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...”I'll get my gun and my book of rhymes”

Somewhere beyond the calendar of days, but before the apocalypse, will there be a time for decision? Before any judgement
day or ‘in-between’ place — will there be a time to gather what we value, a time to say goodbye? We long for the Hereafter,
but some say our lives will end and then there is nothing — we shall simply cease to exist. But what could that possibly be

like? Well do you remember what it was like before you were born?

I'm voting for the afterlife. I think.

ORDINARY TIME Copyright 1996 by Don Wright

When the sun sinks low on the water

And it gets kinda hard to see

I'll wrap myself in your overcoat

Roll down my sleeves

Bring your pearls that you laid on the bed
I'll get my gun and my book of rhymes
When it's the last Sunday in ordinary time

Crowds will form at the bus stops

Stand in a line and wait

And all the words that they tell you

Will be too little too late

If you just look out your window

The moon and the stars’ll roll by

When it's the last Sunday in ordinary time

Can you feel the tears of the centuries
Rainin' down on you

When every face looks familiar

What do you think you'll do

It's gonna be a long slow promenade

It won't be day, it won't be night

When it's the last Sunday in ordinary time

You could be saved

You could be dreamin'

You could be alone in here

Go out the door straight to the crossroads
Climb up the stairs

Slow down when you get to the top
Catch your breath, throw the dice

It's the last Sunday in ordinary time

We'll all be free-fallin' for the rest of our lives
When it's the last Sunday in ordinary time



...” I don’t think it matters which train I'm on
There’s always one comin” and there’s always one gone”

What we see, what we perceive to be real can change very quickly. We may feel like we’re on cruise-control in our
everyday lives and all-the-while, unconsciously, we’re dodging bullets that we never hear whizzing past our ears. We
make our choices. We turn down this road or that. We try to avoid trouble. Trouble finds us. The road takes us
somewhere that wasn’t on the map. Or the road brings us back to where we started. Beauty abides in the simplest of

things... as does danger.

TROUBLE ALL AROUND

Copyright 2011 by Don Wright

Have you ever seen light from a lone dark town
Have you risen up after falling down

Beneath ashes cold a fire still burns

There’s some know it all

There’s some never learn

We got this ground down here, blue sky above
Right in the middle a river does run

Hear those trumpets blow, feel that rain come down
There’s beauty, hope and power

And trouble all around

I walked through the desert, I rode o’er the sea
I carried your burden and you carried me

I don’t think it matters which train I'm on
There’s always one comin’

There’s always one gone

Now there’s a shadow in the doorway, a girl that I once knew
She liked her cake and coffee and her little red shoes

She comes in like a memory, doesn’t make a sound

Brings with her my sweet desire

And trouble all around

Peace and love and faith and truth

Dreams of heaven and death in the afternoon
Everything you see, well it’s all gonna change somehow
It’s quiet on the mountain

And there’s trouble all around

All this time you just want to cry out loud
For shelter of His blessing
From this trouble all around

Yeah it’s quiet on the mountain
And trouble all around



...”I can feel all the way to the bone, everything left behind...”

I"ve heard people say they don’t have any regrets and I wonder how that is possible. I understand having to accept the
mistakes you've made and being thankful for everything that brought you to a place where you are now at peace. But ['ve
walked away and left things unresolved. I've left people behind that cared for me. There have been times that I have
simply avoided difficult situations rather than put myself at risk. These things stay with you. And they never look or feel
better, no matter how much distance you put between them and you —be it half a world away or a lifetime.

DEAD OR ALIVE Copyright 2015 by Don Wright

How did it come to this tonight
Out here so far from my home

A world away 'cross this sea of time
Chasing shadows alone

I'd keep from fallin' down if I could
But I can just barely see my way
Down this road I'm on, where it goes
I can't say, I don't know

Now I can feel all the way to the bone
Everything left behind

I walked away and I never looked back
But it remains with me still

Right at my side, dead or alive

Sure you can say that I'm older now
That it's my time to confess

I can't deny you might be right somehow
But I believe there's no sin

That we can hide, dead or alive

Up ahead I see a crossroads

I feel hopeful and I look for a sign

I'm so excited what might lie straight ahead
To the left or to the right

But all I can see are these words scrawled out
By an unknown hand which tells me plain
"You are known, turn around

Go back and start over again"

Well I can't do that

No I can't do that



I see a light shining over the hill

Well I best check it out I think

There's always a chance it might be calling me there
"You come by yourself or don't come at all tonight"
Dead or alive

I will survive, dead or alive




...” The river provided and the river took away...”

When I was about ten or eleven years old, I'd say, I spent the better part of the summer, along with my parents at my
aunt and uncle’s dairy farm in the San Joaquin Valley. They had two daughters and two sons — my cousins. The two
boys were Sonny, who was nineteen, and Farrell, who was seventeen. Farrell was the flashy one — wore his hair long and
greased back in a ducktail, had two or three girlfriends, raised fighting cocks and drove a Corvette. Sonny lived down the
road, in an unpainted house with his wife Alice and two children already, didn’t know much but hard work and drove a
'49 Dodge. 1was crazy about both of them of course — for different reasons. Farrell was just plain fun and always looking
for action. Sonny was kind and quiet and serious and didn’t seem to want anything more from life than to take care of his
family. 1was drawn to him and his humble existence.

We milked the cows twice a day — very early in the morning and late in the afternoon. In between, we would leave Rio
Vista or Rio Linda - whichever it was I don’t recall- and drive down the levee road along the Sacramento River, visit some
of the farms where they had friends, catch striped bass from the river sometimes on the way back. Other days we would
swing on a long rope in the hay barn, take care of Farrell’s roosters or play baseball with the girls in the plowed field.

When I got to be about nineteen years old myself and hadn’t seen them for a few years, I heard that Sonny died from some
complications of arthritis or pneumonia or some such crap. He was twenty seven. Left Alice with four children and that
house. Farrell did alright for himself — owned a trucking company and is now retired and happy as far as I know. Funny
how some people don’t stick around very long but really do stick with you. This song doesn’t have much to do with all
this. It just put me in mind of them and those days I guess. Farrell, I hope you’re well. And Sonny, I sure hope to see
you someday again.

CAME THE FLOOD Copyright 2015 by Don Wright

Once there was a river, oh it flowed through here
Cut deep into the heart of this sacred ground
The people got together

Helped each other with their toil and their fears
The sun did shine and the good times they rolled

The river was life, it brought them all they would need
Their food, their water and their children too

All their hopes and their dreams - Summer, Winter and Fall
Year after year until the flood came through

They baptized babies in that water

And they ran it through their fields

Drank it down like wine every night and day

But just like they say, you never know what you have
Until the time that it goes away

Oh we had every kind of man and woman, every sorrow every joy
Every way of living life you could choose

The river provided and the river took away

To each one the same when the flood came through



There was a girl named Jessie and a boy named Luke

They lived together in an unpainted house by the Bridge of Fools
They worked hard for each other

Oh they struggled sometimes

But yeah they were happy with the life they knew

And across the way there was a windblown meadow

Wide and deep

Wildflowers swayin’ in the lazy afternoons

Yeah they thought it was heaven, layin’ there under a live oak tree
Then one day the flood came through

There came a gray rainy morning, it started out slow

The water kept rising and there wasn’t no place to go

Got to get to higher ground somehow but all you could see

After four days and four nights of that was just the top of the trees
Sun came up. Sun went down.

And the water rolled away

From what was this town

Trees laid over like straw, houses all down
Every field was clean, every road gone too
Washed away and purified like it was foretold
There’d be a time when the flood came through

The river provided and the river took away
To each one the same when the flood came through




...” Take this from one who's been around
There are some things that you don’t need to see”

For Donre” and Harry - A little advice, a little prayer, a little goodbye. Go, as you must. But take this with you. And
keep me with you. Be safe. Be happy. Come visit once in a while. And bring the kids.

WHEN YOU GO OUT THROUGH THOSE DOORS Copyright 1996 by Don Wright

You're the picture of heaven's child

With every trouble so far below

Though your time here has been worthwhile
There's so much that you've yet to know

All those nights that I'd lie awake

Hearing only the sound of your breath
Knowing always there'd come a day

I'd stand alone in the room where you slept

When you go out through those doors I won't be far behind
There's a world outside waiting for the likes of you
When you go out through those doors, I won't be left alone
There's a world outside holding all the best for you

Now and then as I look at you

It's hard to see where the time has gone

But through the middle of all we do

There is a beat that goes on and on

At a line on the water's edge there is a place that we all have to cross
Some rely on the course they set

Some submit to the tide and are lost

When you go out through those doors I won't be far behind
There's a world outside waiting for the likes of you
When you go out through those doors, I won't be left alone
There's a world outside holding all the best for you

May you get up every time you fall

And may your faith it forever shine

I hope your memory survives us all

And that we meet at the end of time

Take this from one who's been around

There are some things that you don’t need to see

And just as sure the sun goes down, nothing ever is given for free

When you go out through those doors I won't be far behind
There's a world outside waiting for the likes of you
When you go out through those doors, I won't be left alone
There's a world outside holding all the best for you



...” God made us want to be loved”

Did you see me coming? Did you imagine this time would come? Was I always there, fading in and out of your thoughts
as you walked through days that fell, one upon the other, like the pages of a book? Am I your vision and your prize?

Well you are all those things to me.

I'M THE ONE Copyright 2015 by Don Wright

Hold me and tell me

You are the love of my life

I know how I feel

But you need to say it tonight
Lay here till we see the sun
And tell me that I'm the one

So long have I waited

Your midnight eyes haunting me
Dreams they come, then they’re gone
But they’re just memories

Tell me your race is run

Tell me that I'm the one

Tell me our time has come
Tell me that I'm the one

Once we had lives of our own
Once we were lost in this world
Young and free but all alone
We did the best that we could
Now that our trials are done
Just tell me that I'm the one

God made us want to be loved
Tell me that I'm the one



...” have you driven to the ragged end of the road?”

Amid this miracle of everyday life that we inhabit, certainly there are moments of exultation, rare occasions that remind
us to be thankful for what we have. For those of us whom fortune smiles upon, there may be the birth of a child or the gift
of a true love, blessings of wealth or the comfort of a home. Some of us have to reach the bottom, lose hope, stop believing,
before we see that there is a way. But it’s always there, this thing we look past, this thing we take for granted because we
don’t know what it is to not be alive.

To know is meaningless. To believe is rapture.

LOVE IS A SONG THAT NEVER ENDS Copyright 2007 by Don Wright

Faith is believing without knowing
Hope is a longing deep and wide
Love is a song that never ends

In the morning comes a light

Pouring out of heaven’s door

All the colors of this world

Like a flood spreading over holy ground, it recedes each day
Leaving tears in every fold

Bright as any fire while it’s burning

Cold and black as midnight when it’s gone

And when you see shadows falling down like rain

Try to catch them in your hands

Like a dream you can’t recall

Faith is believing without knowing
Hope is a longing deep and wide
Love is a song that never ends

Now have you driven to the ragged end of the road
Where it falls into the sea

Where the mighty angel stands

And tell me oh did it bring you to your knees

Did you find an answer there, did you raise your hands?
And cry to the mountain for forgiveness

Or listen to the.voice of the desert night

Well in these common places

A thousand miracles are waiting to unfold

Right before your eyes

Yeah you gotta look close, there in that fading light
It’s everything you knew, all this time

Faith is believing without knowing
Hope is a longing deep and wide
Love is a song that never ends



...” And she calls from the porch like she always has
You just do your best my sweet child”

I remember seeing him on the school bus. He was a teenager the first time I saw him, and I was probably in fourth grade. He stared
out the window the same way he looked at you - somewhere beyond. He got made fun of, but he went all the way through school
anyway. Years later, in his twenties and thirties, I would see him on his way to work, head down, leaning intently forward as he
walked — with great purpose and, always, the same look. More years have passed, he’s probably fifty now and they sit in the same row

at the Mission still today, by the aisle, every Saturday evening mass.

This song isn’t for Carl. He doesn’t listen to music much. This song is for Louise. And for what I imagine to be, the strength and the

will of a mother’s love.

CARL JONES

Copyright 1994 by Don Wright

Little Carl he sits on the floor alone

He looks like he's playin' with something

But he's not focusing on anything in particular
Mama ties his hat around his head

With a great big bow so tight

And he looks out the window

And just waves his arms around

Now he's ready to go to school

Oh it's so sunny outside

And he's havin' a little more trouble than usual
It's one of those mornings

You might wonder why you try

But not mama Jones... and certainly not little Carl

She sends him off to school

She sends him off to school

And she calls from the porch like she always has
You just do your best my sweet child

Oh... she sends him off to school

It's Sunday morning now

And he's patiently waiting

Down at the end of the driveway

Running his hands through the tall flowers absentmindedly
He somehow gets caught up

In the simplest of things

Like clouds blowin' 'round or leaves in the gutter
And every sound he hears is like a lullaby

And as the bells start ringing

In the Mission downtown

He feels something now so familiar

Mama takes his willing hand

And slides her arm through his



He holds on to her and she depends on him too
And they walk down to the church

They walk down to the church

And if he could he'd wish he understood

What she meant when she said

You'll be nineteen years old tomorrow darlin’
They walk down to the church

Out on the corner

Where the streetlight flashes

And the cars go flyin' by so wild
Carl stands motionless

As his bus pulls up to the curb

She looks from the window

She can see him gettin' on

Holding his lunchbox

With the sandwich and little picture
That she made last night for him

And he moves through hours

That never settle in his mind

Keeping busy with his hands and fingers

It's a good honest day for a forty-year old man
And when he comes home at night

Oh she's sure that it's pride that he feels

So she sends him off to work

She sends him off to work

And when he closes his eyes

With his hands at his side

And lays so still for her kiss

Oh she's sure that it's love that he feels
As she sends him off to sleep

She sends him off to sleep

She sends him off to sleep

Look at Carl he sits on the floor alone
He looks like he's playin' with something
But he's not focusing on anything in particular

Carl



...” What a life you have had little man”

They say there’s an in-between place. Between heaven and earth I guess. Iimagine it to be a meadow. With a creek
running through it. Somewhere I can lay down in the shade and have a talk with God. Most of us are probably afraid of
God most of our lives — I think that’s why Jesus is supposed to be there for us. I gotta believe He understands me better.

And He’s the forgiver.

When people get to be along in years and they start talking about how they’d just as soon get it over with — that always

used to puzzle me...Well I think I'm startin’ to get it.

TAKE YOU BY THE HAND

Copyright 1995 by Don Wright

Cool sun shining through the leaves

Lay down where you want to be

You're not the only one who has wandered here

I've seen them come and go, now what have you to fear
"I want a little rest, I want a little peace"

What did you say?

"I want to get down, I want to get free"

I know the way

So you've been told there's nothing on the other side
Someone has made you feel alone and terrified

‘Gonna take you by the hand, ‘gonna lift you up and fly away

A waterfall at the end of the line

Down dirty streets that you run every night

A little closer now, that music that you hear

It's just the sound of resolution drawing near

"I want a little love, I want to be held"

What did you say

"I want to belong to someone else"

I know the way

There's somethin' goin' on that's not to be believed
But if you don't there's nothin' left for us to say
‘Gonna take you by the hand, ‘gonna lift you up and fly away

What a life you have had little man

You should be glad that your time is at hand

Now won't they wonder where you've gotten to tonight
I hear their laughter like a melody so bright

"I want a little rest, I want a little peace”

What did you say

"I want to be gone from all I see"

I know the way

What is this feeling that is coming over you

You know it all but then you don't know what to do
‘Gonna take you by the hand, ‘gonna lift you up and fly away



...” Out to the street and down the road again”
How sad is an empty house where you used to live? Rooms that once were full of hope and expectation, with pictures on

every wall that said, “This is who we are. This is the way it is and will be.” We put an awful lot of ourselves into
whatever place we call home, naturally. I don’t see how we could possibly take it all with us when we leave.

SHUFFLES LIKE A MAN IN LEG IRONS Copyright 1997 by Don Wright

He walks around the corner where the TV used to sit
And just looks out the window

His hand starts shakin’ as he reaches for the door
And turns around for one last wave goodbye

And he shuffles like a man in leg irons

He shuffles like a man in leg irons, oh yeah
He shuffles like a man in leg irons

Out to the street and down the road again

Well people tell him it’s just four walls and a roof
Man you got to put things in perspective

You got a life to live and you're still so young
Keep your chin up, count your blessings

But he shuffles like a man in leg irons

He shuffles like a man in leg irons, oh yeah
He shuffles like a man in leg irons

Back to the trouble that he left behind

Oh just when you think you know someone
They jump off the edge of the world

Oh just when you think you got it made
You know it’s funny but you don’t learn

Well she was always the one

He saw in his dreams, oh yeah

Baby when the lights were down

You know he carries her picture still to this day
Holds it a little.too much

Everybody tells him

That it’s gotta get better someday

And they give him advice

Like there’s plenty of fish in the sea

You got to put it all behind you now
Time heals every wound, never look back



Still he shuffles like a man in leg irons

He shuffles like a man in leg irons, oh yeah
He shuffles like a man in leg irons

Walkin’ in the shadow of love’s light

Oh just when you think you know someone
They jump off the edge of the world

Yeah just when you think you got it made
You know it’s funny but you don’t learn




...” All lies. Dreams of lies”
You want to believe. Everyone wants to believe. That’s how the trouble starts. You get lied to. Then you lie to yourself.
It’s hard to stop. Because then you’d have to face the truth and do something about it. The make-believe we create

sometimes goes so deep, our dreams don’t even let us escape from it. That’s when we forget who we are.

Sometimes we make ourselves believe. .. so hard that it hurts.

LIES OF LOVE Copyright 1993 by Don Wright

When the night closes in

And the loneliness begins

Turn away from the sound of his voice
It's all you hear

Oh so real and so near

Every word, every word

All lies within lies

Lies of love

When someone says his name

All the hurt and the shame
Comes again like before

He was so much like you

Oh so real and so true

Painting dreams, painting dreams
All lies about lies

Lies of love

Why the love you made
Should be torn'and betrayed
No one knows but him

Happy hours now they're all
That your mind can recall

Let them wash over you

Feel the flame, light the fire
Take your dreams a little higher
All the way, all the way

All lies

Dreams of lies

Lies of love



...” I still feel the beating of your lion heart”

I remember lying on that couch, in that house, with you on top of me, eight years old, bothering me while I tried to watch
a baseball game. And I remember thinking that someday I would wish that you were this close and you wouldn’t be. So 1
decided to enjoy you putting me in a headlock and messing up my hair and then I didn’t want it to end. As we know, no
matter how hard we try to hold on to any given moment, it passes - then keeps moving farther into the distance, but never
out of sight. And it takes a long time for some of us to realize that our children become people that we can have a different
relationship with — an even better one.

You have always-been my treasure. And now I am the proud father of a good man.

YOUNG DUKE Copyright 2015 by Don Wright

In the shadow of a doorway

I can see you looking out

On a foggy Frisco morning

Down a street that I once walked so many years before
And in my dream I remember

Every treasure that you carried in your hand

As a child then, and as a man

In those days that you needed me

For every little thing

That was the best of times

Oh I knew that it would end but I kept hanging on
Hoping somehow like a painting

I could have you there forever to behold

But that could never be, no that could never be

So we let go of each other

Do the things that we must do

In different places at the same time

Keeping what I can of you here with me

With each day that passes though

I believe our story was foretold

On a dusty tangled road to the Promised Land

Running down that highway

Collar turned against the wind

Oh that used to worry me

Waiting just to hear when you were coming home
Now when I see you

And your life written in your face

I think I understand, it had to be that way



Here in this falling light

Where nothing else is clear

Even though you’re so far away

I still feel the beating of your lion heart

Just the same when we lay sleeping

Son and father and I would sing you a lullaby
Now yours is the song that comforts me tonight

Oh how I loved you

Oh and how I love you still

In heart and spirit, blood and bone
Whether together or alone




I see lovers in the red red dawn
Walking on La Cienega Boulevard

It makes me lonely

The wide open streets of Los Angeles
And the slow roll of the land out to the beach towns
Torrance, Hermosa, Malibu

Such sadness on those long shorelines
Cold canyons

Warm water

Blue children

Troubled dreams

While in skinny streets of San Francisco
Homemade God’s eyes still look out
From third story Victorian flats

Cold choppy waves bark at travelers on the Great Highway

Jack Kerouac, John Brodie, Herb Caen

Mayor Mosconi and Country Joe

Are all lined up on the forty yard line of old Kezar stadium
The fog whispers

The Niners lose

In between these two estranged relatives

Cities so proud

Like sisters who never got along

There are rolling hills spiked with oak trees

Lots of farmland

Little towns with Spanish names

And rows of houses

Filled with nothing but a longing for forgiveness
Cars driving up and down concrete streets

Over the bumpity-bump of tar filled cracks

In one such town

At the ragged edge of a plowed field

In an empty lot where nothing was ever built
A half pint bottle

Cast off by a drunk

Lies mostly buried

Its ringed neck sticks up out of the ground
The glass polished and worn smooth by the dirt and wind
‘Four Roses Kentucky Bourbon’

‘Bonded and certified’

It is worth more than your Lexus

And it will outlive us all

LETTERS FROM GREENFIELD, 2015
D. WRIGHT



In the Catholic Church, the entire year - aside from the forty days of Lent, leading
up to Easter - is known as ‘Ordinary Time’. It makes sense - the church is built on the
miracle of The Resurrection and anything other than the reverence of it pales by
comparison to it. Jesus fasted and meditated in the desert and came to know the wishes

of His Father. He returned to the world and fulfilled a destiny that cannot be forgotten
or denied, even by those who do not believe.

He has come off the mountain
And fallen into the hands of infidels
His body trembles but his voice is clear
He watches steadily as we circle ‘round him
What he has seen is explained in detail
Storms have shaken him

Each animal spoke his name

The darkness smothered

The light was fire uncontrolled

He doesn’t know how he escaped

But he knows he must return

Forty days in the desert and a dollar short
Nostrils caked with dust

Cracked swollen lips

Watery eyes sparkling with enlightenment
Burned forehead, taut, smooth

Without a care in the world

I see him coming but I don’t believe it

He has shed all doubt

Beaten temptation

And risen to the point of overflowing
With a knowledge that can’t be denied

And to this time

We count the ordinary days

In weeks and months

In hours of waiting and hoping

Wondering

Longing

Looking back and stepping blindly into the future
Trusting our instincts, comfortable with our doubt
Caught between believing and not believing
Watching the world and hiding from it...

And knowing nothing
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