Midlife Crisis

I passed a jackass on the road to the place at which I was supposed to arrive.

He was carrying a heavy load of diamonds, gold bullion, and self-importance.

He called me a hypocrite.

He attempted to force me to play the fool.

He challenged my philosophy while he rested in the comfort that someone like himself could feel at ease expending no energy whatsoever examining obtuse concepts such as fairness, justice, kindness, empathy, or responsibility for his fellow man.

He moved slowly forward, kicking up a cloud of dirt with every step.

He spoke of winning and losing.

He spoke of how winning was always preferable to losing.

He trudged past the seemingly endless line of losers and spat upon their belief systems with his rancid saliva, taking comfort in his misguided sense of enlightenment.

He was sure that he was one of the few who saw how things really were.

I immediately felt sorry for him.

It was only later that I learned to dislike him.

He accused me of riding on the coat tails of the one that I loved.

He was obviously unloved.

He consistently threw punches in hopes of covering up his own inadequacy.

I’m not sure he ever understood that his blows had no effect.

I passed a jackass on the road to where I was supposed to arrive.

I’m not sure that he ever realized how little his views concerned me.

I should have advised him.

I should have given him a map.

Eventually, they built a monument to his ignorance and asked me to write a song explaining his plight.

I ran out of words.

It rarely happens.

I should have known that he was unlikely to escape.

MIDLIFE CRISIS

Thoughts I don’t feel much like explaining:

Angel Eyes

Written shortly after the September 11th attacks while relishing the silent skies that followed the event.  It is obvious that no one is really without guilt.

Where Are You Going

While finding ones way through a world that is simultaneously so very large and so very small it is natural to look at those who one cares for and desire to share their destiny.

Truck Stop

It is difficult for others to grasp the dichotomy between my ambitious behavior and my assertion that I am ready to die at any time.  I have traveled the paths that have been laid before me.  Regret is merely a kind word for self-loathing.  Truth is the only constant.

Taking the Long Way Home

Some roads are longer than other roads.  The longest journey is the one that takes you from where you are to what you are.

Blue Brassier

I often speculate that mankind’s obsession with keeping pets has more to do with its envy of those with a singularity of purpose than with some undefined need to be loved.

Midlife Crisis

It was only a dream.  It was only a dream.  It was only a dream.  There’s no place like home…etc.

Heart On Your Dresser

From Diane and for Diane, I just couldn’t resist adding a song to the verse.  Thanks for the line, my sweet.  “I left my heart on your dresser but you dusted it awaaaaaay.”

Invisible Man

Written almost exactly a year before the events of September 11th.

Looking For Me

Written for those who were still conscious but were never rescued.  I can only imagine what I would have been thinking.

One More Beer

Everyone has to have a few constants in their life.  The other two are music and love.

Metabolism

Written during the soon to be infamous Florida recounts.  Let us hope that this song does not continue to be prophetic.

Television Sucks

This is a song that Charlie Reber and I started writing about twenty years ago.  For some reason I felt compelled to finish it.

Craters

No degree of bipartisan thinking or compromise can prevent those in power from constantly repeating the mistakes of the past.

Stuck With Me

“…Gentlemen, this is my last press conference.”  Making this CD was an exhausting task.  I probably won’t do another one for awhile.  It’s starting to feel too much like work.  I reserve the right, however, to change my mind at any time.

Leaving Sparta

When I moved to Sparta, Illinois I was told that it would be the last Diamond operation that would ever be closed.  The warehouse is closing after the first of the year.  There is still too much hate inside of the people in Sparta.  Perhaps they will eventually find that they have suffered enough, learn to love one another, and learn how to swallow a dream.

