On My Way To Inrush

On My Way

I know who I am, and I know why I'm here,

There's no-one waiting for me,

I'm sailing all alone on my trip on the ocean.

No nine-to-five for me; just wait and see.

And no-one's going to tell me how to live my life,

Or change the things that I intend to do,

And when I wake up in the morning, each and every day

Then I can say I'm on my way.

I know who I am, and I know why I'm here,

And there's someone waiting for me,

And she and I will sail on our trip on the ocean.

And someday we'll be free; just wait and see.

And no-one's going to tell me how to live my life,

Or change the things that I intend to do,

And when I wake up in the morning, each and every day

Then I can say I'm on my way.

And I still feel the way I've always felt before,

But every time I look, I see that life holds something more.

And I know who I am, and I know why I'm here,

And the children are waiting for me,

And nine-to-five is a lot like a trip on the ocean.

And finally I see: The journey's end is me.

And no-one's going to tell me how to live my life,

Or change the things that I intend to do,

And when I wake up in the morning, each and every day

Then I can say I'm on my way.

Heff Munson, 2/02/1997

My Lady Sits and Spins

A narrow brook flows past the house where my lady sits and spins,

Down the hill and through the field she kept her garden in.

The waters join with larger ways with which they mingle in,

And hurry on to meet the sea while my lady sits and spins.

The garden lies in disarray while my lady sits and spins,

And now there is no flower there, nor any growing thing.

It seems as if the winter never passed the way to spring,

And all around is barren while my lady sits and spins.

The room is dark and empty where my lady sits and spins,

And there is no lamp nor candle, nor any light within.

And now the fire is dying, and a chill is setting in,

And there is no wheel nor treadle where my lady sits and spins.

Her eyes remain unopened while my lady sits and spins,

And she gives no outward sign of the wars that rage within.

And I would gladly give my life, her rescue for to win,

And yet I cannot reach her while my lady sits and spins.

Heff Munson, 2/22/1997

Midnite Love Monkey

Please don't introduce me to the sweet young lady,

I don't need a calendar to know I've had my day,

And if she saw me on the street, she wouldn't look twice;

I think it would be better if we leave it that way.

You say that if I tried I could make things happen.

I've seen the things that happen, and I say why bother?

Many things are possible that never come to pass,

Besides I'm old enough to be her (father) Midnite Love Monkey!

Please don't introduce me to the fair young damsel,

I've got better things to do than to waste her time and mine,

You're telling me that love comes only once in a lifetime,

But you'll be back tomorrow with that same old line.

I'm sure she's very nice, and I wouldn't want to harm her,

But I think she'll find more comfort in the arms of another,

So let her get her rescue from a knight in shining armor

Because I'm old enough to be her (mother) Midnite Love Monkey!

Now there may come a day when the sun will rise

And true love will shine all across the skies

And we'll ride away together on a pig that flies...

Now I'm not disillusioned, and I'm not bitter:

I just don't want to end up as an evil babysitter.

Considering my age and my current situation,

I think it would be better if I simply step aside,

'Cos my next chance for romance lies in reincarnation,

And if she's got a pulse, then she's overqualified.

You say that if I tried I could make things happen.

I've seen the things that happen, and I say why bother?

Many things are possible that never come to pass,

Besides I'm old enough to be her (father) Midnite Love Monkey!

Heff Munson, 2/17/97

Mistah Spot

There is a man called Mistah Spot, it seems he travels quite a lot,

For every place that I have gotten, he's already been.

Perhaps he wears a strange disguise, for every one I ask denies

they've seen him, but they recognize him when I start to clean.

They always say: "You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot!"

I have to tell them: "No, I'm not: I'm only 'Mister Me'".

I'd say their recognition's poor, but it's a fact I can't ignore,

I always get mistaken for a man I've never seen.

It might be when I start to mop a floor, or wipe a counter-top,

No matter what, the people stop and tell me what they see.

They always say: "You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot!"

I have to tell them: "No, I'm not: I'm only 'Mister Me'".

They say my eyes are failing, or my mind is growing dim,

And shake their heads when I reply: "You don't mean me, but him".

So now I search the whole world 'round, and scan the skies, and scour the ground,

But to this day, I've never found the man who looks like me.

And though I fear I seek in vain, each time I wipe a window pane

Or mirror, he appears again

To all the people who complain, And call me mad when I explain

The story of the little man who seems to have a secret plan

To make the people think the worst, and every time he gets there first,

And turns the trick so many times you'd think I must run out of rhymes,

But I can still add one or two to make this stanza bother you

And turn this text into a tome that lasts until the cows some home,

And when they do, they'll mark the floor which I must mop,

and then once more the people will decree:

They'll always say: "You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot! You Mistah Spot!"

And still I'll tell them: "No, I'm not: I'm only 'Mister Me'".

Heff Munson, May 1997

Dog Spit March

I've got dog spit on my spectacles,

And it's put me in a doggerel kind of frame of mind,

And if these lyrics aren't respectable,

It's all because of the plot the dog's behind.

There's no-one I can blame besides myself, now.

I shouldn't have gotten down so near the floor,

But at least I've learned my lesson, for I know now

The reason that nobody's writing this kind of song anymore.

Whatever you do! Whatever you say! I'm going to tell you anyway!

I've got dog spit on my spectacles,

And it's put me in a doggerel kind of frame of mind,

And if these lyrics aren't respectable,

It's all because of the plot the dog's behind.

O this particular dog was just a friendly type,

And he's legally liable for the lick my lenses got,

So I took out my handkerchief and gave my specs a wipe,

But now it's perfectly clear I must have missed a spot.

Whatever you say! Whatever you do! There's something I'm going to say to you!

I've got dog spit on my spectacles,

And it's put me in a doggerel kind of frame of mind,

And if these lyrics aren't respectable,

It's all because of the plot the dog's behind.

So here I've gotten to the final verse now,

The point that separates the dogs from men,

But at the risk of sounding quite perverse now,

I think I'm going to visit the dog again.

The song goes on! It never can stop! Unless someone threatens to call a cop!

Heff Munson, August 1997

Care

You could call it beauty, or elegant design;

A unifying vision that continues down the line,

With intricate expression told in clear simplicity.

You could call it beauty: it's simply how we see.

You could call it dedication, the will to see things through,

Maintaining constant focus on everything we do,

And when the work is finished, it's the best that we could give.

You could call it dedication: it's how we choose to live.

And as we work together, we're transforming, in a way,

Into a greater entity that lives though us each day.

And you could call it "quality", a fleeting, fragile dream,

But it's not so elusive as the thought at first may seem,

For every day we seek it, and we find it everywhere.

You could call it "quality": here, we call it "care".

Heff Munson, August 1997

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup! Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup!

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup! You got to git up early, so you can git right back to bed.

Now I'm not gonna swim the deepest ocean,

All that I could show you is an easy way to drown,

And I'm not gonna climb the highest mountain,

But if you reach the top, I know a shortcut down.

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup! Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup!

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup! You got to git up early, so you can git right back to bed.

You take your look at me and tell me I got nuthin',

Well may be I got nuthin', but I'm willing to share,

You take another look and say I'm going nowhere,

Well hop on board, I'll gladly take you there.

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup! Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup!

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup! You got to git up early, so you can git right back to bed.

Off we go, into a brand-new day.

And off we go, into a brand-new game,

Look out below, the sun is coming down,

Another day has ended, and it all came out the same.

Gogogogogogogotobed! Gogogogogogogotobed!

Gogogogogogogotobed! It's time to go to bed, so you can get back up and go.

Gitgitgitgitgitgitup! Gogogogogotobed!

Gitgitgitgitgitgitup! Gogogogogotobed!

Gitgitgitgitgitgitup! Gogogogogotobed!

"Now, wait a minute..." "Okay now, start again!"

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup! Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup!

Gitgitgitgitgitgitgitgitup! You got to git up early, so you can git right back to bed.

Heff Munson, October 1997

Susan Is The One For You

Susan is the one for you,

No matter what happens, Susan will be true,

And even when she doesn't know what to do,

She'll go ahead and do it...Susan is the one for you.

Susan is the one who cares,

No matter what you do, Susan will be there,

And even when she has to give her life to you,

she'll go ahead and give it...Susan is the one for you.

And when you look into her eyes of brown,

You'll remember the last time, when her eyes were green,

And later when you look into her eyes of blue,

You finally may see it...Susan is the one for you.

And if she was a parakeet, today she'll be a cat,

Tomorrow she may even be a goldfish or two,

For Susan is the pet you love that keeps coming back,

'Though you think you want a woman,

Susan's never human, but Susan is the one for you.

Susan is a dog, Susan is a rabbit, Susan is a mouse, then a kitten again,

Susan is a mockingbird, or three baby turtles,

And over all the years...She always comes though,

Susan is the one for you.

Heff Munson, October 9, 1997
Declination Affirmation
"Just hear those sleigh bells jingling, ring-ting-tingling, too"*

It makes me think of winter, and death, and my deep depression,

And how I'm feeling ill, And when do I get my next pill?

"I hear that train a-comin', it's rolling 'round the bend"**

It makes me think of accidents, and death, and my deep depression,

And how I'm feeling ill, And when do I get my next pill?

And all of the voices in my head are yelling,

And telling me over and over I only have a one-track mind.

And here in the garden of my thoughts,

A spider is chanting a tarantula mantra that occupies my one-track mind.

"Poor Jud is dead, poor Jud Frye is dead"***

It makes me think of death---and now I'm stuck, and out of luck,

And the voices in my head are silent, so I've got nothing to say.

And I'm too proud for medicine, and I've no prescription of any description,

I've only my affirmation of declination.

And I'm too proud for therapy, and I've lost track of my one-track mind,

And I can't turn down the noise...so I'll turn up the music.

"I'd walk a million miles for one of your smiles"****

But it makes me think of exhaustion, and death, and my deep depression,

And how there's no way back, but at least I'm back on track.

Heff Munson, October 1997

* from "Sleigh Ride" by Leroy Anderson

** from "Folsom Prison Blues" by Johnny Cash

*** from "Poor Jud is Dead" by Rogers and Hammerstein

**** from "My Mammy" by Sammy Lewis and Joe Young

Virtual Man

"Prepare to commence the process!"

"Process ready!"

"Begin...now!"

"Level check!"

"Levels building in accordance with...wait a minute!"

"What is it?"

"Something's gone wrong!"

"Implement controls!"

"Controls failing!"

"Abort! Abort!"

"I can't stop it!"

"Look out!"

Hi, gang!

In all of the years since humanity began,

People have dreamed of creating a man who embodies the sum of all conscious thought,

So here I am, but I'm something/I'm nought.

I'm a virtual man, and you think I'm keen,

The product of the marriage of man and machine,

A brilliant personality that has to be seen,

But all I really know is what my program says is so.

I seem to have a knowledge that is quite a sensation

But my database contains my only education.

Without it, I'm more of a toy than a tool, and less of a sage than a fool.

I'm a virtual man, but I may not be. I'm only what you think you hear or see,

Existing only on tape or CD,

And not a man as such...and impossible to touch.

I seem to be invincible, with nothing to fear,

But it's only because I was never really here.

In virtual adversity I seem to thrive, but I'm not immortal; I'm not even alive.

I'm a virtual man, but my machine tells me that the term means:

"Not in actuality; possessing the apparent properties, but not acknowledged as such."

And that doesn't amount to much.

Heff Munson, December 1997

Make A Wish

I've been thinking about it, and now I have to say it's true:

You can't be with me forever, and I can't always be with you.

'Can't make the hour stay, no matter what we say,

but there's still something we can do, so we must do what we can do today.

We can always make a wish, we can make a wish come true.

Take the time to make a wish, we can make a wish come true,

and know that love will stay with you.

And if you think about it, you will soon agree it's true:

They can't be with us forever, and we can't always see them through.

Soon the day will dawn when they will be gone,

but while there's something you can do, you try to do what you can do today.

You can always make a wish, you can make a wish come true.

Take the time to make a wish, you can make a wish come true,

and know that love will stay with you.

There's still time to make a wish, you can make a wish come true.

Take the time to make a wish, you can make a wish come true,

and know that love will stay with you.

Now's the time to make a wish, you can make a wish come true.

Take the time to make a wish, you can make a wish come true,

and know that love will stay with you.

12/25/1997

Inrush
("All aboard!"...train starts)

Inrush...Inrush…I sit and watch as the world goes streaming by me.

I sit and watch as I pass by the streets of the city.

I look at the buildings all crowded in so close.

Inrush...Inrush…I sit and watch as I pass over rivers and streams.

I sit and watch as I pass by the houses and fields.

I look at the woods as they rise and sweep it all away.

Now and again a farm goes by. Now and again a factory

Now and again a sudden sense of mystery…And history.

Inrush is Insight…I think and I feel as the world comes passing through me.

I wonder about the all lives of the people whose homes I see,

And all of the stories that I may never know...

Today I have a destination, somewhere I am going.

Soon I will settle and walk the earth again…And I'll be one of them.

Insight is Inrush…As all of my petty concerns are washed away

Taking my story and blending it in with everything

and leaving me ready to face another day.

Heff Munson, 8/28/1998
