I Guess I Wouldn’t Know

A Word
Spoken Poetry is always a mistake.

Rock Critics call you a Pompous Flake.

And they’ll condemn you every time

If you choose to make your verses rhyme.

They’ll howl and moan that it isn’t Soul,

Or Twelve-Bar Blues, or Rock ‘n’ Roll.

Write what you will; they’ll always find

It isn’t what they had in mind.

Your work will be met with jeers and spite.

They’ll call it precious, dull, or trite.

But I wonder if they would strut so proud

If they heard their own words read out loud.

Heff Munson, August 21, 2008

Oh Oh Oh

Oh oh oh oh, I couldn’t think of anything to say,

Oh oh oh oh, But I want you all to listen anyway.

Evoking strange and distant times, oh oh oh oh

Despite the fact I’m strapped for rhymes, oh oh oh oh

Oh oh oh.  Oh oh oh.  Oh oh oh …Nothing else to do.

Oh oh oh.  Oh oh oh.  Oh oh oh …Left without a clue.

Oh oh oh oh, my publisher has backed me to the wall.

Oh oh oh oh, I couldn’t think of anything at all.

I’l make you think that I’m profound, oh oh oh oh

By drowning you in choral sound, oh oh oh oh

Oh oh oh.  Oh oh oh.  Oh oh oh …Nothing else to do.

Oh oh oh.  Oh oh oh.  Oh oh oh …Left without a clue.
Heff Munson, August 15, 2008
Everything

Everything you think is cool will prob’ly just seem stupid later on, 

Reedy two-voice melodies that use the same two notes for ‘way too long.

Today you use an “X” when writing “thanks”.

Tomorrow you decide the whole thing “wanx”.

Everything you think is cool today will just seem stupid later on,

‘Long about the time your younger brother picks it up, the thrill is gone.

Sometimes it takes longer, and your nephews

Get ideas you just put out for refuse.

Today you only write in lower-case,

But soon you find it just gets in your face.

Everything you think is cool and clever just seems stupid later on,

‘Long about the time you’ve heard your third self-referential song.

…and speaking of self-referential stuff,

I think that this has gone on long enough.

Don’t U 2?

Don’t U 2?

Heff Munson, May 23, 2008

Logical P Not Q

X, O, X, O, figures on a grid determine which will win.

North/South, North/South, one will win the war of documentaries.

The time was, I would come to some conclusion.

But now, I only bask in the confusion.

Left/Right, Left/Right, my life’s a maze without a destination,

Right/Wrong, Right/Wrong, I’ve got the key components of a protest song.

And so for now confusion is the groove,

And “bask” is what I call it when I just can’t move.

In/Out, In/Out, warm or cool depending on the time of year.

High/Low, High/Low, Just another verse I need to drop in here.

And now it’s time to get up and pretend,

But I can’t seem to wake up, and the dream won’t end.

Heff Munson, February 19, 2008 

Killing Time

I’ve got nothing to do ‘cause there’s nothing worth doing,

Nowhere to go, ‘cause there’s nowhere worth going,

Nothing to say, ‘cause there’s no-one worth saying it to.

And I don’t bother to wonder why,

‘Cause I’m content to just slide by,

But I’m not content; if only it were true…

I’m just killing time by killing dragons,

Killing time in fantasy,

Killing time ‘cause all my time is free.

Killing time by killing dragons,

Killing time in fantasy,

Killing time ‘till someday time kills me.

Heff Munson, July 9, 2008

I Guess I Wouldn’t Know

What is this?  I can’t believe my eyes.

There’s something here that I can’t recognize.

Where’d it come from?  What can it be?

I do believe that it’s now biting me…

Someone tell me…tell me please, I beg…

What’s this thing that is wrapped around my leg?

What’s the answer?  I haven’t got a clue.

Is it possible?  Could it be true?

Someone told me (they said they could be wrong),

But they think it might be…a decent song.

Heff Munson, August 27, 2008
TV Dream

I had a dream last night:

I was living in a modern TV sitcom

And all the jokes made sense to me,

but I was just a cough on the audience track

So what’s the point? What do you mean, “what’s the point?”

It’s Television, man!  It was a TV Dream!

I had another dream last night:

I was living in a modern TV crime show

And I was the guy who was just off-screen

who nobody ever sees or hears

So who would know? What do you mean, “who would know?”

It’s Television, man!  It was a TV Dream!

And it gave me a sensation of…premonition

But I couldn’t understand it ‘cause it’s High-Definition!

I had one last dream last night:

I was living inside a commercial for Insurance

I was a C G I.

I was never so appealing in real life.

Real Life? What do you mean, “Real Life?”

It’s Television, man!  It was a TV Dream!

And hasn’t this all been said before?  Of course it’s all been said before!

It’s Television, man!  It’s a TV Dream!

Heff Munson, June 3, 2008

This Is The One
This is the one where we all run into the sunshine.

This is the one where we all race up to the sky.

This is the one where we finally break free.

This is the one where we all fly into the rainbow.

This is the one where we all jump over the moon.

This is the one where we finally learn to see.

We meant to do it yesterday,

That’s what we said,

But yesterday is gone, and we’re still not dead so far.

This is the one where we all come up with the answer.

This is the one where we all rejoin the path.

This is the one where we stop and check the math.

We meant to do it late last week

At three o’clock,

But there’s no time like the present: it’s a day we can’t knock (on wood).

This is the one where we look both ways before crossing.

This is the one where we look before we leap.

This is the one where we finally look okay to me.

Heff Munson, August 28, 2008

Grownup Lullaby

Are you only talking to hear yourself talk?

The pretty things you say, in such a gentle way?

Should I even listen?  Or should I prefer

Voices raised in anger, or crying out in pain,

Or the rage of the insane?

Am I only listening so I can drift away

On your grownup lullaby to your castle in the sky?

I think I’m so intelligent, but I’m not always wise

When the meanings that I seek seem so difficult and deep

That I work when I’m asleep…

And I’m not really asking, I won’t get any answers

When I’m listening to you, ‘cos that’s not what you do…

Am I only talking to hear myself talk?

I sit and wonder why from your castle in the sky

In a simple state of grace, with a smile upon my face

Where dreams can still come true, and this is what comes through

When I’m listening to you.

Heff Munson, September 1, 2008

Magnetic North

The night is dark.

The clouds are thick.

I can’t see the stars.

And Magnetic North is weakening, and I can’t tell where you are.

The air is cold

And full of fog, 

Even in the day.

And Magnetic North is weakening, and I think I’ve lost my way.

You’d find it unbelievable, a piece of fantasy,

If I said you’ve been the reason for everything I do.

As strange as it would seem to you, it’s also strange to me,

So I won’t say you’ve been my guide, even though it’s true.

The path is lost.

The journey’s long.

But how long, I don’t know. 

And Magnetic North is weakening, and I don’t know where to go.

Heff Munson, August 29, 2008

I Knew It When The Candles Started Growing

Oh, what a dream I had, and I can’t tell if it was good or bad.

An old man came to me, he shrugged and shook his head.

He said “You can’t go forward, you only start off dead.”

I asked him to explain what he meant by what he said.

He said “I never said it, ask me something else instead.”
And the candles started growing, and the flowers started shrinking,

And the sun was slowly rising in the West.

And then the old man turned and said to me,

“I’ll tell you something of my history.”

He said “I’ll be a hero with an army from the grave

And everyone will honor me for all the lives I save.

But then my men will drift away, diminishing my fame,

And nobody will notice me or recognize my name.”
And the sun was moving faster, and everything went dark,

Then suddenly the sky was light again.

And then I saw the clouds were growing thin,

and the leaves were floating upward to the trees.

Then I saw a gentle lady, standing all alone.

She said that she was waiting, for her Love was coming home.

She said their love would last through all the passing years,

Through all the tears and laughter, and the laughter and the tears.
And the seasons started changing as the days were flying faster,

With a cloud of people blurring all around.

Oh, what a dream I had, and I can’t tell if it was good or bad.
Civilizations rose and fell, mountains grew and disappeared.

Then a flash, and everything went dark.

And then I had my dream, where the sun rose in the east,

And little seeds grew into buds and flowers,

And love was won and lost, and people lived and died,

In a backwards world that seemed a lot like ours.

Oh, what a dream I had, I still can’t tell if it was good or bad.

Oh, what a dream I had, I still can’t tell if it was good or bad.
Heff Munson, September 2, 2008

This Was The One
This was the one

where we were all going

to run into the sunshine.

Oh, my.

Oh, well.

Tomorrow is another song.

Heff Munson, August 28, 2008

Agnostic

I don’t know her, and I know that I don’t know what I don’t know.

Would she answer yes or no?  I don’t know, I don’t know.

I……don’t know.  I….don’t…know.

Someone told me long ago: what I don’t know won’t hurt me, though

Someone told me this is so, I don’t know, I don’t know.

I……don’t know.  I….don’t…know.

Wise man with his lamp aglow came and told me I don’t know.

I don’t know what else he knows, but he knows that I don’t know.

I……don’t know.  I….don’t…know.

Asked a rabbit, white as snow, c’d I go with him down below?

He was in a hurry, though, so I don’t know if I can go.

I……don’t know.  I….don’t…know.

All around, the four winds blow, branches swaying to and fro,

Saw it in a picture show, what’s the meaning, I don’t know.

I……don’t know.  I….don’t…know.

I……don’t know.  I….don’t…know.

Heff Munson, September 3, 2008

The Small Songs

Let us pause to remember the small songs

The little thoughts, and gentle tunes

Like mortar that binds the large stones together

Helping to keep out the wind and weather

In a comforting home.

Let us rest and rejoice in the small songs

The graceful airs, and simple rhymes

Like a gentle breeze in the summer sky

Helping the great clouds drift on by

In a peaceful time.

Something in a small song makes me feel

Like a small child who only sees what’s real.

Leaves on the trees,

Sand along the shore,

A gentle breeze,

A summer sky,

A peaceful time,

A small song.

Heff Munson, August 24, 2008 
