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Track        Track 

   1     I don’t know what it’s all about     7    one little thing 

   2 hole in the sky        8    man of light 

   3 until it’s gone        9    endlessly 

   4 medicine woman                      10    love’s gonna bring you home  

   5 in his arms at last                 11    waiting for the lies 

   6 a thin blue line              12    when the big wheel rolls 

  



I feel like pieces of my life are still blowing up and down the California coast.  Seems like one day I 

might be compelled to go out there and collect them – press them between the pages of a book 

and save them, tucked away on a shelf among the other books where I can forget about them for 

another long period of time.  But I’ll know they’re there and I’ll feel better for it.  I’ll have them 

all in one place - this place, this corner of the southwest where the sky is seldom gray and the 

road is open, rolling flat and true across the high desert.   

 

About halfway between the old Chiricahua trail and the Jornada del Muerto, lies the Acequia  

Madre, a canal that was dug by hand some 200 years ago to bring water from the Rio Grande to 

the farmland in this valley.  Parallel along this canal, for a few miles, runs the original El Camino 

Real.  It brought immigrants, settlers and conquistadores alike, up out of Mexico to Santa Fe.  I 

can hear the hoof beats along with the car tires from my bedroom.  from my kitchen window I can 

watch tractors and hay balers passing through the ghosts of long-gone vaqueros.  And I can 

hear the wedding song of the Apache and the death rattle of a nation – from my back yard. 

 

Rivers have a meaning for me that I don’t think I understand.  I am drawn to them and I’ve never met 

one I like better than this one.  It has a soul, it has a memory.  It divides two countries.  I watch it 

and listen to it.  I speak to it - it’s nothing less than spiritual.  I have also been in the California 

surf when the fog has just lifted and the water is glassy calm and perfect sets are rolling in.  It is 

a time that still lives in me, complete with the smells and sensations of the moment.  It is also 

spiritual.   

 

So what is it, water?  Sky?  Earth?  Wheels rolling down a road?  The road itself?  Now or then?  

Here or there?  Somewhere on the other side, maybe i’ll find the answer.  Or maybe not.  Maybe 

when the eagle flies.  Maybe when the earth trembles and the rain comes, slowly at first, then all 

realize that it’s not going to stop.   

 

Maybe when the cows come home. 

Don Derecho de la Paz 

Western Hemisphere 

August, 2015 
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”it always leaves us standing right in the headlights” 

 

In the conscious world, we have a purpose that needs no explanation.  We rise in the morning.  We get dressed and make 
ourselves presentable.  We eat some breakfast and we go make a living among others driven by the same needs.  All very 
understandable.  Tidy.  Simple even. 
 
The unconscious world we inhabit, on the other hand, has no explanation that could suit us.  Trying to understand it only 

causes confusion – you’d probably end up winding yourself down a spiral, into an increasingly tighter knot or maybe 

unraveling in all directions. 

 

If you lay down on a beach, you don’t question why you come home with sand in your shorts. 

 
 

I DON’T KNOW WHAT IT’S ALL ABOUT   Copyright 1991 by Don Wright 

 

I don't know what it's all about  

This radio playing in my mind 

It's enough to make you scream and shout  

But I'm trying to hold the line 

They say the best things in life just happen 

Yes I guess that that's probably  true 

But did you know that I was listenin' 

As he whispered those words to you 

Why the hell do we keep on runnin' 

It's a question as old as time  

See it always leaves us standing 

Right in the headlights 

 

I don't know what it's all about 

It's beyond what I can see 

Looks like the worst of it is over now 

But I know what you must feel 

There were times I thought I understood  

What these symbols all do mean 

Like that Spanish cross behind you  

And those paintings underneath 

I could never have such patience 

So determined and so sure 

Undistracted in your vision  

Year after cold year 

 

I don't know what it's all about  

But it's clear you think you do 

Listen close and you might hear the sound 

Of the train that's been following you 

On and on the tap is flowing  

The precious minutes of your life 

Just believing without knowing  

Changes everything inside 

Reach your hand down in that water  

It was there before you came 

Rolling surely to the ocean 

With mysteries unnamed 

Mysteries unnamed 

I don't know what it's all about   

  



…” I see the blood still in these waters” 

 

I love the road.  Ever since my first trip down Highway 101, sixty-some years ago, I have been under its spell.  As I drive 
through places, I always picture the land as it was, before the road was there.  Before the fences, the power poles, the curbs 
and gutters - the “improvements”.  Underneath all that asphalt and all those concrete foundations, the earth still 
breathes… and waits. 
 
The Indians questioned how man could own the land.  And even though I treasure my little piece of it, I think they 
probably had the right idea. 
 

 
HOLE IN THE SKY      Copyright 2005 by Don Wright 

 

Where shall we go this rainy morning 

I’ll drive you anywhere old Highway 40 goes 

There’s a world to see out here while the sun is hiding 

The clouds are only a little part of the show 

 

There’s a hole in the sky just up ahead, darlin’ just keep on going 

Can you drive me through it and into the light I seek 

There’s a hole in the sky where the Lord 

Keeps telling everybody that this is the way 

Let’s get through it to the other side and see 

 

I’ve heard of the South, I want to go there 

I’ve heard of love and I want to believe in that 

Just take a left right here across this desert 

We won’t stop rolling ‘till we get to the Rio Grande 

 

Between the shadow of the Rocky Mountains 

And the lion that lives in the heart of Mexico 

There lies a land that once belonged to no one 

Someday again yet it will be so 

 

There’s a hole in the sky just up ahead, darlin’ just keep on going 

Can you drive me through it and into the light I seek 

There’s a hole in the sky where the Lord 

Keeps telling everybody that this is the way 

Let’s get through it to the other side and see 

 

The sun is low and the ground is warm by the river 

The colors of the sky paint a dream of long ago 

How could it be that it’s a dream I remember 

Of tomorrow and of the places that we will go 

 

I see the blood still in these waters 

I see Cochise and Geronimo 

Yo veo la virgin de Guadalupe 

Looking down on us through tears of hope  

 

There’s a hole in the sky just up ahead, darlin’ just keep on going 

Can you drive me through it and into the light I seek 

There’s a hole in the sky where the Lord 

Keeps telling everybody that this is the way 

Let’s get through it to the other side and see 

  



…” Do you close your eyes and wish you could do something now 

       To keep this world from turning one more time” 

 

 

It seems like all we have is the moment... and the world.  But the moment doesn’t last – or does it last a lifetime?  And the 
world is only ours for a little while.   
 
We don’t really know what time is.  I wonder, will we finally know, when we don’t have any more of it? 
 

 
UNTIL IT’S GONE      Copyright 2006 by Don Wright 

 
Can you feel my arms around you 

And the coolness of the morning on your face 

Have you seen the sun in shadows 

And the fingerprint of God in every place 

 

I know love is a dream that finds us 

And I believe there’s a miracle at hand 

In every hope born out of sadness 

In every heart that has longed to understand 

 

Do you stop when the full moon rises? 

And imagine you could hold it in the sky 

Do you close your eyes and wish you could do something now 

To keep this world from turning one more time 

 

Well you can’t turn away from tomorrow 

And you can’t stop holdin’ on 

Time is a child long beside us 

That you won’t ever know until it’s gone 

 

There are mountains carved of granite 

That in time will fall and crumble into dust 

And this love so real between us 

Someday will be a memory of love 

 

So with our eyes wide open 

Take my hand and we’ll go down this road 

With nothing more than each moment 

Long as it goes 

 

You can’t turn away from tomorrow 

And you can’t stop holdin’ on 

Time is a child long beside us 

That you won’t ever know until it’s gone 

 

 

…” I’m seeing things but I don’t think they’re there” 

 

Who has the power?  We all know the answer to that.  And it’s not the ones with the deep voices and the hairy arms.  It’s 
the ones they’re chasing.  Men like to think they’re running things, that they’re the force keeping the universe in spin.  All 



their energy however is concentrated on one thing really.  And the woman who knows that, can curse you or bless you 
with nothing more than a glance.  Each is an angel and a curandera all in one. 
 
I have driven a thousand miles just to be gazed upon and accepted by such a woman.  It’s all I ever wanted. 
 
 
MEDICINE WOMAN      Copyright 2015 by Don Wright 

 
Way out on the horizon 

Glimpses of yellow gold in a purple light 

It might mean rain or maybe the sun’s just slowin’ down 

Yeah it looks like rain tonight 

 

There’s something leaking 

And it’s boiling out under my hood 

I got a bad feeling, I wish I was home 

Guess I ought to crawl under whatever I can find 

When it acts like this 

Me I got a plan of my own 

I’m going to see a Medicine  Woman 

Gonna get me some medicine 

 

Back in town I got some friends who would help me now 

If I needed money or someone to get me out of jail 

But out here where I’m going I can’t depend on anyone 

I’m not in the right frame of mind for company 

 

I looked high, I looked low, I looked everywhere 

Down in the river and up on the mountaintop 

Didn’t think I was asking for much, all I ever wanted 

A woman who understands what she’s got 

A Medicine Woman 

To bring me her medicine 

 

Four days four nights one morning and that’s enough 

I need a bite to eat and a drink in my hand 

I’m breaking out in a cold sweat 

Tied up in a bundle of knots 

Yeah I’m seeing things but I don’t think they’re there 

 

There’s not a doubt in what’s left of my mind 

It’s time to get off this road 

Does she know I’m coming?  I think she knows everything 

I’m emptied out, got nothing to give 

But this ache in my bones 

I hope she’s in the mood to help a man in need 

I long for the touch of a Medicine Woman 

You know I need that medicine 

 

  



She doesn’t smile, doesn’t frown, doesn’t say a word 

Goes about her business like I knew she would 

I breathe a sigh of relief for soon I will be cured 

Just hope I’m still alive when the morning comes 

 

Words whispered in my ear in a foreign tongue 

I’m in her spell now, there’s nothing I can do 

She laid a blanket over me 

With the kindness you’d afford a child 

Then she got under the blanket too 

I’m back in the bed of the Medicine Woman 

And I’m going to get me some medicine tonight 

Oh this woman 

She understands just what she’s got 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



…” Long before the shadows moved across the body of this land” 

 

An inconceivable amount of time passed before we drew our first breath.  So much more will pass after we’re gone.  This 
well-known fact can make one feel very insignificant.  Or we can remember that He waits for our return, as though we 
were the only one He was expecting all along. 
 
Can you really look into the eyes of a loved one and not believe? 
 

 
IN HIS ARMS AT LAST     Copyright 1994 by Don Wright 

 
Like everyone I know, walkin' on the tightrope  

Never looking down just straight ahead 

Standing on the wire, trouble all around me 

Hearing just the music in my head 

Counting out the heartbeats slowly 

Filling up the glass with tears 

Finding joy among the lonely 

All through the years 

 

A long time from now I'll be crossing over 

Listening to the bow pulling through the water 

Sailing for my final destination 

Safe within his arms at last 

 

The colors that we see shining in the window 

Lighting up our way along the path 

Are borne of love so deep 

Long before the shadows 

Moved across the body of this land 

Have you felt the breath of angels 

Kneeling there below His gaze 

Hidden by the walls of mercy 

There is a place, oh there's a place 

 

A long time from now I'll be crossing over 

Listening to the bow pulling through the water 

Sailing for my final destination 

Safe within his arms at last 

 

What you and I have found  

Here amidst the mayhem 

Is just a little miracle I know 

That's what it would seem 

Oh but looking closer 

Can't you see the heaven that we hold 

Surely there must be some new world 

Waiting on the other shore 

I have seen the proof in your eyes 

Right at my door, here at my door 

 

A long time from now I'll be crossing over 

Listening to the bow pulling through the water 

Sailing for my final destination 

Safe within his arms at last 

  



…”We take it all for granted then we wonder what it’s all about” 

 

“To see the world in a grain of sand/And heaven in a wild flower/To hold infinity in the palm of your hand/And eternity 
in an hour”  William Blake.  That’s the whole poem - four lines.  Everything’s made of the same stuff.  All made by the 
same hand.  We’re essentially and ultimately alone, but you can’t deny love.  And you can’t keep looking ahead, using up 
time just to get to that place you envisioned.  Truly feel and appreciate just one moment, and you will have fulfilled your 
destiny. 
 
One eternal moment - I’m afraid that’s all we get. 
 

 
A THIN BLUE LINE      Copyright 1997 by Don Wright  

 

There’s a thin blue line between heaven and earth 

There’s a place where the sky meets the water 

We’re just like one grain of sand in a universe 

But we hold eternity in each moment 

 

In your eyes I can see where love has begun 

I hear the song of tenderness in your voice 

They say the power of one  

Is all we have when we’re done 

But when two hearts beat together there’s no choice 

 

We got a long time baby 

But we can’t keep lookin’ out into the future 

We’re wasting time 

We’re like so many others 

We take it all for granted 

Then we wonder what it’s all about 

 

There’s a thin blue line between heaven and earth 

And there’s a word hidden deep in the moonlight 

It’s in the wind, it’s on the wires 

It’s in each breath you take 

The word is love and don’t underestimate it 

 

When the road you run is a little too rough 

And no one hears you or appreciates you 

There’s still someone at your side  

In the darkness there 

The one who knows you, who loves you, who made you 

We got a long time baby 

But we can’t keep lookin’ out into the future 

We’re wasting time 

We’re like so many others 

We take it all for granted 

Then we wonder 

What it’s all about 

 

…” It changes everything, we just don’t know it” 

 

I know and you know, the world is too big.  There’s too much going on all at once for us to get a handle on it.  We also 
know that it’s nothing more than a flyspeck in a seemingly endless chasm of space.  So where does that leave us?  Well I’ll 



tell you where it leaves us – it doesn’t have anything to do with us.  All we can do is hold hands, hang on, stay close to 
home.  Anyone who knows me, knows that I’d rather reach for a drink than reach for the stars. 
 

 
ONE LITTLE THING      Copyright 2007 by Don Wright 

 
If one little thing goes wrong that you need a hand with 

I’ll be there at your side just for the asking 

With every breath we breathe 

I believe a little stronger 

I’d give my life for you, every moment 

If you want it 

 

If one little rock rolls down from the mountain 

It don’t mean much I know but it means somethin’ 

And when that train whistle blows 

Sad and low ‘round midnight 

If you hear one voice cry right beside it 

It’ll be mine 

 

Now when one drop of rain falls in the ocean 

It changes everything, we just don’t know it 

Just like this world turns ‘round a thousand miles an hour 

We don’t feel a thing now do we baby 

But we’re on a holy road, flyin’ home 

To everybody waitin’ 

 

Before the light of day, by and by we’ll wade in the water 

And with each hour we will wade in deeper still in the water 

You want to get purified, give yourself to the water 

Trouble and misery washed away by the water 

 

And if just one little grain of sand 

Blows out of the desert 

There’s someone watching it turn in the wind 

To guide it on its journey 

And I know something takes a hold of me 

Every time I get this feelin’ that I’m all alone 

Calling day and night 

Knockin’ on my door 

 

And if one little thing goes wrong that you need a hand with 

I’ll be there at your side just for the asking 

With every breath we breathe 

I believe a little stronger 

I’d give my life for you, every moment 

If you want it 

  



…” He's not what you pictured but then neither are you” 

 

“And what rough beast, it’s hour come ‘round at last, slouches toward Bethlehem to be born?”…W.B. Yeats, The Second 
Coming.  It is said that God created man in His own image.  Or did man create God in his image?   Will we know him 
when we see him?  Will we recognize him by his words of inspiration?  Or will we be welcomed only by “a gaze blank and 
pitiless as the sun”? 
 
Move toward the light, children. 
 

 
MAN OF LIGHT      Copyright 1996 by Don Wright  

 

A man of light, oh a man of light 

 

It used to be the man pulling from the station 

With the woman left behind crying on the platform 

Now it's just two strangers in the bedroom before the sunrise 

One leaves without saying goodbye or I love you 

And it used to be the man shouldering the big wheel 

Carrying his family without fear or indecision 

Now he lives among the men who wander in the streets 

And he suffers without shame in a world of indignation 

A man of light 

We’re lookin' for a man of light 

 

Somewhere in the world is a line drawn in the sand 

One man walks across, trouble won't be far behind 

Somewhere down the street is a window standing broken 

With the love running out onto the sidewalk, oh 

And I want to hold you now but it's too much baby 

I feel heavy with the gifts I've been given 

I don't know what I'm doin', i don't know what I'm feelin' 

I don't know what you want from me 

Take from me, go from me 

I'm not a man of light 

No I'm not a man of light 

 

Won't you listen to me 

Hear what I say 

Take a lesson from me 

You'll be sorry someday 

 

Out there in the darkness, way 'cross town 

There's fire on the river, there's shakin' in the ground 

In a vision so frightful as he rises to stand 

With the body of a lion and the head of a man 

You've seen him in dreams, oh you've talked to him too 

You're nothing without him but he can live without you 

You better be careful with the words that you choose 

He's not what you pictured but then neither are you 

He's a man of light, oh a man of light 

 

Won't you listen to me 

Hear what I say 

Take a lesson from me 

You'll be sorry someday 

  



…” From the tears of marble angels 

      To little prayers on your sleeve” 

 

Hope and longing, ‘round and ‘round.  Sun comes up, sun goes down.  Circle of fire, river of faith.  Always we struggle 
and always we wait. 
 

 
ENDLESSLY       Copyright 1997 by Don Wright  

 

In September I get restless 

When the rain first starts to fall 

I remember things I thought were finally gone once and for all 

Life rolls by me in slow motion 

I turn 'round and then I see 

I am destined to repeat this endlessly 

 

Won't you teach me to be faithful  

Can you take me just so far 

Will you help me find the center of this longing in my heart 

Oh I know there is no answer 

What you want to be will be 

Still I can't help the way I'm feelin', endlessly 

 

Oh what a fool I must seem to you  

Flailing away down here 

Heart and soul is all we have I know 

Year after year 

 

I see wide open spaces in my own little home 

I see the moon in my window 

I get a chill in my bones 

When I try to tell somebody, it's like raindrops in the sea 

Making ever larger circles endlessly 

 

You might think you're special 

That there's something to explain 

But I've seen a glimpse of heaven 

And every bit of it's the same 

From the dust off of your shoe tops to a lonely galaxy 

That just winds out through the darkness endlessly 

 

Oh what a world just beyond the glow  

Of the hard light of the sun 

I won't make a sound, won't you take me down 

Where deep waters run 

 

On a road in Nebraska, down a street in East L.A. 

Is a memory dying softly of love beginning new today 

And the heart that was stolen from the slums of Galilee 

Still lies beating on your doorstep endlessly 

 

From the tears of marble angels 

To little prayers on your sleeve 

We are destined to repeat this endlessly 

  



…” I still see you comin’ up that road” 

 

Hope.  Seems to me, that’s the one thing that makes us human.  I don’t think the other animals hope they’ll find food on 
the other side of the hill.  They hunt.  They seek.  They hide.  I believe they even love.  But they don’t hope.  It’s our 
strength and, probably, our downfall.  It makes us vulnerable, certainly.  But it makes us who we are.   
 
 
LOVE’S GONNA BRING YOU HOME   Copyright 2005 by Don Wright 

 
In the days that we are given 

In the moments that we steal 

There’s a chance for love to find us 

Though you might think it never will 

Baby I know that you’ve been lied to 

And never treated right 

Turned around and turned out in the cold 

Time after time 

 

One lonely night after another 

Tumbles down onto your heart 

You feel the weight of every last one 

As you lay there in the dark 

You think that love has brought you 

Nothing but misery and pain 

But I say hope is like a fire that burns 

Even in the rain 

 

And you say that love took you away from me 

Then left you alone 

Well every night I dream you’re comin’ back 

That love’s gonna bring you home 

 

The days that we are given 

Are the gifts that bring us faith 

We can live like we believe it 

Or throw it all away 

There are some people that will take you down 

Lord I know that’s true 

But even when you’re on the ground 

The sky above is blue 

 

Maybe your own heart has betrayed you 

And maybe this won’t be the last 

You’ll always look for love to save you 

Just like I know you always have 

They’ll never hold you back, a heart so strong 

Go follow where it leads 

‘Round and ‘round and never stop 

Right back to me 

 

And I know love took you away from me 

Then left you all alone 

But I still see you comin’ up that road 

Love’s gonna bring you home 

  



…” What does it matter which side I'm on 

      When the bullshit's wall to wall” 

 

You think you know somebody.  Well, you know what they show you and what they tell you.  I never was much of a judge 
of character.  I envy those that are.  I tend to get caught up in the excitement of the moment and see someone like I want 
them to be. 
 
Hasn’t worked out for me a lot of times. 
 

 
WAITING FOR THE LIES     Copyright 1988 by Don Wright 

 

How'd I get caught in this go-around 

Fools runnin' right and left 

Take me to a place on the edge of town 

Get out where the light is best 

You might be ready for love in my arms 

I can never tell with your kind 

Happy just one minute and gone the next 

This could be the time 

 

But I'm waiting for the lies  

Waiting for the lies 

Waiting for the lies to start fallin' 

 

Never could get anywhere around here 

Feels like this town is a jinx 

I'm workin' my way into a state of fear 

Tiptoein' on the brink 

You got it down to a science I know 

I've been in your neighborhood 

I see myself getting pulled in slow  

And it's lookin' pretty good 

 

But I'm waiting for the lies  

Waiting for the lies 

Waiting for the lies to start fallin' 

 

What does it matter which side I'm on 

When the bullshit's wall to wall 

You think you got it right but you never know 

Just which way to fall 

You stood out like a hoodlum in school 

Special in a dangerous way 

Oh it's such a thrill just to know you're mine 

Even for a day 

 

But I'm waiting for the lies  

Waiting for the lies 

Waiting for the lies to start fallin' 

  



…” When the truth starts hurtin’ 

       And the lies don’t ease the pain” 

 

When it starts to go bad.  When you’re looking out the window at the big trucks rolling by and you’re just trying to stay 
out of the way.  And you are reminded once again of very simple truths – things are what they are.  They aren’t anything 
else.  They aren’t what you want them to be.  They aren’t what you thought they could be.  They’re only what they are.  
 
 We need to find some comfort in that. 
 

 
WHEN THE BIG WHEEL ROLLS    Copyright 1997 by Don Wright  

 

When the big wheel rolls 

You might wonder will it ever stop 

When the love starts movin’ in you 

I say go where the river runs 

Like a seed on the water, like a leaf in the wind 

Take your chances on something 

One step beyond what you believe 

What you believe 

When the big wheel rolls 

 

When the truth starts hurtin’ 

And the lies don’t ease the pain 

You can bet I’ll be movin’ on 

I don’t think we’ll have much to say 

Had enough of me baby? 

Had enough of my time? 

I’ve been taken for granted 

Now don’t feel so bad I’ll get by 

Yeah I’ll get by 

When the big wheel rolls 

 

Though we walk in the same light 

And we lie face to face 

Something moves in between us 

Something seems out of place 

Once you step back to take a look 

And it picks you up where you stood 

There won’t be time for talkin’ 

Or dreams about falling in love 

When the big wheel rolls 

 

In the naked hours we have 

With the feeling that remains 

We are bound to try to put  

All the pieces back in place 

Just remember I loved you 

And that someday we’ll be 

Left entangled together 

Alone at the end of the street 

At the end of the street 

When the big wheel rolls 

 

When the love starts movin’ in you 

When the big wheel rolls 

Vagabond Inn, Ventura, California.  Palm trees and poodle-cut shrubs.  Taxi driver drops 

off a tiny Mexican lady and her viejo – a gringo wearing a stingy-brim racetrack hat and what 

appear to be Sansabelt slacks.  They shuffle into the room next door – 103.  I’m in 104.  The fog 

hasn’t lifted and I don’t think it will.  Looks like about twenty surfers out in the California Street 

lineup.  I remember being out there in 1965, getting out of the water and peeling off the wetsuit, 

digging into a box of doughnuts and hot coffee.  Wondering where to go next – probably back up 

the coast to Rincon or just somewhere down the road, young and free. 

 



The old couple has come out of the room, working their way across the parking lot toward the 

pool.  It’s mid-day but you can’t tell it by looking at the colorless June sky.  I think she used to be a 

dancer by the way she moves.  Still wears her hair long and it’s still black.  And she’s dressed all 

in black.  He holds her close and they move very well together. 

 

 

The maid has come to clean my room.  Her name is Nadia.  She asks if I’ll be leaving today and I tell 

her, “No, me voy a esperar una mas noche.”   “Hokay,” she says.  I step out for a smoke while she 

works.  There is no wind.  It’s not hot or cold.  Highway 101 is a constant drumbeat above and 

behind me.  I think of Carmelita and New Mexico, a thousand miles away, as I go back in and close the 

door.  The sky hasn’t changed and I don’t think it will. 

June 23, 2009 

 


