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                THE CHESHIRE CAT,  THE COOL CAT CALLER,   

                WATERBED LOAFER, YELLOW MG

                BIG BLACK CRUIZER SEDAN.

                TURQUOISE SKIDS UNDER THE CATMAN DO.

                MONKEY POSTURE,  CIGS N’ BEANS,

                CHILE N’ REEF, EAR TO EAR KIND, 

                RED HEAD TO TOE. 

                MUCOUS MAMBO, SAMBA IN THE RAIN,

                OH MY BABY, O,  A LIFE IN PAIN.

                THE COMEDY AND TRADGEDY OF MR. VW.

                AN ODE TO THE MAN, 

                TRUE BLUE ON REPORT, WALKIN IN THE 

                SAND,  SHORTNESS OF BREATH THE 

                SANDMAN SLEEPS NOW, FOREVER, UNTIL

                THE MUSIC RISES AGAIN.

                IN ALL THE GLORY THAT WAS THEN.

                 A MUSICOLOGIST,HE TAUGHT US TO COUNT.

                 WEST SIDER, NEXT OF KIN BABY BROTHER

                 CALLED “THE KID”.

                 LONG WAY TO GO HOME 

                 FROM HIGH TO WEST HIGH.

                 BIG EYED BEAN FROM PHOENIX.

                 OH MY, OH MY HEART, MY HEART.

                 THE ANGELS’ GRIN, SHE SPARKS 

                 IN HIS EYES, THE DEVIL’S RED WIFE.

                 THE BEAST WITH TEN FINGERS.

                 EBONY AND IVORY KEYS TO EVERY CITY.

                 SO PROUD, SO DEDICATED.

                 LIFE ON THE ROAD TOOK THE TOLLS.

                 SOUTHWESTERN SKIES TUMBLE 

                AND FALL DOWN WITH RAIN ON ROUTE 66.

                 LEO THE LION FISH,  THE BOSA NOVA KING.

                 WILD INDIAN WOMAN, TOTEM POLE LIFE

                 BLOWS IT’S STACKS, CHOPPED DOWN 

                 IN MID CARVING, THE FROG JUMPS 

                 AND CRIES, THE HORSE SWATS A FLY, 

                 SHEDS A TEAR, AND FLIES AWAY FROM

                THE SMOG FARM.

                DON’T WANT TO WAIT ANYMORE, 

                FEEL IT,

                FEEL IT COMING,  

               AFFORDABLES,  FORMATION OF THE MISSING

                MAN,  NOW THE ONE.

                PIMA INDIAN paTTerns ON A

                BROKEN CLAY POT,  APACHE TEARS WITH A 

                LONG, SLOW BURN…  ALL FOR A SONG.

                TUBULAR BROTHER WHERE FOR ART THOU?

                NOW EATEN THE COSMOS, SWALLOWED YOU

                POLAND WHOLE.

                THE DARK STAR, THE STARK BAR,

                THE LONG CAR WITH THE LITTLE WHEELS

                IN YOUR HEAD TELLING YOU

                THAT WHEN YOU DIE,  

                YOU’RE GONNA BE A LONG TIME DEAD.
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