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Hurricane 
 
There’s a lot of things 
about me you don’t want to 
know, but I’m gonna tell 
you anyways cause you’re 
already fixin’ to go 
there’s a long and winding 
road behind me, and one up 
ahead, but I reckon you 
must have seen em’ both 
since you’ve already gone 
and left this bed 
 
It was a dark and stormy 
night around about two 
months ago, I saw a man I 
never seen before on up 
the road 
he had eyes that burned 
like candles and a touch 
just like a glove - well I 
reckon that’s the moment 
that I could’ve fell in love 
 
I don’t blame you for 
running scared, like the 
hurricane is at your door 
you’ll stand shaking on 
your rooftop while the 
water’s rising through the 
floor 
 
There was a minute, maybe 
two when we were close 
enough to taste 
and I’d rather take a 
hurricane than let all that 
go to waste 
there’s a million things we 
tell ourselves that we’re 
supposed to do 
but I swear I’ve never met 
another man comes close to 
you 
 
City Song 
 
If you’d only hold me down, 
all this mystery we’ve 
found would vanish in the 
feeling of the flesh 
but it’s your vanishing act, 
don’t know if you’re coming 
back, and the wound of the 
impossibility is ever fresh 
 
There’s snow on the ground 
the white sky, and the 
sound of the city calling 
you to leave everything you 
thought you knew 
 
Please beware of what you 
do, when it starts to call 

to you, I myself followed 
those sirens long ago 
I was blinded and 
succumbed to this 
unforgotten love, and 
before I knew it, stranded 
all alone 
 
So I picked apart your seams 
blew away your smoky 
screens 
I am crushed like a paper 
cup by the impossibility 
 
Open Wide 
 
Paperweights and broken 
dishes, orange peels, the 
window’s open wide to let 
the birds in 
they are circling around, 
around my head 
and there’s no sleeping 
through the feathers 
open wide, the window’s 
always open wide round 
here 
 
Take off your glasses, 
cause the steam will make 
it hard to see, and there’s 
nothing to look at except 
the walls the birds and me; 
and if you do the math, it 
still comes out behind the 
bed, or under it, I think I 
dropped something. 
 
Best of luck in your 
endeavors I’m sure you’ll 
be quite comfortable in 
Jersey City or wherever 
the hell you’re going. 
 
It’s toxic, the eventuality 
of stirring up the open 
spaces till the dust 
completely blocks the sun; 
and we don’t sleep but 
dream in dusty monochrome 
about that Space, the open 
wide outside the open wide 
window. 
 
 
Adventures 
 
Tearing the wings off 
moths and flies 
looking out the window, I  
 
watch the pool fill up with 
sand 
take a drink and try to 
stand 
pull the curtains shut and 
peek 
out the window to the 
street 
 

Take me, adventures, I’m 
ready to go 
I’ve got my body bag; I’m 
twenty below 
watch the floorboards 
caving in 
and the rooftop’s getting 
thin 
and the windows all shut 
tight 
but the walls let in the 
light 
 
Take a breath, it’s easy 
I won’t move, till you move 
me. I’m a stone, and sinking 
take a breath, it’s easy 
 
it’s an old disease 
a common malady 
it propels your little raft  
floats your sinking craft 
 
 
Suitcase 
 
The house is a mess 
but I’ve emptied the frames 
take these first steps 
towards returning a gaze 
 
my goodness you’re tall 
and my heart is so bruised 
I take it so light cause 
there’s nothing to lose 
 
oh dear, you just blew in 
missed the part where the 
story begins 
I can tell you, if you want 
to know 
 
we deal in extremes 
cause the ride moves real 
fast 
showing threadbare and 
seams 
so it’s sure not to last 
 
you’re sweet, with suitcase 
in hand 
wrote it all down so I might 
understand 
I can tell you, if you want 
to know 
 
 
Echo 
 
Carved in the tabletop I 
saw the history of this 
place; fork and spoon, 
spills off of thousands of 
plates 
 
Do you feel this too?  
All these ancient shoes 
wear down the stairs on 
the way to your room 
I had a lot to drink, I guess 



passed out in my prom dress 
with all the lights on, the 
phone off of the hook 
and didn’t wake until I felt 
an icy chill, and though I 
never got a good look…. 
 
And on the ceiling there 
hangs a yellowing light 
its shimmer is gone but the 
very same lamp lit your 
nights 
 
I wish and wonder, I’m 
sinking under, you’re all 
there to tell me the right 
way to go 
every foostep, every 
heartbeat, every word that 
you say will echo 
 
The windows are wavy 
glass, and in this same spot 
I know you watched the 
street moving past, you 
hung out the same window 
 
 
(The Great State of) Texas 
 
Spent my life all a’ramblin’ 
from the beaches of 
California 
to the cities of Mother 
England 
couldn’t find nowhere to 
stay 
 
but the love my heart was 
searchin’ 
was closer still to home 
he’d been hiding out in 
Texas 
and now I’ll never be alone 
 
The Great State of Texas 
had nothing that I really 
need 
but this sweet native son, 
this tall dark handsome 
one, is enough, Lord, to 
make me believe 
 
Amazing Grace, how sweet 
the sound 
it echoes in the street 
my true love hails from 
Texas 
there’s no place that I’d 
rather be 
 
Left my darlin’ back in 
Austin 
standing lonesome in the 
lights 
now I’m on a plane to 
Brooklyn 
with a heart full of 
heavenly nights 
 

Grandchildren 
 
I watched my grandchildren 
turn in to grandparents; 
they look as tired as the 
moon 
I tried to tell them but, 
they wouldn’t listen and so 
now they’re filling up the 
room 
 
Sometimes it’s hard to know 
what to do; you shoot an 
arrow and hope it gets 
through. 
 
I sold it all, every 
typewriter, rollerskate, 
chafing dish and your violin 
and bought that trailer, 
the one that you see here, 
and since that day I’ve been 
traveling. 
 
Sometimes it’s hard to know 
what to do, 
you say you want the truth, 
but I’m not sure you do.  
 
And when you see me, don’t 
forget to smile.  
 
These things are tall as 
the sycamore trees and 
when they lose their 
leaves then they poison up 
the ground 
The myth will die with me, I 
hope it dies with me, you’re 
better carrying on alone. 
 
 
Sneak 
 
“Go to bed 
you’re not supposed to be 
awake when it’s this late” 
you’d sneak out anyway 
along the floorboards, 
careful so they don’t creak 
head against the door, to 
hear them speak 
 
when the quiet overtook 
the noise 
down the hall, the stairs, 
the squares of streetlight 
paint the floor, then out 
the door 
 
the frost air bites your 
lips. it’s sixty paces to the 
street, then seventy 
to the tree where you meet 
 
when you can’t stand the 
cold be brave, past the 
graveyard, tiptoe then home 
they’ll never know 
 

Bird of Paradise 
 
Well I missed those 
formative years, the books 
and familiar places, 
speeches and songs in your 
ears, your mother’s and 
father’s faces 
 
They carried you in to the 
house, you hid in the 
smallest cupboards. no one 
could make you come out 
you shrunk till completely 
covered 
 
All this night still stalks 
your mind. bird of prey/bird 
of paradise, can you decide?  
 
Your country needed you 
so, your youth and your 
many talents. the kids in 
the yard knew some more. 
you never could keep your 
balance 
 
But you like a good mystery  
it makes it so interesting 
and all those indelicate 
things- who could stand up 
to these?  
 
Both Ways 
 
To be tongue-tied, and 
bright-eyed, and blue-skied 
don’t happen to me., no, 
don’t happen to me these 
days. why can’t we have it 
both ways? 
 
Served on a platter with a 
big, sharp knife; or kept 
refrigerated for a long 
shelf life; I don’t want 
either way. no I don’t want 
either way, why can’t we 
have it both ways? 
 
It’s either the ocean or it’s 
clear blue lakes. the 
tumble and drag and 
seasick belly aches. but 
who’d trade the rough for 
the smooth?  with no hope 
of a tumble or a drag?  
 
I’ve had ten thousand 
chances to change this 
thing, melt the ice around 
me in to muddy spring, I 
know it’s too late, oh, I 
know it’s too late. We’ll 
never have it both ways.  
 


