished a project like this without caring if anyone liked, enjoyed it, or even respected it.  It’s here.  It’s done.  That’s enough.
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Rainbow Corner

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow, let me know

I think I might have taken a wrong turn there a long, long time ago.

What once was a brightly colored highway full of hope

Turned into a alley full of ignorance and fears with which to cope

In the twisting of a liquorish stick and the swelling of a smile

At the moment I got lost in her steamy bedroom style

And then found myself alone again without a place to grow

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow

Let me know

If you ever find the ending of the circle we’ve been in

Let me know just when you get there, because I’ve got a yarn to spin

A miracle of innocence that loses what it gains

On the road to cultured wisdom, through the cold October rain

When the skies with lazy tragedy repeat their bedroom song

The dead are nearly living and the living are long gone

It’s a tale of wealth and poverty and fickle winds that blow

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow

Let me know.

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow, let me know.

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow, let me know.

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow, let me know.

Here Comes a Fire
A long time ago, I told them they could sell me down the river

So I guess it’s alright that they often do.

So long in the hot, hot sun that my soul begins to shiver

I didn’t come here to freeze to death; I’ve got better things to do.

Here comes a fire on the horizon

In walks a dream all black and blue

The tune is familiar but the singer keeps disguising

that this is a fire that burns without you.

This is a fire that burns with or without you.

The grey skies have cleared and the sun is shining sideways

All of my memories adopt a greenish yellow hue.

Forty-four years and I’m still surviving and doing it my way

Now that I’m doing it right, I wish that you were doing it too.

Here comes a fire on the horizon

In walks a dream all black and blue

The tune is familiar but the singer keeps disguising

that this is a fire that burns without you.

This is a fire that burns with or without you

Love Song In The Window
I’ve been inside of prisons made of thoughts and made of stone

I’ve been inside of nightmares; and I’ve felt so all alone

I’ve been inside of mansions made of money and of blood

I’ve lived through years in tunnels made of scrap wood, nails, and mud

In the window there’s a love song, waiting patiently to die

In your mind there is a pattern that still dries a crying eye

In the passing of the seasons there are stages that don’t show

And there is no place left but paradise for you and me to go

I see a shadow on the sidewalk, naked laughter in the breeze

I see another poem drying with the beer stains on my sleeve

I see the plaster in my conscience and the frozen pipes below

No there’s nothing flowing anywhere, and nothing new to know.

In the window there’s a love song, waiting patiently to die

In your mind there is a pattern that still dries a crying eye

In the passing of the seasons there are stages that don’t show

And there is no place left but paradise for you and me to go

I watched you sleeping soundly through a hurricane of fate

You took the world off of my shoulders and you put it on your plate

I watched you come full circle, and I’ve also circled some

Sometimes it makes me wonder if we ever should have come.

In the window there’s a love song, waiting patiently to die

In your mind there is a pattern that still dries a crying eye

In the passing of the seasons there are stages that don’t show

And there is no place left but paradise for you and me to go

We can sit and reminisce about the lusty days of yore

We can chain our dreams to stairways that never reach a floor

We can bow before the oracle, the gypsy, and the seer

We can play this same unwilling game, or we can get right out of here

In the window there’s a love song, waiting patiently to die

In your mind there is a pattern that still dries a crying eye

In the passing of the seasons there are stages that don’t show

And there is no place left but paradise for you and me to go

Loneliness Drips 
People always buy and sell each other

Trading their future for their love

Lovers are trading things that others

Threw out with old mittens and old gloves

Mirrors reflecting, lawyers collecting

Fees for exploiting someone’s pain

Prosperity lingers on their fingers

Like loneliness drips out of the rain

Terrified gamblers; and half-hearted ramblers

Repeating their mantras and their themes

Alive with the eyes of a virgin goddess

Unwisely spilling all their dreams

Moisture condensing, rabbits fencing

With squirrels to the death just down the lane

Countless decisions drip from visions

Like loneliness drips out of the rain

You hold the thrill to kill the memory

Come turn on the light switch in my brain

I need someone to buy the teardrops

Now that loneliness drips out of the rain

Women are speaking from cold hearts leaking

Frozen desire all over the floor

While the suitor’s bankbooks keep on speaking

Of capital assets, dreams and whores

Tomorrow just dreams and schemes the feelings

Too wanton and much too wild to tame

As destiny seeps out of broken ceilings

Like loneliness drips out of the rain

You hold the thrill to kill the memory

Come turn on the light switch in my brain

I need someone to buy the tear drops

Now that loneliness drips out of the rain

Be Mine
If you ever want to answer a question

If you ever get find the urge or the time

Do me a favor

Answer mine

If you ever want to visit a nightmare

If you ever want electric clocks to unwind

Do me a favor

Visit mine

If you’re watching a miraculous sunrise

And your sunset dissolves into rhyme

Do me a favor

Stop and watch mine.

Love or Money
Is it all about the love or the money?

Is it all about retirement; insurance; and funds?

Is it all about the taxes deferred until we’re ninety

when they’ll wheel us off to dinner, and ask what we’ve done?

That day…Or that year

Will I be able to still hold you near, my dear?

We work twice as hard as we ought to

Noses to the grindstone and shoulders to the wheel

Fingers to the bone, we get home, to tired to 

Talk to each other, kiss, touch, or feel.

Is it all about the love or the money?

Is it all about retirement; insurance; and funds?

Is it all about the taxes deferred until we’re ninety

when they’ll wheel us off to dinner, and ask what we’ve done?

That day…Or that year

Will I be able to still hold you near, my dear?

When I’ve given up all of my vices

The cigarettes, beer, topless bars, and the pot

And I’m trudging through a life where nothing entices

Me, excites me, delights me, or at the least gets me hot

Is it all about the love or the money?

Is it all about retirement; insurance; and funds?

Is it all about the taxes deferred until we’re ninety

when they’ll wheel us off to dinner, and ask what we’ve done?

That day…Or that year

Will I be able to still hold you near, my dear?

I used to laugh at the rats in their mazes

Racing around like dogs on a track

I used to laugh at the frowns on their faces

Now I’m laughing at the mirror, but the mirror won’t laugh back.

Come And Go

You want war and peace

You want love and hate

You want me to come

You want me to wait

It’s either black and white

Or its black and blue

You want me to come

Come to you

Or you want me to go?

Tell me, I’ve got to know.

You want to be set free

You want a little help.

The lessons of the past

Locked up on a shelf

It’s either here and now

Or it’s past and gone

You want me to come

Come on strong

Or you want me to go?

Tell me, I’ve got to know.

I tried to dry your tears

You threw away the towel

I tried to bring you hope

All you did was howl

It’s either closing time

Or a grand rebirth

You want me to come

Back down to earth

Or you want me to go?

Tell me, I’ve got to know.

Takes a little while

Takes far too long

Takes more than a dream

Takes more than a song

Takes more than a coup 

Takes more than a gun

It was a brief romance

Did you want me to come?

Or did you want me to go?

Tell me, I’ve got to know.

You want war and peace

You want love and hate

You want me to come

You want me to wait

It’s either black and white

Or its black and blue

You want me to come

Come to you

Or you want me to go?

Tell me, I’ve got to know

Did you want me to come

Did you want me to go

Did you want me to stay

For the late, late show

Did you want me to free

Up a piece of mind

Did you want me to prove

I liked your kind

ness and all of your truth

And all of your pain

And all of your youth

Now washed down the drain

The innocence rocked

By the wilting desire

That dries on the hearth

About to catch fire

In the midst of the shock

In the midst of the awe

In the midst of the lies

That get caught in my jaw

We’re both tired of the noise

We’re both tired of the fight

Both tired of the silence

When we’re kissing goodnight

You want war or peace

You want love or hate

Either you want me to come

Or you want me to wait

Or you want me to go.

Junk Mail, Telemarketing, and Spam

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam

Three things in this millennium that define the man I am

I can’t hide myself from advertisers, and the masters of the techno scam

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam

My mailbox is overflowing with catalogs hot off the press

Credit card offers, coupons, samples, free gifts, it’s a horrible mess

I must need a time share, a new car, a vacation, or a retirement filled with thrills

In this overgrown pile of trees that they’ve killed, I can barely find my bills.

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam

Three things in this millennium that define the man I am

I can’t hide myself from advertisers, and the credit card salesmen

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam

I used to stay home at night, now I go out, just to hide from my telephone

I got tired of turning down satellite dishes, and mortgage rates on my home

State Trouper associations, third world nations, leave messages begging for green

I give no support to those who resort to autodialing my machine

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam

Three things in this millennium that define the man I am

I can’t hide myself from advertisers, and the masters of the techno scam

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam

And as you might have guessed, I’ve got and email address, and my inbox is out of control.

I don’t know how they find it, but whoever’s behind it has mistaken me for some other soul.

They think my waist is too big, other parts are too small, and I’m desperate for cheaper meds.

I got on the list of some Christian mistress, who keeps demanding that I pray in her bed.

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam

Three things in this millennium that define the man I am

I can’t hide myself from advertisers, and the masters of the techno scam

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam
Democracy NOW
When you seal up your thoughts in the things that you’ve bought

And nobody is shedding a tear

Awake but still blind to a deaf piece of mind

That ignores everything that it hears

Everyday starts the same with an unwilling game

And a dust storm of patience and fear

And you’re looking for friends in a world without end

Cable news and a cold can of beer.

Its democracy now; or later; or you get no say at all

Most of the people aren’t usually right

And the others won’t wake up when we call.

The dangerous thing is if we start to sing in one clear and unwavering voice

Democracy now; or later; do we really have a choice

Fortune and fate always stand at the gate 

Between you and what you know to be right

Family and friends watch your means and their ends

Everyone of them taking a bite

Passionate guilt puts the home that you’ve built

On a pedestal or on the map

You keep searching for truth in a carnival booth

Drying off and then dunked in the crap

Its democracy now; or later; or you get no say at all

Most of the people aren’t usually right

And the others won’t wake up when we call.

The dangerous thing is if we start to sing in one clear and unwavering voice

Democracy now; or later; do we really have a choice

The minority view is always brand new 

You can listen, you can leave it alone

It’s always on sale on the web, or in email, 

Or whenever you answer the phone

Your own private thoughts can be sold, can be bought

But for many of us they are few

Cause we awake with the dawn, and dissolve with a yawn

Because we’ve got better things to do.

Nobody Talks to North Korea
Nobody wants to talk to North Korea

Nobody wants to face them all alone.

Now that they’ve called the bluff and said, “I’ll see ya.”

Nobody wants to call them on the phone.

They’ve got a lot of nerve.

Stealing our technology

It was meant for the land of the free

And the home of the brave

Now we’re checking our hand, and checking our bets,

We want help from Japan, how weird can it get?

Nobody wants to talk to North Korea

Nobody wants to meet them eye to eye

Now that they’ve got the bomb and raised the ante

Nobody wants to figure out just why

They did what we’ve done

And spoiled our pompous fun

We used to have the world on the run

Foreign lands were our slaves.

Now we’re dusting off warheads, making them shine

We bombed them in the fifties, but that was such a long time…ago.

Nobody wants to talk to North Korea

Nobody wants to meet them at high noon

Now that they’ve finally bought into the card game

Now that they can destroy the earth and the moon

It all happened too soon,

This all happened so fast

We’re in the middle east,

We don’t need this pain in the ass

So we treat it as a regional thing; 

Tokyo, Moscow, Seoul, and Beijing, will surely help us through. 

My Last Remaining Vice

In another land

In another time

I used to dream

I used to wine and dine

Watch reality fade

Into the night

Watch the future dissolve

When I felt uptight

In another land

In another life

With another woman

And another wife

Sometimes yes

Sometimes no

Sometimes there is

No place to go

I used to answer every

Question twice

Never thought I’d be staring

at my last remaining vice.

Now I’ve given up the pot

And the LSD

The promiscuous sex

And the MTV

The unclean women

In their lingerie

The moisture of an evening

In the midst of the fray

When I gave up the last

Of the cigarettes

All of my friends

Were placing bets

Saying, “he might blow up”

“He might go insane”

“No one gets out alive

once they’ve been in his brain”

I was a blind man throwing

Those Las Vegas dice

Never knowing I was growing

Into my last remaining vice.


They tell me they’re right

Or they tell me I’m wrong

I can bury my feelings

Inside of a song

Let my tortured soul

Tear at my heart

Let my evil thoughts

Tear my world apart

Let the desert wind

Blow through my cheeks 

Until someone who knows me

Finally speaks

And says, “Remove your veil

Toss it to the floor

It will cover your lies

And wash them out from shore”

I was easier to train

Than laboratory mice.”

Now I’m stuck here on this barstool,

Addicted to my last remaining vice.

The upscale women

Without much to do

Are second guessing

The trainers at the City Zoo

While their houses are cleaned

By immigrants

Who have no health insurance

But some how pay the rent

On a Sunday morning

They thank their god

That they’ve got their health

And they’ve got a job

While their employers whisper

From the side of their nose

That they can’t understand why

Their maids won’t wear the clothes

That they let them have

Instead of throwing away

Their Sunday dresses

And their Lingerie

It was the right thing to do

It even felt quite nice

Like sucking down a few

Of my last remaining vic

Look at What You’ve Done
Look upon the race you’ve won, as the others come straggling in

Look at everything you’ve done, and wonder was it worth the sin

You talk about Jesus Christ, you talk about God above

Look at everything you’ve done, have you found somebody to love

Does anybody love you?

It looked like they were suffering hard; you knew they’d been suffering long

You thought you held the winning card; you heard the words to their song

You talk about Jesus Christ, they talk about getting a meal

Look at everything you’ve done, how does it make you feel

Do you feel at all?

While trying to set them free, you took away all that they had

You were calling for the maitre d', they were starving in Baghdad

You talk about Jesus Christ, hanging up there on the cross

The waiter brings you a meal, and you don’t even know what it cost.

Did it cost you a dime?

You’re trying to make a stand; they’re trying to knock you down

Your eye’s are in a foreign land, your heart is barely making a sound

You talk about Jesus Christ; you talk about a wedding vow

Look at everything that you’ve done, is there anybody stopping you now

Or have you gone insane.

Is this abomination a new world order?

Is it really what your daddy had in mind?

If they can’t speak English, hold them at the border, while statue of liberty is forced to go blind.

When you make up your mind; will we all be your pawns, on the White House lawn,

For an hour or two, while you decide what to do, with the sane precious few,

Who disagree with your thoughts?

Look at everything that you’ve done

Look at everything that you’ve bought.

All for the Best
Somehow it smells like an apricot brandy

Whenever I open a cold can of beer

Somehow it feels like a warm summer evening

Whenever the October wind hits my ear

Somehow it warms me like a quilt or a blanket

Whenever the icy black shadows draw near

Somehow it seems like I’m living in dreams full of fresh mountain streams when I’m shedding a tear.

It’s all for the best.

It’s all for you, babe.

It’s all for the times I couldn’t think up the rhymes to say how I feel.

It’s all for the best.

It’s all for you, babe.

I’m gonna put on these rose colored glasses, and pretend that it’s real.

Whenever you pick up that cell phone

Whenever you dance through the internet

Does it seep through your bones that nobody

Has grown, and that nobody ever forgets

When you step out on the street with nobody to meet

And no power to devour the clock

Does it tingle the tips of your fingers and lips to watch my hips, or is love just a crock?

It’s all for the best.

It’s all for you, babe.

It’s all for the times I couldn’t think up the lines to say how I feel.

It’s all for the best.

It’s all for you, babe.

I’m gonna put on these rose colored glasses, so and pretend that it’s real.

 Is there a point of confusion, diffused, disillusioned, 

At odds with the ghosts of the past

That drifts past the sun, weighs half a ton

And tempts you at first to be last

Is there a piece of the beast alive in the east?

Or at rest in a grave way out west

Does it cut off your heels, the way our love feels, without meals, or is it all for the best?

Yesterday’s Whores
I had enough of the blues, in my life as a gambler

I had enough of the hard luck, lottery tickets, at dead liquor stores

I had enough of those nights, lit up, and sprinkled with poison

I had enough of those lost lonely lovers, con artists, and yesterday’s whores.

I’m finally living without, a fresh pack of cigarettes.

I’m finally hanging out on the most peaceful of shores

I’m free from those nightmares, tornados, and lightning 

I’m no longer sleeping, and weeping, and dreaming, about yesterday’s whores.

At the end of my rope, there’s a bottomless canyon.

At the end of the day, I’ve got a lover that snores.

At the end of the book, there’s a meaningless chapter

And the sequel takes place far away from the faces of yesterday’s whores

Just a minute or two, or three, or four, or five, or six, or seven, or eight , or nine endless hours

Just a chance to relax and take in the night that somebody else’s heart just ignores

Just a matter of time, before it starts raining

Just a matter of training, the memories waning, of yesterday’s whores.

You Promised Me Rain
You promised me rain, I promised you sun, 

Neither one of them came, then it all came undone

I promised you hope, you said you’d be brave

I looked in the mirror, I needed a shave

You promised me rain, the rain never came

I gave you the moon.  It ended too soon.

You promised me rain

You promised me rain, I thought you were cheap

The rain never came, the feelings ran deep

I fought through the storm, I finally evolved

The puzzle you formed, I finally solved

You promised me rain, you drove me insane

You split us apart; you sold your own heart

You promised me rain

You promised me rain, I’m sitting here dry

I can’t feel the pain, I don’t even know why

You left me alone, to sleep in the dark

I’ll teach you to moan if you can teach me to bark

The future got lost, it took the wrong train

I taught you to take, you taught me to fake (it)

You promised me rain.

You promised me rain, I looked at the house

It needed a roof, it needed a spouse

I built it so strong, it sheltered your head

It caged up our love, until it was dead

Now there’s nothing to lose, and there’s nothing to gain

The roof just caved in, from the weight of our sins

You promised me rain

You promised me rain, to wash it all clean

I don’t care where you’ve been, I don’t care where you’ve been

My skin wants to crawl to a meaningless place

For the thrill of it all or a glimpse of your face

Hanging over a cliff at the rim of the drain

Watching lesser men sift through thoughts that remained

After you promised them rain

Liberty and Love
She watched him board the airplane on her way to Baltimore.

She asked if he was coming back or going off to war

His uniform was freshly pressed; he kissed her on her teenaged hand

He said, “I’ll bring this world democracy; perhaps die in a foreign land.”

And she said, “We are grateful to you soldiers, but we could do without the war.

It’s been going on so long; we can’t remember what it was for.

It seems more about the fighting and the killing and the blood

than it does about democracy, liberty, and love.

They spoke at length of younger days, and the way things were back then

Wrote each other’s email address on their napkins with a pen

They discussed their former lovers, common friends, and childhood rhymes

Her mother died last August, his wife at Christmas time.

He vowed to send her emails, whenever he could from overseas.

She vowed that she would answer them, and describe the autumn leaves

They parted with a warm embrace, and throughout the next two years

Treasured every email and kept silent about their fears.

It was thirty months and eighteen days since they’d met on that short flight

Six months since she’d heard from him, though she continued still to write.

She sat there at her laptop on new mail, a double click.

The message on the screen said, “Undeliverable, the address does not exist.”

She never knew his name, just 4joe at hotmail com

She was on another airplane when a soldier brushed her arm.

She was sixty-eight years old and cursing fighting in Baghdad

When the soldier did a double take and said, “I think you knew my Dad.”

He sat down there beside her, and said, “My name is Martin Sears.

I’ve been trying to track you down it seems for almost 50 years.

My father’s diary spoke of someone he said he’d not forget

But he said he only knew her as RU there at Comcast net.

She told him that for years she stayed away from cyberspace

And for years she fell asleep with fading memories of his daddy’s face

Martin took her hand in his, and said, “There’s one thing that I believe.”

“4joe he loved you RU there, and it broke his heart to leave.”

He handed her the diary of his father Joseph Sears

A brave but gentle man always admired by his peers

A bag of tarnished medals and a yellowed boarding pass

Stained with bloody teardrops and words he’d scribble to his lass

 “I am grateful to the soldiers, but I could do without the war.

It’s been going on so long, I can’t remember what it was for.

It seems more about the fighting and the killing and the blood

Than it does about democracy, liberty, and love.
Year After Year
A kerosene lantern hangs on the porch wall

The tree frogs are talking, they answer and call

The ghost of my grandfather sings down the hall

I can almost smell him smoking his pipe

Meanwhile the river runs slow to the lake

Waiting for lovers with hearts left to break

Children keep singing to a lit birthday cake

Year after year after year

It’s amazing this place is still here

Year after year after year after year after year.

The laughter of children, running and playing

They talk about leaving but they’re dreaming of staying

The ghost of my grandmother bringing a tray in

Orange lemonade and some ice

Meanwhile the river runs slow to the lake

Waiting for lovers with hearts left to break

Children keep singing to a lit birthday cake

Year after year after year

It’s amazing this place is still here

Year after year after year after year after year.

The stone wall and fence posts, they bend towards the drink

Cicadas buzz so loud, it gets hard to think

The ghost of my father into a hammock does sink

With his pretzels, newspaper and beer

Meanwhile the river runs slow to the lake

Waiting for lovers with hearts left to break

Children keep singing to a lit birthday cake

Year after year after year

It’s amazing this place is still here

Year after year after year after year after year.

Esther and John, Thomas and Kirk

The ghosts of the river that made it all work

The fireplace, the flagpole, and a thin tattered shirt

Make me stop, smile, and fight back a tear.

Year after year after year.
Eulogy

They say he walks in circles like he has no friends to see

Splits his time between the man he is and the man he used to be

But lately he just stands there, doesn’t move, and hums a tune

All decked out in his Sunday best just talking to the moon

Once he was a younger man with brand new shoes to shine

Women’s hearts to break, and a distorted sense of time

Dodging cupid’s arrows fighting lawmen at high noon

Up on the roof with the chimney sweeps just talking to the moon

They tell me he was married for a dozen years or more

Writing songs behind his back and wiping footsteps from the floor

He killed the ghost of destiny in the hallway outside his room

And unmarried a wife who spent her life just talking to the moon.

All sworn of subtle tragedy, the next act of his play

He met his perfect lover, and she sent him on his way

They locked him up in a one horse town took away his digging spoon

Where he cast his stares on empty chairs and kept talking to the moon

They say he took a second wife before the hollow’s eve

Quit his ways and spent his days trying to believe

That somewhere out there somehow, someone would let him croon

While he lay in bed, awake instead, just talking to the moon.

His wife jumped from an airplane, and she floated back to earth

Saw her first volcano, the Grand Canyon, and learned the worth of

The echo of a teardrop that comes and goes too soon

But grows a flower that has the power to be talking to the moon

He no longer walks in circles.  Somehow, he’s finally free

The man he is, is just the same as the man he used to be

And although he rests in peacefulness, you can hear his ancient tune

All decked out in his Sunday best; still talking to the moon

Life Circle
Tomorrow waits for no one but it often falls behind

Yesterday is a cold one that can leave you stumbling blind

Today is like a ball of string that disappears as it unwinds

Life is just a circle; I cannot seem to find my way out.

Laughter, rapture, smiling faces, shadows on the wall

Songs I’ve never sung, and dreams I didn’t dream at all

Are locked inside an iceberg too far north to ever thaw

Life is just a circle and I cannot seem to crawl my way out

Strangers, mangers, cheap hotels, and statues made of doubt

Children reciting verses, nursery rhymes, and catching trout

All these things, and a ghost that sings, and another who can’t shout

Are all swirling around in circles trying to find a safe way out

Life is just a circle, can you find me a way out

Life is just a circle, though you hear me still you doubt

That life is just a circle, I will whisper while you shout

That life is just a circle, someone find me a way out!

