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[bookmark: _1fx2h1ukufsf]
[bookmark: _s3geap81bxk8]Preamble of Ignorance and Ill Timing
[bookmark: _92jhs8i6alez]Thank you to my family, Love ones* ( I say this that way because I haven’t known someone like this to have it lose its meaning in such a way by putting a ‘d’ at the end of it), and all who’ve helped me over the years– allowing me to be here, even in ignorance and ill timing, in a lot of things down to my very being. 
[bookmark: _jxfdbrz7rvk6]If this sees more eyes than ones I’ve got to tell my stories to in-person, thank you– for taking the time to listen to just a kid from Oklahoma, trying to find his way, in writing and in life.
[bookmark: _ah28fueazzmx]I know some of my ramblings are hard to read– between my grammar, poor phonics, local sayings in my own speech, and various ignorant things… if you can, bear with me.
[bookmark: _hy8t2w7ddyaz]I have left these pages as close as I wrote them the first time. So, as you read, I age– as well as my words, thoughts, and phrasings change. Hopefully– as you read, you see and may even grow with me.
[bookmark: _m29l2zyhvvt1]Do know, I hope and hold all you dear to me– for taking the time to read and write over these, for being able and willing in your own lives as well as mine. As these are just the parts of my own– I chose and wrote down, as well as a few tall tales and stories between. 
[bookmark: _eliuis41tqe8]I’ll leave it to you all to cipher which of them are real and fables just as true,                       Some more apparent than others…
Lastly, thank you, Lord–  
for my challenges as well as my lavashes.
I write these of just that, and to…
	
You– God, and Honey.
Goldie. Joney. Kay. Mae.
My Family, the Kids, & Friends.
For all of this wonderful life of mine:


To be a Witness–
For Cooper


Got time for a story?

[bookmark: _wag7jnet298j]Dear Cooper,                                                                                                  Letter 1
	 Hey Coop! How’s Heaven? Is God letting you play as much as you watch over us? I hope so. I saw your message the other day (or what looked like one) and I wanted to write to you and God this evening about it, as well as some things.
Cooper, I miss you. God, I miss you.
I never thought I could or would miss someone I love so much when I hardly met you, here at least. I pray I get to be: Your witness of this place, the Good days filled with the Green of Things and Beings, All the Grey and Inbetween, and days that make the rest feel evermore sweet. A father to many, so I can name my son after you, if I were so lucky, and give you more of us to watch over.
	
I believe God has a plan for everything, all of us, but I do struggle and wish I lived a life with you here. I know, I’ll have eternity to catch up and be with you soon, I just hate to wait. I’ve got things to do down here first, I hope to love as many kids, our family, & friends the way I l0ve you, ‘forever, and ever, and ever’. Dad gave me that saying, only for the ones we hold dearest to us and it is meant to be kept as it is written, which I have. No matter the Quarrel, Ramble, Love, nor hindrance. Never as a detriment, but to be as close as I can to the love of my creator and you.

I’ve had a block in my writing and with some of my faith in God’s plan, especially taking a step back with Honey and the Kids. It’s done, whether that’s for now or ever I honestly have no clue. I want to pray over it as well, yet part of me says ‘God has it under control.’ Regardless I will each day of my life going forward, the best for them and God’s presence in each of their lives. I don’t want to live a life without the people I love, anyone for that matter… and of all the reasons, words, and poems I could pour onto this page, that woman makes the silence fade away. Just like you and God do. I’ll be patient as long as it takes, if that’s what you both have in store for me. 

With that, each day, I will continue to speak to you as I grow through my days. I ask you to watch over Them, Honey and the Kids. Add them to your list. Treat them as you have the house, the family, and me: as Home. 

I love you, I’m so lucky to have a brother like you. Talk soon, TGH
[bookmark: _6vw74j6x6ul2]Youthful, Plaintive Resonance

These are the first cumulations of short stories, 
poems, and songs about coming of age–

Dreaming, running amuck through creeks and woods,
and finding love– fleeting, as it is welcoming in life.

As well as, an undone ramble can be, these are just so. 

From Shoal Creek, West of Welch,  where the Spring and Neosho meet
to Grand, as the beginning of plains– start to open up wide,
and the end of the Ozarkian hills in Ottawa County.

 I give to you hopefully some Youthful, Plaintive Resonance.
 About what Green Country is, the folds of this place,
I’ve had the pleasure of raising me, and
Some evermore sweet days– more than I realized then…

To Mae & Kay,
Joney, Goldie,
My Family, Friends, and Coop– always.

Enjoy. 



Got time for a story?

Icks and Ticks
You’ll find me at the base of an old oak tree,
Reading what the good lord wrote for me,
Eating Jimmy Dean, early in the morning.

Now, I truly believe there’s not a stronger thing,
Than a woman, who’ll put on some waders &  wrangler jeans,
 While she’s sayin’, “Come on, Boy, We got birds to clean”

I wish people these days were less worried about what to say…
Wish there weren’t so many Icks in the way,

More time spent, goin out in the Sticks, running straight through thickets, 
And more sayin’, “Come here, Darling, let me check you for Ticks.

Between the Icks & Ticks, I’ve done been sick of it,
Take me where people are less like birds, And stick around in the thick of it.

Where saying less lies, means you’re worth an angel’s time,
And I’m not wondering where my darling is laying her head tonight.

Though being feral running rampant through the night, For now seems alright,
It ain’t a real fix, for these younger, wilder times.
I’m telling you, “Boy, you’re in need of a home to rest your mind.”

Cause the nights are so long, And you’re still singing that beat down boy’s old songs.
The ones that remind you of the girl you thought you’d be livin’ beside… 

Now, you’re chasing that last ride, crossing yellow lines, way past the passenger’s side.
Like trying to tell your mother white lies, They ain’t getting you anywhere anytime, 

It’s just growing her gray hairs to the nines. Now, Don't worry child… Cause there’s still some time,  You can mend your old ways & it’ll all be just fine. 

Maybe then one day, A dark haired beauty will begin to say, 
“ Honey, let’s go home early, it’s getting late” 
Whether you know it or not, I’m telling you, be patient, it’ll be your fate.

She’ll tend to your shortcomings & pray you be safe,
 In the mornings for once you’ll have bacon & eggs
And not whatever this “microwave crap” is on your plate.

 She’ll make you think twice about pining for lost time.
Make you wonder why you even chased those white lines.
In the end, I’m telling you “Boy, trust me, it’ll be alright”

 So, Stand tall, don’t go spend your nights,
 Down at that holler, save your dollar, & get out of them Neon Lights,
 And wait for the woman, that'll be a god-gifted sign…

Stop chasing girls with Icks & white lines,
Standing in the corner with those James Dean look-alikes, 
And Start pining for picking Ticks off, in the morning time.

Be patient, Boy, It’ll be alright,
When you find you’re darling, you better hold on tight.
You best be ready to shoot straight in the crossing lines.

Just you wait for those good old days, 
They’ll fly on by, so make sure you don’t ever lose sight,
Cause Boy, if you got your darling out in the sticks, you’ve done something right.

Ohh, Those Ticks ain’t nothing to a good wife…

“No more Jimmy Dean for you, Boy, not this time,
Let's go find some sticks & brush for the duck blind,
Ohh, Darling, won’t you take me home early tonight.”











The Oak, The Sun
Who am I, and Who are you?
Who are you to me, and Who am I to you?

I’ve been told, I’m an Oak tree.
So does that make me an Oak?

A proud pillar, who stands stubborn to time, and changes in the wind.
Stoic, strong, and bold with every passing storm?

Is that what I am, or what I could be?
It does sound good to me.

Yet, Some days, I don’t feel like an Oak tree.
I wonder if I bend too much with the breeze;

And through winters I forever get more brittle.
Though I stand tall, come spring.

Here I continue to grow, with my roots ever more firm;
Nurtured by the soil around me that has given me such wonders of base, 

Even if plotted somewhere else, I have this faith:
No Fear Nor Worry, should topple this Oak.

Through broken limbs, as seasons of reckoning come,
My branches will reach high– for the everlasting light from the Sun above.

So, Are you an Oak like me?
Are you a neighboring Willow or a Cherry Tree?

Or Are you my Sun?





Tempering
Take a look through the veil– that you’ve made so well.
Hidden behind the sight of my unsteady hands.

As I try & find a softer tone, 
Won’t you, Strip me down to my bare bones,
 
 Lately, I know, I’ve been belting loud, ‘bout everything underneath the sun, 
Though my father says I’ve won, Nothing seems to settle down.

Cause, We’ve been chasing this damn sound, it seems for a while now.
And I’d really hate to let it due us in 

Between all the burning sin & photos of a life well spent, 
Still here I sit, longing for our fix

So, Darlin, Calm my embers, settle down my temper,
Before I’m all alone & come undone.

Cut down my timber, face my winters,
And I’ll make it worthwhile, when spring comes.

So, would you, Take a look through the veil, that you know so well.
Hidden behind the sight of my unsteady hands.

As I try & find, a softer tone, 
Won’t to strip me down- to my bare bones. 

Cause maybe then I’d know. I never really was alone…
So, Darlin, Won’t you, strip me down– to my bare bones.

With a softer tone, I’ll belt hymns when I come home,
As I steady my hands, Darling let’s have a dance,

And remind me, I never was alone.
Oh I never was alone, Oh I never was alone.





Oak Tree’s Ponderings

Why does Silence breed Devilment?

People pining for Excess, which leads to lustful lavashes, only to be met by uncontentment.

How it is wrong to aspire, assume, insinuate, & perspire if found to be used, rather than anew.

Instead of looking at the dew, hues undergone crude, as struck oil I’m left grinning with just few.

Oh, how I breathe in this feeling, one unkind & un-kneeling to things above sown pines by root.

Many Ponderings of soot, lies by skies, I seem to buy only that I can tie to words given from nearby Birds & Bees.

By them, I’ve been told an oak tree resembles me, unwinding, unbending, yet still I see the sun’s fending, through bees’ sting.

If I must be struck by lightning, to make right, to trust, the bends of wind in my leaves as I hear birds sing to the, I might.

Oh, how I ponder many dreams, yet how I look for greens over finer things, maybe seen strangely—

As well, I might be high on Melodies, But, at least I find material deafening—

Thankful I am, that my birds still sing to the, Oh, how silence will no longer bother me.







The Kind of Rich
Where the plains meet the rolling hills, 
When the sun goes through the window sill,
Tell me are you awake or are you still?

As I turn over I find, The light shining over an angel, so fine,
If heaven looks like this, that'd be alright.

Oh, it’s time, the fields need tendin’ 
Lord, I’m worn, and my mind still mending,
Of why, I'm here, on this plane.

But, Then the orange hue hits your face
You turn over and begin to say, “Where are you goin? You ain't leaving this place.”

Darling, there's work to do,
I left on the pot on the stove for you,
Please don't make me have to choose.

As I turned for the door… Little did I know, I was on the floor
saddled by that beauty sayin, “ Boy, am I really a chore?"

For Richer or Poorer, 
Isn't that what you swore?
That plow can wait just a little more.

Money ain't the Kind of Rich I'm askin' for.
No, money ain’t the Kind of Rich, I’m askin’ for.
 
So, wake me with a forehead kiss,
Tell me, "There ain't no better feelin’ than this..
With yellow flowers, you picked for me, in hand.

"Carry me around those creek bends, yellin', tellin' me to jump on in-
Let me hear, Little footprints dancin', Late in the evenin’.”

Now that's the Kind of Rich, I'm asking for, 
Oh, that’s the kinddd, I'm been dreamin.

That’s the Kind of Rich, I’ve been searching for,
Oh,  that’s the kinddd, you’ve been seeing..

Right then, I picked her up off the floor,
Threw her back on the bed, thanking my lord,
For the woman that makes it all, worth more.

I said, "Darling, I'm all yours.
Tell me your dreams, and how to look forward.
What is it you're pining towards? Ohh, What do I have in store?

Like, Putting Kids in overalls, thankful for it all.
Won’t you come sit with me out here on the porch.

We can teach them of the lord,
While we hear their voices, runnin’ through the forest.
Is this what we’re pinning toward? Ohhh, what do I have in store?

Now, that’s the Kind of Rich, I’m livin’ for.
Take me home, cause I’m all yours.
Ohh, that’s the kinddd, I’m dreamin’ for.

Now, that’s the Kind of Rich, I’m livin’ for,
Take me home, Darling, I’m all yours.
Ohh, that’s the kinddd, I’m livin’ for.

(Ohh, that’s the kinddd, I’m livin’ for)








MAKE ILLISTRATION






[bookmark: _i3ng8x63ednw]Shoal Creek
I’ve been dreamin’ of getting back when life was so easy.                                                              Back then, I never worried if you loved me,                                                                         Even knowing deep down, I’ve got my own demons.        
Lord knows, belly laughs & onry smiles are worthwhile,                                                                  And should last more than a few seasons.                                                                                                                                        
Now, I have a story to tell, that’ll get you fighting for the right reasons,                              and hell….I might even catch you dreamin’.
Windows down, runnin’ wild, late into the evenings.                                                                                                I remember, Carryin’ you ‘round all those creek bends.
Even when the water’s runnin’ high,                                                                                          I’m lookin’ soft, in those emerald eyes,                                                                                              
With you saying, “please don’t leave me…                                                                                Oh, I think something out here is gonna eat me.”
Ohhh I’m sold, I’m in love,                                                                                                              That's where—Heaven and I did meet,                                                                                                        Back at that ole, Shoal Creek.
 It’s there I found the man, I wanna be,                                                                                                    And not be the boy, who let lust lead.
Curling up so the rapids will leave us be,                                                                                            While we’re sneaking kisses in that murky water underneath.
Now, your squirming saying, that something touch your feet,                                                      I’m yellin,“It’s nothin’! Why are you, tryin’ to drown me?!”                                                             Oh Lord, ain’t this the one to keep…
 Holding on to a promise of forever,                                                                                               Or for as long as I can still live and breathe….                                                                                 
Though this right here, might be, all she wrote for me,                                                                       I’ve got her in my arms. So, I’ll go… oh, that’s fine by me.
Ohhh, I’m sold, I’m in love,                                                                                                                 That’s where— Heaven and I did meet,                                                                                    Back at that ole, Shoal Creek.
Though time went on and so you were gone.                                                                                              Those “for nows” turned to I’m movin’ on,
 Now, I stand face to face,                                                                                                               On becoming that man, on my own, one day. 
So, til our paths meet again,                                                                                                          I’ll keep my promise, to the very end;                                                                                                       By spending my nights, carrying  you around those bends.
Thanking God that I even got a glimpse,                                                                                     At a higher plane than this…
So Here’s to finding my way back ‘round,                                                                                                              Getting out and not living underground.                                                                                          
Back to when life was so easy, blissful,                                                                                               And so sweet- Cause that’s where…                          
Heaven and I did meet,                                                                                                                          even for just a couple of heartbeats,                                                                                                                                       And so you won’t forget it, I’ll say it on repeat…                                                                        
That’s where, Heaven and I did meet,                                                                                                   Back at that Ole, Shoal Creek.                                                
Ohhh, Tonight, I’m dreamin’ of when…                                                                                         Heaven and I did meet,                                                                                                                                       Back At that Ole, Shoal Creek.




Make Illustration??



Summer Heat
So, I don’t know if it’s the summer heat
But it’s been awfully hard to sleep 
Even after long sifts, at the mill, this week

I remember hearing covers being ruffled, gleaming
Reminding me to thank Jesus
With Clover Green eyes, busting through those sheets.

Oh, that's where I thought I’d be—

Oh, I don’t know if it’s the summer heat
But, it’s been getting awfully hard to wanna eat
Missing you ‘round dinner time, on this back porch swing.

Where you used to sit and talk about leaving
Somewhere east of Fever dreaming
Out near Beaver, where clear water runs sweet.

Oh, that’s where I thought I’d be, living free…

I don’t know if it’s old vices talkin’ to me
Or All the pictures left on the vanity
That’s truly- been breaking me down, after all this time.

But, Darlin, I want you to know– Oh, Darlin, I want you to know— 

I’m walkin in line, I’m Doing fine, 
Raising some kids up right 
Know that, I’m gonna be alright

Taking life one step at a time,
It’s just when the summer time feels right… 
I go back in time, to when you and I, dreamed of this life—

Oh, When the summer time feel right,
Turns to long days and short nights
I think of you, when it gets quiet between their bedtimes.

So, maybe it’s this summer heat
Or my kid grinnin’ back through the screen,
With clover Green eyes, sayin’, 

“Dad, go on, tell me a story! Won’t you, pretty please?”
Oh, though it’s been real sweet,
That life ain’t what I- was meant to lead
It’s chasing that kid, running wild & living free–

Oh, now that’s, where I’m meant to be.


This Side of Eden
Well, I haven’t had much charm—, since you chose leaving                                                                   And I can’t remember being, ‘In the same air, your breathing.                                                       I’ve stoke the fire— , in this, here heathen,                                                                                        Seems not much soul, left on, this Side of Eden. 
Oh, on this side—, of Eden… Not on this, here,  Side– of Eden….
Hadn’t known much harm—, could bare, it’s face,                                                                               As the blankets, covered up your lace, there goes, my saving grace.                                         Now, Where was I—, when you, did find;                                                                                           That these hills, we grew up in, ain’t worth, your time?
Well, I’ve become—, quick, to fiendin’.                                                                                  Wondering where my darling’s laying her- head, this evening.                                                  Take me back—, when I, didn’t have the spins.                                                                           When raising hell, meant… We- were, staying in.
Now that I find—, I’m far, too gone.                                                                                                      When it comes round’ 2 AM, It gets closer, every time you call!                                                   I’m still standing— on your AC unit.                                                                                           Banging on your screen window- tryin’, to sneak kisses through it.                                               Oh, and I hope—, California, is treating you fine.                                                                                      But I’ll be dancing, on the back porch, Thankful, for Oklahoma skies.
Oh, on this side—, of Eden,  On this, here, Side— of Eden…
Lord knows—, I’m in need of a sermon.                                                                                        But, my papa’s preaching… hadn’t been breaking through.                                                             I got a bird—, perched on my shoulder,                                                                                          It’s saying, “she ain’t meant for, men like you.”                                                                          While, Joney’s— sayin, “Have you ever heard of the blues?”                                                       “Well, Listen now Boy—, cause I got something, here, for you…”
Well, I haven’t had much charm—, since you chose leaving.                                                                  And I can’t remember being, 'In the same air, your breathing.                                                        I’ve stoke the fire—, in this, here heathen.                                                                                     Seems not much soul, left on, This here, Side of Eden. 
Not on this side—, of Eden… Oh, on this, here, side—… This Side of Eden!




Hymns of Blackbirds
I aint’ no Thibodeau,                                                                                                                                        Never been a widow                                                                                                                                                  But, I can write in Sunday’s pain.
Hymns of Blackbirds                                                                                                                                            Oak Trees and Hollers                                                                                                                                      About nights spent runnin’-                                                                                                                Rather than layin’ lame. 
All the while,                                                                                                                                    Preaching to Pulpit Choirs.                                                                                                                I’ve seemed to’ve perspired,                                                                                                     Without a jar- holding in my brain.   
I guess, I’m off to go find something else sane                                                                                Cut through the buggy, cold marshes and thorns, again.                                                                     To see which blackbirds sing the way you sang.                                                                                  



(Make Illustration)

Same ole Blues, Same ole Morals                                                                                                     
Same ole Blues, Same ole Morals,                                                                                                With enough time, for a few more quarrels.                                                                                   Oh how, that whiskey lullaby sings so fine.
Down the line, what’s not so kind,                                                                                                May take me as far, as the Birds over pines,                                                                              Flying high, like riding the times— We spent, when we were kids.
Whether his plan, is to take you from all this,                                                                                  I’d like to ask, for another dance with,                                                                                           The sun setting, high above, the plains.
On church steps, in the pews,                                                                                                          I’m singing hymns, because of you.                                                                                          Won’t you, show me the gold— I first saw, in those eyes.
Darlin, I know, you’re moving on,                                                                                                       I can’t imagine, the feeling of wanting—                                                                                Anything more, than what you’ve already had in-store…
I don’t think, I’ll find another—                                                                                                           quite like you, not for some time…
So, While I pour, some whiskey on ice,                                                                                          I’m lookin for my next exit sign,                                                                                                      So I can keep trying to find— what’s gonna be, my new light…
With the… Same ole Blues, Same ole Morals,                                                                              With enough time, for a few more quarrels.                                                                                   Oh how, that whiskey lullaby is singing so fine.
Mae, you had my heart, from the first time,                                                                                You shot me down, with those eyes.                                                                                                 So while you’re dancing, under neon lights…                                                                                           I’ll be on the porch, Singing my whiskey lullaby.
Oh, how that whiskey lullaby is singing so fine…
Oh, Darlin, won’t you, hold me close, tonight…                                                                        Won’t you, shoot me down, with those eyes…
Oh, how that whiskey lullaby takes me- back in time…                                                                Oh, how it's song… Sings– so, fine.

Devil In Mine
Seems Satin, Ain’t Happenin’, It’s gettin’ dark & you’re laughin’,                                                                                                   As you seem to keep crawling up my hide.
Puttin’ shivers down spines, I’m lookin’ dead in those eyes,                                                                                            Thinkin’,what it’s like to breathe in true light…                                                                                              
From Crests to toes, Your fingers tore the frost off my bones,                                                                                        Oh, how the Devil’s gonna be hollering; far & wide.
Where denim meets revelin, As thorns from wranglers ain't settling;                                                                                                    Oh, how they’ve made a nasty home in my side.
While the Devil & I, Have been runnin’ for sometime,                                                                                                       I’d hate to take the angel; I’ve found in your eyes.                                                                              
So, Darlin, before you curl up by my side— Know that, I love you with all my might;                                                                                         But first, you oughta know about; The Devil In Mine…
Where callusted rock meets silky soft,                                                                                                        Oh how, your hand fits in mine, so kind.
Since, Sinners & Beggars, seem to be where my letters,                                                                   Are heard far over the pines…                                                                                                               
I’d like to ask Y’all, since it seems I can’t recall,                                                                                Just who the hell am I?!
Is the Devil in mine, really worth an Angel’s passing glance, this time.
Oh, from your Crests to your Toes, Darlin, won’t you shake                                                                                             the frost off my bones, and stay past dawn this time.
When you hike up that Denim, Revelin’ like I’m winning Bedlam,                                                                                                        While you’re legs, are pushing thorns deeper in my side.
Darlin, Put shivers down my spine. Look dead in my eyes,                                                                         & know that, you're my redeeming light!!
As long as Satin Ain’t happenin’, it’s gettin’ dark & we’re laughin’.                                            And if your Angel is happy, runnin’ along with what’s in my eye…
Oh tonight, maybe I’ve found some use after all…                                                                                For this, here, Devil in Mine.


Calloused
Let me learn you something brother, ‘bout how I’m used-
Between the blood on my hands & the dirt on my shoes.

So, while you step-in twos, let me remind you-
By singing a lead foot, rusty bottom blues.

Oh, how I hope these hymns start to pay off soon-
Oh, how I hope they find their way to you.

So, tell me how one day, I’ll wash it all away-
That or end up somewhere in a concrete grave.

Pining for a life that’s become outta sight-
While cursing myself because you didn’t wanna fight.

Oh, I’m sorry that I grew calloused, by the end, my dear-
The man I am, ain’t the one in my younger, wilder years.

Whether I’m branded by stock or the fine line I walk,
Joney, I’m tired… Tell me, what kind of beer you brought?

So, while you step in twos, let me remind you-
By singing these lead foot; Torn up, God given, Raised up… rusty bottom blues. 

Calloused as I am, I still dawn your hue-
It’s just rust Darlin, Nothin’ good hadn’t been used.

Oh, how I hope these hymns find their way to you-
Brother, I hope these hymns start to pay off soon.







Blistering Indolence

As it’s frost grips my bones,
From teeth to toes, with shivered spine; 
Ribs wrapped in tow, engraved, is a yellow rose.

As seas of emerald green,
The feeling so fleeting, uneasy as low ceilings,
Like melody with no meaning, I’ve lost that of a home.

Blistering indolence has become far too well known.

Torn, but unworn, Warm ain’t sworn,
Waiting, with no call for patience
With indifference, in fine form.

Relating mistakes and putting into place,
Frazzled with no wake, black as snow, while saying, 
“It’s been a dark-cold haze, as of late.”

Only Home known was traced. Prickling mindfulness comes out to play.

As frantic ignorance with blistering-numb indifference,
Indolence, shows clear cut remanence
Oh, how it bares its face.

A reminder of what’s not today,
That of which, I don’t have sown; as no lace is warm alone.
Enough tension through distance, can tear what’s not shown.

Blistering indolence has become far too well known.
Believe it’s time to go find a new home.








[bookmark: _mt7vzemk0oo4]To the Woman in the Green Dress
[bookmark: _9wfr3lqq2ya4]As time goes on, my mind seems to run for miles.                                                                            The further down the line, my bones get filed.                                                                                              Whittled To their ends, with no grip nor fire….                                                                     
When it’s comes time to lay my head at night,                                                                                                  I can no longer just shut my eyes.                                                                                                                I’m stuck up pondering why…
Yes, I still smile & talk highly of your name…                                                                                          From Dusk til Dawn, indifferent, It’s all the same                                                                             Questioning Everything, From “Pa, Where’s Yonder?                                                                                                                                       To finding ways out of hollers,                                                                                                                   Back into Slews & Hollows; I do believe, I’m in need of God's grace to follow.                                                                                                                                                                                                                        
Finding myself not so keen for the chase,                                                                                                       For Girls like sallows, wanting nothing but, pearls, just as hollow                                                                           At that pace, I’m afraid say,                                                                                                                               I’d rather sit here wallow & wait, For my darlin to come around to stay…                                                                                                                                                                                            
I’ve grown tired of watching this, as of late…                                                                                          California dreams, built on Oklahoma melodies,                                                                                             Telling me, I’ve yet to become the man I need to be one day.                                                                                 With no time to spare, for questions, nor quarreling today….                                                                     
Maybe then, I will come to see,                                                                                                                       I have no want to know such things,                                                                                                            Like, How this song ends or how it swings.                                                                                                                    I can’t deny, it’s been rather hard to sleep…                                                                           
Watching another man, live out my dreams,                                                                                      Knowing, you’d rather lead a life, no more beside me,                                                                                     I promised, I would do my best, to watch you leave,                                                                                       But how am I supposed to say nothing, Tuck tail & let it be…                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
From Creek days & Backyard tents,                                                                                                             Under Oklahoma skies, Reading love letters sent; Going slow, all the way home.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             All the while, Squeezing, As many kisses in every stop sign,                                                                                       Making sure, we’re just a couple minutes late, every time...                                                               
How am I not supposed to miss:                                                                                                                Being so young, raising hell, dreaming of kids                                                                                                              With a good woman, trying save up for this ring                                                                                                                                                         Praying for enough, before you had to leave…        .                                                                                                                                                                                                  
Now, To Unseen pastures, Filled with strings,                                                                                                   Of thousands of lights bulbs beaming,                                                                                                      Under stars just gleaming, with Unsent letters, full of life-                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 All so sweet, Hidden beneath dust & time,                                                                                               Crying out from my rafters, I can hear them through the ceiling at night.
 I guess, it’s hard to compete with Club Rodeo’s neon scene.                                                                                                                      Along with the radio, You've been singing along with him,                                                                                                       And especially with that, new ring…                                                                                                       
Knowing he was saving for the same reason,                                                                                                 To be with you, not just on weekends but, every evening                                                                                                                      As you put ours, far away, to no longer be seen…
Now, Porch light dreaming, seems a bit out of reach,                                                                                          With what you got from that man down in Shawnee.                                                                                           Forever & ever must have been forgotten it seems….                                                                                            
So, While you’re dancing in the desert,                                                                                                             Listening to Cody Johnson, saying “ Boy, you best dance her on home…”                                                                                                                                          I’m listening to Childers, & he’s saying,  “Son, it’ll get better, though she ain’t yours”                                                                                                                                 
I’ve still got something, he oughta know…                                             
Tell her, the Green dress best matches her eyes…                                                                                                At Braum’s, it’s a #1 ketchup only with large fries.                                                                                                                                                                                                                     
All the while, silver rings on her, may look nice,                                                                                             Know that it’s grandma’s gold, that makes her feel close by…                                                                                                                                             
So; When you take her home, go real slow,                                                                                                             take on the long drive, hit the open road,                                                                                                            And, don’t ever let the distance start before you go…
All the while, I hope she finds the time,                                                                                                                  To look in the mirror, & see the same beauty-                                                                                                 I've known, what seems my whole life.                                                                                       
From the first glance in those emerald, green eyes,                                                                                                     Let’s just say, I knew what I’d be buyin…
In my dreams, I’m still putting kids in overalls,                                                                                              On porch swings, watching them play, singing Kings of Leon                                                                      Dancing with you, in late fall, Sayin,“Ain’t this the rich, we’d been dreaming of…”                                                                                                                                                                                          
Maybe then, you’ll smile & begin to sing along…                                                                                       Cause, Forever & ever, here, hasn’t been forgotten, Not the tune of that song ….                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
So yes, frankly, Darling, I don’t care to dance to another song…                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             
I won’t be swinging round just anyone off their feet….                                                                                         I’ll be here, waiting, listening to the beat-                                                                                                    Saving a dance, underneath oak trees!                                                                                               
Filled with a thousand lights, hidden in leaves,                                                                                               Singing hymns, while sayin, “Hey Darling,  It’ll be alright, just listen to the breeze…”
Can’t you hear those Oklahoma hills,                                                                                                              Calling out your name, Saying, “Come Home, please”                                                                                                                                                                                                     
Though, California’s treated you well, That rambler’s been waiting,                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           So patiently, for that one slow song,                                                                                                                             
To dance with that woman, that makes this place, his home…               
So, Darlin’, won’t you go put on that green dress?                                                                                           If Oklahoma’s calling, I’ll see you’re danced home well.                                                                                          
Forever & ever, was my promise to you & hell,                                                                                                             You know, I’m not one to start breaking them now.
Whether it’s me or it’s him,                                                                                                                                It’s Forever & ever, til my very end, And I’ll say it all again…                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
So, Darlin’, won’t you go put on that green dress?                                                                                                          I’d like to keep my promise, not from a distance,                                                                                                  
You know, good & well, I’d run through hell,                                                                                                       For the chance, to dance you home again…                                   
So, Whether it’s me or him,  It’s forever & ever, til my very end…                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    Cody, won’t you show me, how to dance her on home again…                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
So, Darlin, won’t you go put on that green dress?                                                                     
Madness in Fox 
Oh, how the quiet has always spoken louder than you, my friend.
Between the flexing of these walls, in the breath of the stead;
I’ve found a welcomed uncontentment of buzzing in my head.

Though thought can be melancholy, I choose to vex dry consult from this humble abode.
By breaking what’s conceived sanity to contemplate bigotry, which seems due-
So I believe, me and you, this place, and I are yet that owed, don’t you think so?

Where is it, are your bellows? Hidden amongst the whim?
Yet, wind doesn’t stop our hellos from furnace fires raging within.
Rather, we belt fellow, missing said Costello, ‘fore fog’s been seeping in.

How does one slip from Greek to Grimm? Madness to Kin? My head, oh it spins.
The midwife is coming to see us again; House beware, Fox, my dear ol’ friend.
Oh fiend, how I’ve lost my wits, in a box! In you, Fox? So, it seems again…

So, it must be, house my story ends, for us, it must be. 
Hey Quiet! Fox and me, are you listening?
Speak louder my fiend, Madness is quite Deafening.

All Alone, again.



Many in Red
Dad’s Voice
“I’ll carry it with me every day, And still to this day, I’ll say it, all the same, 
 ‘It’s the best damn job, I ever had.’”

How do I help you fight your wars?
I’m prying’ open your mind,
trying to get a glimpse of what’s worn.

You’ve been crying alone, 
Now, don’t hold your breath-‘cause it’s full of thorns.
Won’t you tell me about this latest storm?

Lightning in a bottle is bound to burst,
So, I’m praying you let me in before it gets worse…

You’ve grown coarse with age, my dear.
Won’t you tell me of Younger, Wilder Years?

Tell me of the boys, who ran through the smoke.
How Rageful, burning of buildings, looked to make widows.

Mama said, “Won’t you smile, and leave the rest to God”
Cause, aren’t you tired of what you’re on?

What’s it that haunts you?
What do you fear?

Is it the ones that got away?
Was it, flashover, trying to seal your fate?
Or those brothers, lost to vices, trying to dull the pain?

Show me how to fight your wars…
Bet you're tired of Hearing things like,

“Boy, you’re not quite the man you once were,
 You’ve let the weight of the world, blind your course.”
Don’t you bottle it up anymore, cause it’s getting worse.

Tell me a fable, of Younger, Wilder Years,
What’s it that haunts you? What do you fear?
Won’t you, let me take away the weight, that's between your ears.

So, was it the little ones that you couldn’t save?
Those lost brothers, to their devices, trying to dull, the same pain?
Was it me and those kids being of the same age?

That same kid, telling you, “I can’t wait to leave this place.”
What’s your fight with God, keeping your faith at bay?
Or all those damn painkillers the VA kept pushing your way…

All the while, trying to be a better man-
for your son, each and every day.

I’m sorry, I never knew you carried all that weight.
It wasn't just soot, the suit, & your air tank.
And, you’d just smile and laugh it all away.

Just so you know, you’re the kind
Of man I want to be like one day.

So, Rest your mind easy, 
I’m here and I ain’t leavin’ you in my wake.
Let me first, read you this verse, I found here today…

“So be, truly glad. There is wonderful joy ahead,
Even though you must endure many trials, for a little while more..” 
I promise you, father, he’s forever with you in the war.

So, won’t you Smile, pick up your head,
There’s a special place, for his men like you,
His Many in Red…

Oh, just you wait…you’ll see your brothers,
Face to face, in a higher plane, some way…
But for now, tell me a story of Younger, Wilder Days.

Hillbilly Airheads
Face down,
From running ‘round,                                                                                                                       Haven’t you seen her place now?
Her smile                                                                                                                                                               Trust me, ain’t so kind                                                                                                                                   After while, without a hand in mind.
Rockytop keeps playing                                                                                                                                         Oh, how my head’s been aching                                                                                                                             ‘While our preacher has been begging us to come on down.
I’d rather live unkind                                                                                                                                           Than die while I’m still alive.                                                                                                                                  As long as it’s a life spent with you and I.
Oh, Joney has made a cut for the door,                                                                                                                  I hear his honey’s done mopped the floor                                                                                                                            Cleaned house, tired of our old ways.
Guess it beats her being all alone, spitting on our graves.                                                                                       Choked up, shoot, open the gates-                                                                                                                               Cause ain’t we all just one night away?
Bunch of Hillbilly Airheads                                                                                                                                     Thank God, our dads taught us to hedge our bets-                                                                                          On runnin’ free, not wondering what could’ve been.
I’d rather live unkind                                                                                                                                           Than die while I’m still alive                                                                                                                                  As long as it’s a life spent with you and I.
Guess it beats her being all alone, spitting on our graves.                                                                                       Choked up, shoot, open the gates-                                                                                                                               Cause ain’t we all just one night away?
Joney, I reckon if she was the one, she woulda stayed.                                                                          Let’s crack open a cold one, and reminisce ‘bout that good ole days-                                                                    You hear about this Liz chick, now that’s your babe.

Far More Rich                                                                                                                                        
Tell me, I’m hurtin... Tell me, I’m poor…                                                                                                                    And I’ll tell you I’m far richer than the Van Leers- and the Fords.                                                                                
Oh, you say, I’m dirt poor… Oh, tell me, I’m no good for….                                                                                        Oh, tell me I need to work more… Mr. Van Leer, you best board up those doors!
So while you’re hanging on to your chandeliers–                                                                                                               I’ll be playing my fiddle through these hills, for all to hear.                                                                                             I’m far richer than the Van Leers– Maybe, I’m playing, a little too sincere.
Oh, how a cradle- needs a mobile….                                                                                                                            Though my table hadn't seen meat for some time.                                                                                                              I’m still far richer than that, Wall Street broker ass hat; Oh By a mile…
Oh, let me take you out to the flats                                                                                                                             Show you a honey hole- teach you how to catch.                                                                                                           I’m telling you, this is where God said, ‘Heaven- is really at!’                                                                                                                                                                                           
But, Oh dear lord….Ain’t I, just dirt poor?                                                                                                                                            Oh, ain’t I, still no good— ain’t got nothin to live for?!                                                                                                Guess only the Lord knows, we’re far more rich than poor.                                                                                                                                                                                                     
So, Won’t you, Tell me, I’m hurtin… Tell me, I’m poor…                                                                                                                     And I’ll tell you I’m still richer than the Van Leers- and the Fords.                                                                         
Oh, you say, I’m real- dirt poor…Oh, tell me, I’m no good for….                                                                               Oh, tell me I need to work more… Mr. Van Leer, you best start boarding up those doors!      
Well, won’t you, fire up that old ford… Darlin, I’ll meet you on the back porch,                                                                 And maybe then, I’ll get the chance to show you- what this country- is really good for!!                                                       
We ain’t in need of no chandeliers…                                                                                                                                                     Never shed no tears over a Porsche ‘neither!                                                                                                                              Oh, praise the lord… I’m telling you, we're already far more rich than poor.                                          
So, Go on & tell us, we’re poor!                                                                                                                                                                             Go on & tell us, we’re no good for!                                                                                                                                                 Lord knows, we’re far more rich than poor.
With that said, Mr. Ford… go on get your ass back to Detroit. Give us a mustang worth some noise!                                                                                                                                                    Listen now, Mr. Van Leer… Sir, we ain’t toys. Try & spare some Veal for your- pitch black boys!                                                                                                                                            
So, Go on & say, we need to work more… Go on & tell us, what already hadn’t been in store…                                                     Go on & say, we’re real-dirt  poor… Go on & tell us, we just ain’t, no good for!!
So, why don’t you go sit in the warmth… you best hold your dear real close…                                                           Start praying to the Lord, for all of those, West Virginia widows-                                                                                     And for those Detroit men, whittled to their bones!                                                                                                                              
You both oughta know!! You best board up those doors. Try pinning for a soul.                                                                       Maybe, then we’ll see, who's not used to not having meat on the stove…



Running With Jesse James
Back before we were going wide open, with bullet holes on my side of the door                              Hauling down Dirt byways, looking for the next rich man to feed the poor. 
We’re off to the next town, so they can feel our wake.                                                                                                        Let me tell you, Darling, I wasn’t always this way…                                                                   
But, ever since that man handed me this gun,                                                                                      I started on this run as he began to say, 
“Come on, ole son, it’s all ours to take.                                                                                                ‘Cause that banker man has to pay-                                                                                                         And we ain’t gonna stop til we lay-                                                                                                                              6 feet in our graves!” After that, everything just changed…                                                                                                               
With all that said, Lord, I’m so afraid… Have I already made my bed today                                            Or am I built for a life as another man? Cause I’ve still been,                                                 Singing them hymns, all the while running with Jesse James.                                                 My faith’s gettin’ low, lord. And I don't know- how much soul I have left to save.”                          
Lord, Would you find me a good woman, to mend my old ways,                                                                    Who’ll mention some of the good I did in my day?
Just a boy from Oklahoma, born with Baptist Bones.                                                                          To be honest, I probably would’ve just left you alone,  
Figured I wasn’t someone you would have cared to know,                                                                         ‘Cause Frankly, I’m not particularly fond of a home.               
But, then I walked into that lodge, the way you looked me over- grinning, I swear, I saw stars. You had me falling in less than a minute. Now, here- you come on my way.                                                                                     
While I’m here, dreaming for better days, Little did I know,                                                            You’re coming over, to put me in my place. Ohh, I guess it’s my lucky day…
“Boy, when’s the last time you even prayed?                                                                               How many times have you tried to make it in a different state?                                                                                                                    
Have you ever even gone to a church & you didn't take from the collection plate?                            Let alone shaved or stuck around in a town for more than a few days.”
At first, I’m thinking, who’s she? What trouble is she seeking’?                                                          This one for sure would get Jesse just beaming
Forget this SE Kansas Woman, taken too keen to barking up my tree….                                     I’m thinking it’s about time I took my leave.
Well, then she stopped me at the door, Cute as a button, standing at a tall 5’4”.                       What then looked so sweet, came out this belting roar! Oh, how you lit into me…
“Won’t you slow your roll Boy, you’re drunker than Cooter Brown,                                           Where are you going, now? Has it already been too much in this town?                                                         
Why don’t you sit your happy behind back down?                                                                         Cause, Mark my words, tonight, you ain’t leaving here, anyway or anyhow.” 
And, Sure as shit, I sat on down...
“How’s this, I make a mean lemon meringue pie.                                                                             If you could name me, something out of the King James,                                                                
Say verse, Isaiah chapter 6:8-9, I’ll owe you a dime,                                                                        & there might be hope for you after all, at least, in the next life.
I said, “Send me Lord. Now, are you going to hand me a fork ?”                                                 She said “What’s a man like you doing, running from the lord?                                                  And, If you don’t watch out, I’ll have you coming back to this "sorry"-town for more.
With a grown, I told her, “Won’t you, go back to praying for a simple husband,                                                                                                           With no real stories, with no gut nor glory,                                                                              Who’ll read you scripture, real early on Sunday mornings,                                                                Who might even live long enough to see that daydream play out.”
“Darlin’, I know how it seems but, no matter how you put it-                                                          Heaven is a bit of a stretch for me… Though I’ve been,                                                                   Singing them hymns, all the while running with Jesse James                                                          My faith’s gettin’ low, lord. And I don't know- how much soul I have left to save.”                   
“All I know is by this time tomorrow, this whole damn town is gonna know his name.                     I’ll be belting it to the clouds, making sure that Banker man’s gonna pay.                                 
Just like him & anyone else who stands their ground, they’ll be painted red all across town.                                            So, won’t you go on now… they’ll put you to shame for talking to men, like me anyhow.”
“Boy, I’m in the way. Won’t you just stay for just a few more days?                                                       We’ll prove them wrong. Any man can change.”
“Darlin, Whether our stories would be filled with glory or bitter-sweet pain,                         There’s no day, I’m going to let my bloody hands hurt you in any way.”                                       
I started for the door, gripped that handle & thought, Dear lord,                                                  “There is one last thing I’d like to say…
I’ll tell ya, I’ve never come back to a town in my life.                                                                    , So, Darlin’, don’t tempt me now with a good time,                                                                       
Spinning you around Girl, I’d give you my last dime,                                                                      And If you don’t watch it, you may just settle me down for good this time…”
“Boy, just give the Lord one more chance, I’ll let you have just one more dance.                                                                                        For the night, won’t you just let Jessie ride? 
 Anyways, ain’t it’s his turn to drive, I’ll have you another slice of pie,                                        Only if you dance me through the night, if then, I might just tell God to give you a second try.”
“Now, Darling, that does all sound very nice, but, I bet you couldn’t stand me come- one sunrise, even if you tried. I promise, you’ll want me gone by first light. 
“Trust me, by then Jessie is going be needing a new partner in crime-                                                          And You’ll tell him, the Lord said you’re all mine…
Though I know I’ve made you hope for a better life, in the end, Boy I know your kind…               It doesn’t have to be the same story every time… Though you’ve been,                                               Singing them hymns, all the while running with Jesse James,                                                                  His faith isn’t so low, Lord, let this Boy know, he has a soul left to save.”
Let this Catholic girl tend to you & mend you whole, while you’re spinning me around, 'cause I promise no matter what happens now, I’m gonna remember yours, not his name anyhow...
“Darling, Until I work my way around, back to this one-stop town…                                                           My chance at heaven is all, but the same…”                                                                                             
Even if I slow down, at least I know now, if I ever work my way ‘round,                                          She’ll be the reason I get to say…  Though I’ve been,                                                                         Singing them hymns, all the while running with Jesse James.                                                              My faith is restored, Lord, this woman, says I have a chance in your kingdom, someday.
Sadly, I hope she may mention some of the good I did-                                                                 Back before my rotgut, gunslinging ways…
Whether I ever get the chance again to see your face…                                                                  Know, you’ve given me a home. I will dream of coming back to- one day. 
Lord, I may have found a reason to stay,                                                                                      But, there are plenty more roads to take…                                                                                       And Jessie & I, are gonna leave every town in our wake…                                                              Ohh, Jessie & I, are on to the next, and it’s ours to take…
Darlin’ don’t you go on forgetting my ways…                                                                                  Boy, Trust me, I won’t forget your name!                                                                                                 
‘Cause one day & I may slow down from my younger, wilder days.                                                            Won’t you, just slow on down for me today?                                                                                                                                             
But, for now, I’m sorry Ms. Kay, but I’ll be running with Jesse James.                                                  It doesn’t have to be this way, won’t you please stay…
I’d be all yours if I was born that way…                                                                                    There’s still time, it’s not too late…                                                                                            
Won’t you find me, a different soul than what my Lord gave?                                                         Won’t you listen, boy & just stay?!                                                                                                    
I’m a traveling man, who has not even the devil to blame.                                                               Come back here boy, you ain’t leaving this place.                                               
SE Kansas Catholic Girl,                                                                                                             Ohh. Won’t you find me a different soul, that would let me stay?       
You can have my soul, if you just eat my pie,                                                                                    Til your grumpy ass is old, just stay!
I’ll be your home, til we become bones,                                                                                            Through hell I’d go, if you’d just stay.
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Surreal.
…
……..
…………
………..
………………
Serene, Surreal.
If it’s all the same.
I’d like to sit with you
and watch the summer front
bring in wind, time with warm rain.
As it rolls, as it wains, and washes
all our cares away. Let’s make way for
the last laugh, last call, of this promenade.
The one we say, that has gave-way, to me
there’s still a dream— I’ve been having as
of late. It goes, as I step in, looking 
around the room, ‘bout the kitchen.
A view, one I’ve never known
or knew to, calling it home, as
she tells me so to come close 
I see and take the steps down
listening for the sound, 
In search of a light.
Then, where?
There, you 
were— and there I
was— struck, such luck, to
find no such other reason, but
to hold you tight, as long as the road was
tonight, cross state lines, the time spent away.
As I, just as life can, as it gets, as it came— apart today.
The fate I lay in this dream was you, with no passing, only as art.
In such a scene, what a dream, the chance to be, to speak
the life you are to me, oh— what it all could be.
Then, I wake of this, all of it, to not yet’ve lived: 
The drive up, walking in, to call out searching
In the kitchen, the den, to listen, then hear
One sing, to feel this serene, surreal, 
in a dream… To walk down these stairs
to see, to meet you where, but there.
Facing, embracing, all over again…
Letting time, Life— give-way, 
with such a thing to be—
to say, as— “Are you 
ready to head on up, 
I think, it’s time—
they’re waiting…
Thinking, what
Am I even staying?!
Hoping you,
Would say, “No.
Not today—Dream, Boy!
Won’t you, just be here—
With me. This life, just see it already!
Stay serene, feel it right here in this scene.
Surreal as it is, stop and breathe— it in:
The light, the feeling of saying, staying
here— with me. Won’t you see,
The life this could be—
it would be!” or plainly,
“Boy, stay here—
and kiss me.”
You are
The one thing, 
the one dream, that 
keeps me from being
Up and down these hills
From sleeping, knowing
such, what life you are, 
One of light you are,
what could’ve been,
A kiss, how I miss—
oh, such a day—
with you, Ms. Kay.
As surreal a scene, 
serene. Oh— what
A lived yet dream.
How it’s all now so
Surreal, Serene.
………………..
…………….
…………
………
………..
…….
…
Take Flight
 For the sake of his wake you best, hold your tongue.
What the heck, you quittin’ for? Letting them think they’ve already won.

Son it’s time to strap on the boots
It may be your life, but it’s time to choose, whether to sink or swim.

You best start fiendin’, life can be deceiving
Won’t you, be grateful for each breath you take in.

By having less regrets, start pining for what’s next,
Damn kid, just shoot for the stars.

I’m telling you boy, it’s your choice,
But, you weren’t raised to die while you’re still alive—.

Breathing in each evening, whether it’s raining buckets or beaming
While you’re all home eating supper & playing with time.

It’s my job to raise pure hearts. So Son, now's about the time to start.

As you see, I won’t always be around—; But, don’t you frown.
There are Wonders, there is joy to uncover; won’t you, just look around.

There is Gold in the Sun, Same as when you strike the one, Don’t go tame now—.

I’ll tell you, what I’ve found, was sure as hell worth fightin’ rounds.
So, Son, don’t quit fiendin’ now, cause your off to take on those folk in town,

We’ve just started dreamin’ in the clouds—, Don’t ever stop flying now—.

People will try & beat your pure heart down,
Make sure to smile & say “My dad taught me how to fly around”

“Sorry that ain’t my way of life & I’ll be wrong not to fight”

I’ll be with you on every single stride,
Making me proud, watching you fly so high.

It’s your turn now- to teach them right… Go, Son, show them how to take flight.


Raven’s Range

I hope to find a range,
Big enough to kill the pain,
Of the dull, numbness I’ve come to know.

There I can sway with the plains,
Run like hell- untamed,
To the everyday, working man’s wage.

I can look up at the big sky,
See diamonds all night,
That, their money, can never buy.

Branded by stock,
That or the fine line I walk,
I can never tell, lately, these days.

To the Raven I met, near the Mts South of Billings.
I do regret not filling your day with much to say.

With eyes, blue as day,
Dunno what I’d do, while I was away,
But, ponder the state that you’re in.

While, you’d probably do the same,
You’d know, this life ain’t for the lame,
I know, even if so, I couldn’t bare to wait… to see you, again.

Think, I’ve outta wain, this kind of dreaming sane,
What am I supposed to do, when it comes time for it to reign?

My Raven, won’t be hitting the plains,
I’ll just look up to dream of your face,
And hope to make it back to Montana someday.

South of Billings, I’ll be on my way,
I’d take the next drive, to know your name,
Oh, to make it back to Raven’s Range.

I’ll make it, just you wait.
Promise me honey, you won’t fly away.
Oh, Don’t you go, fly out today—

Don’t you fly, cause I’m coming to say… 
“Pardon me, Miss, I didn’t catch your name.”

Ajar Dream
Well, I met a woman out in Alva, in the bottom of the bottle.
I gather the only good sense she followed;
Was when she took to drinkin’, late in that evening, She chose American made.

Oh, I found her in the kitchen of an old, flattop building,
In a laundry basket, staring at the ceiling. 
Quoting some man named Sturgill, sayin something ‘bout Turtles– As she fell on down.

Well, I joined her down on that hardwood floor, 
And so I asked her, “What kinda demons are you pinning for?”
Oh, how she turned to me & said so sure, something just fine.

She said, “I’m from up north, I’ve seen hills so damn big & forlorn.
They’ll force lame & make you corse,
That’s why I run like hell- untamed-, here on these plains.”

“Boy, those eyes of yours sure are blue, 
If pick me up to my feet, I’ll race you on the roof.
How, I’m tried of spinning round this room”, Oh, I’m sure, she was seeing stars.

She said, “There we can swing, & step 1-2.
Hell if you want, til we plum fall right through.
As long as you gotta a handle on some booze, you can show me how you pick guitar.

It’d been sometime since I’d found this scene; 
Broken bottles, house busting at it’s seams.
Oh, How a Dream ain’t always what it seems, while our hearts ajar.

Though she’s sure pretty, that life’s offly lean for me, 
As I roll over I can already see-, 
Her beaming at some James Dean. While all I got’s a scar.

Maybe if I catch her sober next week, 
I’ll chase that fiend & make sure to bring-
Some Jim Beam, for a late night, toe-stepping swing.

Hell, I’ll lose a couple strings, 
Tear up a blacktop, fall for a Kitchen floor-rooftop kind of scene.
Oh, How a Dream ain’t always what it seems, while our hearts ajar.

Ma’am, those eyes of yours sure are green, 
Does anyone else have a handle on this Jim beam?
Oh, How a Dream ain’t always what it seems, while my heart ajar.
(Make Illustration)
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Worth the Fiend!
I’ve got only respect for those that chase their dreams.
No matter how tall or how it all came out to be.
In the end, god, I reckon it was worth the fiend!
Or at least, so it seems…







Heaven’s Rent
Where the hills end and the plains begin,                                                                                                                                                          How it’s become the latest attraction.
As red letters seem to be read less-                                                                                                            what a shame. Oh how, Ivory sets the scene best
Though, written in Black is how we will live out our lives-                                                                   I know, it’s just hard now but, some days, I’d rather hide.
While you’re pining for what’s next on down the road                                                                                   Timely prayin’ for better weather ahead— more sun than snow.
I’ll be jonesing for a cold, wet winter’s bed to lay my head and rest.                                                                                           I’m just fine, on this firm ground- ‘cause, babe, I’m still coming down

Cellophane Ceilings (serious revision)

Praying you’ve had enough,
Cursing your lord, acting real tough
Boasting your worth, I’ve see it now:

Ain’t you something.

That bluff you got goin– is like having Cellophane ceilings,
A pool room last call, way past your fiening–
As that 8 ball’s hitting the corner wall, it ain’t going in, not at all.

Looks like your bill is past it’s due.

Or like cutting  grass late in the evenings, 
Light pole by the house flickering,
With Blades you done broke, far over yonder, from sometime ago

You're bound to miss a spot or two…

No matter where, if, and, or, but you are
It don’t matter— which, in fact, you best hear this true:
It don’t matter– just what kinda cut you are, or where you been.

Day or night– Whether your from steel pipe,
old barb wire, a bend to hell railway tie,
Or Ragweed hanging over a fallen stop sign.

Cause, you act like that, 
I can promise you one thing
One day, Life’s about to get real hard down the line.

And in that moment, you're looking up, and gonna ask God, “why?”

If you keep up this up,
He might just see she’s danced 
Out on a Red Ball Saturday night.

Heard Bilke is gonna stay open late tonight.




Last Tie
The amber ring belting off this telephone pole
has seen me in much worse ways.
Yet, here, I lie with the boys tonight,
Saying, I’ve written my last tie,
As their belting fades into the night. 
Starting to think, I'm not made for this life.

(Make Illistration)


Wake Up
There are lives that you’ll live and wake to nothing.
There’ll be things you do that even surprise yourself.
Paths that you chose that make you wonder why you exist.
Of what purpose, this feeling, do I not reach what I chase?
Why when I wake, I write only during the wean hours of the day?
Though it all may drive you insane, know that you're worth more than being lame.
What’s given to us is our to take, but steadfast son, don’t be late.
That not all things are of this plane so choose wisely, make haste.
And, when you wake, whether to write my same pain, find this sane-
What you dream is fine, What you chase is neither Deviant or Devine-
But, know that life is nothing if you stand idly by so Wake Up!!
Everything is nothing without trying.    
[bookmark: _rb0486mgvsz2]Photos Of Green Country
[bookmark: _7uwj7asa3j5h] What’s depicted, Drives with Goldie, Shoal Creek, Baxter Springs, Plains, Hills, Notes and Drawing to Mae, and everything else in between.

