Part Of It All

stone in my plow, bread from the grain/best of your words running deep down in my veins/lover these flowers will all go to flame/but first it could be lovely, it could be sane

don’t take that for granted, she says/days pass quickly, spring becomes fall/come on, quit your ranting, we’re all to blame/might as well plan to be part of it

all I want is part of it all

shoes for the road, stories for the town/if truths be told I’m more lost than I’m found/so what matters most, the song or the show?/the places that we come from, the places that we go?  

spaces that we fill will quiet and close/foot prints in the sand the oceans will tow/let’s love this good life, the summers and snows/as passions unwind, our seeds we will sow

Euphoria

she wants to live outside of town/in southern sun, on fertile ground/he wants to sing and write the perfect song/in cities and towns far and wide/for those that want to live before they die/but first he’s got to go out and mow the lawn

euphoria, euphoria/where did we go so wrong?/euphoria, euphoria/why must we be blind for so long?

their love, it seems, beside the point/she surfs the web, he smokes a joint/the chance to hold and kiss comes and goes/frightened by the world enraged/a lonely, starving, stagnant age/they’ve lost their faith that change can start at home

a good day becomes a good week/but now he’s home late and the stairs creak/now she’s awake and the quilts are thrown/words bruise, whispers pound/the baby wakes up inside that sound/the peace is broken like a fucking bone

Memoir

i remember all their names, pirates in patches/stars inside the flames on the ends of their matches/trolls under the bridge in their basement, junky pads-- where i/followed them underground, and the lights that hung /were so, so sad

here’s the punch line to my story/here’s the x cut so very deep from my map/memory inside her broke down glory, oh/she’s had my heart, and now i want that back

children’s instincts told me just who was trustworthy/west-side visionary, a seer in a bar/and children come equipped to love those lunatics/with a little bit of wit intact, incase we need-- need their leadership

my, how time flies by/time, it flies by…

Dunrovan’s Farm

north to the wood-wheel mill/wagon door opened up onto Kent Hill/blade with your tongue so still/not today, antiquity, we throw your clutch and free your gills

out behind Dunrovan’s Farm/there’s a place where worry falls apart/we won’t stop before we start/we want to know… how do these old stories go, go and go

here is my daughter’s hand/marry her, she’s in love to beat the band/here is my fellow man/and his wife-- believe you me-- they were born out on the land

so call on your pump house gears/to sing the song-- the one we haven’t heard for years/the old world and the new world here/watching you, cutting through, forget about their fears and disappear

White Flag

my world at war, world at war/the cities that sleep will wake in the roar/and topple in their streets/again as it happened before

my town at war, town at war/war in my town for the bank and store/the protest beaten down/the signs in the street by the score

offender, defender/i’m a white flag, i surrender/and I’m only one man/but not when you see yourself in who i am

home at war, home at war/war at home behind closed doors/the baby sits alone/her fingernails tear at the floor

i’m a man at war, man at war/the war in me is the same on the shore/each bullet meant to free/my own suffering mind, not yours

Wasted On The Young

in the afternoon sun you are a thirsty leaf/skin swelled hard from its summer reach/hanging at my house little pixie thief/with stories of love not yours yet to teach

i’ll pen your portrait in a shade so blue/you’ll see yourself singing what the heart can lose/dance to the words that your soul makes true/of campfire parties in the trees with no shoes

beauty, you’re not wasted on the young

before the fruit falls from its coarse winter bark/it kisses with the night until sweet with dark/you have its laughter and its beauty mark/a lover of the night, its pitch black spark

just like thunder leaving secrets in the rain/music of destruction, ecstasy, surge and strain/parallel the longing in the sky white vein/speak to me in those tongues like flame

Activist

activist i write you with a wish to save my farm/trees are burnt, the brook is dry, the corn has dropped its arms/years have past, i’ve left you lonely in your cause/and like you said they’re troubling me with all their fucked up laws

activist your faith is high and shatters fear and pain/the horse that pulls my plow has ribs that bulge angry for grain/buds are falling in the yard from branches without fruit/and all the fences built for grapes are bare down to the root

all the world is letting go, no permission, no control/(don’t demand my unity, i’ve got my own good reasons)/don’t demand my unity, i’ve got my own good reasons to believe/(i believe in unity, i’ve got my own good reasons to believe)

activist i turn to you because the heads of state/hear just the wants of citizens with millions on their plate/i don’t play cards in green-rooms-- smoke cigars in homes with gates/i’m a man out on the land and i have what my hands and soul can make

i wish my farm to flower up food for all I love/my daughter drink its waters and its meadows rush her blood/my government to choose the land and not the will of one/who thinks that gold and guns are more the truth than the rain, the wind, the sun

Red Doors

mama dropped me off to school when i was two years old/she walked me everyday dad left his moped cold/each block mute and bland compared to school’s red doors/announcing i’d arrived where i belonged

nineteen seventy six/i’ll wait here all day long/for you to turn your trick/heartbreak into song

in the park beneath the arch, that’s where I chased those girls/with teeth on top my lips i ran then rested in their curls/the park was home for last night’s men still crushed from gas and booze/slumped down on bright blue swings, no soles beneath their torn and tattered shoes

i remember small brown glass doll sized silver spoons/on chains in the street you made me leave them be/but i pick them from the curb like rare shells from the sand/i saw a glass a spoon, you saw i washed my hands

Home

there’s a girl/who lives all alone/old stones for her home/bird song inside her bones

shimmering/stars speak down their light/to her the truth of night/are the words she sits to write

we are healed/when we listen to her call/leave the shopping carts and malls

winter, spring, summer, fall/we are waiting

home/don’t you wonder what’s in store/behind tomorrow’s door?

save her hands/they are breathing in the wind/they read the river’s bend/and catch the words it sends

save her skin/still wanting from the sky/its rain to fall and dry/on her sun browned breast and thigh/it’s a beautiful way to die

Driving Snow

if you let her come back, if it happens again/if you forget about me one more time/my lips are sealed, you can throw away your pen

i’m the white night sky in your dreaming gallery/i’m a window in time, i’m all you need

please don’t leave/please don’t go/if you are lost, i’ll find you/rain, wind or driving snow

and if you close the book because you’re scared to believe/in fairytales that live up your sleeve/I’m gone

if you choke your throat on a spiteful word/if my grieving’s weak for your world/i’ll run

Of Cordoban Kings (Abderrahman III)

when i was just a young man (eager for enemies)/i lead you into war/Moorish tears ran in tributaries/on Mediterranean virgin shores/sorry voices rose from salt-stung stone/death groans plumed anthems for Cordoba/i was your hero diplomat in rare white linen/my stallion’s onyx mane in Gothic gold
old man, plead with your people/you’re all alone, and it’s time to go/into your garden grove

i brought you back your schools and city streets/lost to my father and his before him/six decades have passed, now I long for retreat/i’m haunted by what I’ve not forgiven/give me your permission to return my sword/i was made by hammers of rage/i understand the complications of these days/it’s innocence that never wants to change

