Rhymes – Songs
A song just a bit too long to play, normally...Facebook brought it up as a memory, might as well let it get some air.....I posted it a couple of years ago.....
      When I first saw you walkin' in Chicago,
Your arms were full, and your hair was flowin' down,
You cut right in front of a bus,
You and the driver both cussed.
But that's just the way things are done in ol' Chi Town.
The wind blew your scarf around...
    And when I finally met you up on Lake Shore,
Your hair was short and your arms were golden brown.
But still, I knew it was you. Although I never really knew who
That woman was that turned my head around...
When I'd seen you walkin' downtown...
     Lake Michigan can roar like a haunted sea.
Lake Michigan can be calm as you'll ever see.
But Lake Michigan ain't keepin' you from me.
Lake Michigan is wild and it's free.
That big ol' Lake's a lot like you and me....
      Two friends of friends who talk and walk together..
Can sometimes have more fun than all around..
Somehow we forgot our old blues,
And the times when we were confused,
As we gazed at the beautiful hues
As the sun went down.
And reflected on the windows downtown..
     The sun can sink so slowly in the summer.
It seems to hang forever in the haze..
Pretty soon we were seen at the bars,
and sneakin' off to take a look at the stars,
And makin' love in the dunes to the music of the splashing waves...
Summer nights sometimes go on for days...
     Lake Michigan can roar like a haunted sea.
Lake Michigan can be calm as you'll ever see.
But Lake Michigan ain't keepin' you from me.
Lake Michigan is wild and it is free.
That big ol' Lake's a lot like you and me...
     September leaves caught fire in October.
The air gets cold and the sun don't hang around..
But I still see that light in your face,
And I love you in flannel and lace.
And I'm still mesmerized by your grace
When we're out on the town,
Where the chilly wind makes a howlin' sound..
     The buildings seem to light up now so early,
The Lake is gray and it spews out freezin' spray.
This winter is supposed to be cold,
A snowy one or so I've been told.
But I don't worry when I walk to your door at the end of the day.
In your face the sun and warmth don't fade away..
     Lake Michigan can roar like a haunted sea.
Lake Michigan can be calm as you'll ever see.
But Lake Michigan ain't keepin' you from me.
Lake Michigan is wild and it's free.
That big ol' lake's a lot like you and me...
     And now, we walk together in Chicago.
Our arms are full, and there's Christmas lights downtown.
We just cut in front of a bus. A taxi almost ran over us.
But that's just the way things are done in Ol' Chi Town,
Where the wind blows your scarf all around..
***********************
January 10, 2015
I-94 is a couple long lines, cuttin' through the corn fields, prairies and pines,
Shootin' 'cross the rivers by the hills and the lakes, On I-94 you never need brakes.
Port Huron to Deetroit, Ann Arbor, Kazoo, Chicago, Milwaukee and Madison, too.
Twin Cities to Fargo, Bismark to Billings, it's a thousand miles of pot holes that will knock out your fillings...
     Yeah they're slippin' and slidin' and spinnin' on ice
Minivans rollin' and tumblin' like dice
Low flying trailers scatter their loads
On I-94, It's a mighty mean road...
Ya got campers and truckers and pick 'em up trucks,
Horses and heifers and chickens and ducks.
Buses and cars and trucks that explode,
On I-94, It's a mighty mean Road.
I -94 put a truck up your rear. Got too many people on it drinkin' beer.
On I-94 you better move fast or move it on over and let 'em fly past.
You might think this is funny. You might think I jest.
Or maybe I just drive too much and build up stress,
But I'd like see you actin' cool and lookin' your best
With semi trucks dancin' all over your chest.
You got motor bikes goin' by buzzin' like bees
People rollin' over crashin' into the trees.
Blow outs and break downs and honkin' like seals.
On I-94 It's like Hell on wheels...
******************
January 2, 2016
A walk in the Dunes
J. DeHollander, J. Picard
A walk in the dunes, the end of the day.
All out of tunes, nothing left to play.
Being here with you is too good to be true.
Ooooo, I love you....
     No more deals to make, no more neon signs
Just moon light on the lake, that shimmers though the pines,
And stars above the bay that sparkle when I say
Hey, I love you....
     And I don't care if there's sand in my shoes
And I don't care which way that we choose.
All care about is being with you...
Here with you.....In the dunes........
     Working in a foundry, can make my brain decay,
But, velvet breeze around me can help me sail away
But darlilng only you can make my world feel new. 
Oooo....I love you...
     I don't know how you found me..
I don't know why you stay.
Your loveliness astounds me...
It Takes my breath away
So wrap yourself around me forever and today
And say I love you...
     And I don't care if there's sand in my shoes
And I don't care which way that we choose.
All care about is being with you...
Here with you.....In the dunes..
     A walk in the dunes, the end of the day.
All out of tunes, nothing left to play.
Being here with you is too good to be true.
Ooooo, I love you....
****************************
February 14,, 2017 posting from ?
TOPINABEE
A
One year when spring was new
D
I didn’t have too much to do,
A E 
 So I caught a train a’headed for the Soo.
A
Across the land we flew,
D 
 I saw things both old and new,
A E A
I knew I’d done just what I had to do.
     I saw lots of lakes and streams,
Skies of blue, and hills of green
Pretty towns were scattered in between.
Some were big, but not ‘em all,
In fact some were pretty small,
And this one was the prettiest I’d seen.
D
Topinabee, sweet, sweet, sweet,
A 
 Topinabee, that’s where I’m gonna be,
D E
It’s Topinabee, if you’re lookin’ for me…..
I got right off that train,
An’ I suddenly felt sane.
The crazy cities all but left my mind.
The air was clear and sweet,
An’ the trees made it complete.
I forgot about the things I left behind.
     The desk clerk cast a spell,
When I checked in the hotel,
No matter what she did she had a smile.
An’ that’s just all it took,
Just a smile and just a look,
An’ I knew that I’d be right here for a while.
     In Topinabee, sweet, sweet, sweet,
Topinabee, that’s where we’re gonna be….
It’s Topinabee, if it’s me you wanna see…
     I see lots of pretty scenes
Lots of lakes and lots of streams,
And now I walk along with ‘Lexie Green.
She’s smart and really sweet,
An’ her smile makes her complete.
And, yes sir, she’s the prettiest I’ve seen.
     Topinabee, sweet, sweet, sweet,
Topinabee, that’s where I’m gonna be. 
It’s Topinabee, if your lookin’ for me.
     Topinabee, sweet, sweet, sweet,
Topinabee, It’s where I’m feelin’ free.
Topinabee, I bet that’s where I’ll be…
****************************
She is an Angel song posted on February 14, 2017
She’s An Angel
I see no wings, but she’s an angel. 
 She lost her halo, long time ago
But she’s got things covered from every angle. 
 She jumps the start, she makes things go.
Her sparkling eyes don’t hide the shadows
Of things that happened long time ago.
And the world comes at her from every angle
But she does alright, I know you know…
She can ice skate across the sky on a sunny summer day.
She can dance on a rainbow ‘til the color blue starts to cry.
She’ll climb any ocean and swim up any mountain.
She’ll be on your side ‘til after the rivers run dry.
She’s an angel, I’m here to tell. 
She’s a wish from a wishing well.
It’s ringing clear now, just like a bell.
She’s an angel, I can always tell.
And when she smiles, it’s like the sunrise
In the clear blue sky, deep within her eyes,
Where the pools of wonder reflect inside her,
Sparkle in my eyes and take me by surprise.
She flies, she flows, and she hovers lightly.
Her humor leaves a mark, and a healthy glow.
She sparkles like the stars and she does it nightly.
Don’t ask me how I know. I know you know…
She can ice skate across the sky on a sunny summer day.
She can dance on a rainbow ‘til the color blue starts to cry.
She’ll climb on ocean and swim down any mountain.
She’ll be on your side ‘til after the rivers run dry.
She’s an angel, I’m here to tell. 
 She’s a wish from a wishing well.
It’s ringing clear now, just like a bell
She’s an angel, I can always tell.
*************************************
I stole the idea for this song from the radio station I was listening to as I roamed the UP....
All these Little Things..
     The way you wear your clothes,
The way you wear your hair,
The way you dance around the room 
When you think that there’s nobody there…
     The way you whisper so softy,
The way you laugh out loud,
The way your eyes are smiling at me 
Puts my head in the clouds..
     Guess it’s just all of these little things,
Make me happy, make my heart sing,
Make my shoulders feel lighter’
Make me feel like I grew a set of wings…
     The way you work so hard,
The way you take a chance,
The way you let your self go,
With the musical flow, when you dance…
      The way you make your points,
The way you stand your ground,
The way you listed so closely,
And then say something profound.
      Guess it’s just all of these little things,
Make me happy, make my heart sing,
Make my shoulders feel lighter,
Make me feel like I grew a set of wings…
     The way you hold your fork,
The way you hold your drinks….
The way you hold your nose,
When I writin’ a verse and it stinks…
     Guess it’s just all of these little things…
*********************************
OUT OF THE BLUE
     A song came floating by, 
Hit me in the eye 
I was just walkin’ by, 
 I caught it on the fly, 
 No, I don’t know why
It just came out of the sky.
But it didn’t just pass by
It caught me on the fly,
I really don’t know why
It made me think of you.
      Half the time I think of myself,
The rest the time I think of myself
My heart is up there on the shelf 
But now I’m thinkin’ about you
Maybe I should hand it to you…
     Yeah, I’m thinkin’ about you,
Right out of the blue,
A very happy blue. 
 I’m thinking about you
      I’m thinking about you
You’re face, your true blue.
The kinda things you like to do,
Right outa the blue.
I’m thinkin’ ‘bout you.
     Everything I’ve seen,
Everything I know,
Everywhere I’ve been,
Everywhere I go,
I’m thinkin’ about you
     Right out of the blue
That’s all I know
Guess it’s what I do,
Thought you should know,
I’m thinking ‘bout you,
Right out of the blue…
(Repeat first two verses)
(Repeat first two verses…)
*********************************
Howlin’
Fifty second Tuesday,
Of my thirty second year,
To celebrate my birthday,
I drank a little beer.
Down at my local Tavern,
      I was feelin’ little fear.
I musta caused a ruckus,
‘Cause they said “Get out of here!”
I was howlin’…like a dog…..
I was howlin’ …like a dog.
On just a couple of beers,
I weren’t nothin’ but an old hound dog….
     She was sittin’ by the juke box,
A gimlet in her hand,
A ruby on her eye brow,
And a diamond on her hand.
Her dress was something else again
I think you understand.
She reminded me of Michigan,
I love the lay of the land….
       I was howlin’….etc.
    I asked her if she would honor me,
With a dance on the floor.
She jumped right up and twirled around,
And then she twirled some more.
We did the Hoochie Coochie
‘Till the owner said no more.
We laughed out loud right in his face 
An’ danced right out the door.
      I was howlin’…etc
    Fifty second Wednesday, 
Of my forty second year,
To celebrate my birthday,
I drank a little beer,
Down at my local tavern
I was feelin' little fear.
I musta caused a ruckus 'caus they said get outa here...
      I was howlin’…like a dog…..
I was howlin’ …like a dog.
On just a couple of beers,
I weren’t nothin’ but an old hound dog......
*****************
     Maybe the prettiest in the world,
Got me spinnin’ like a Tilt-o-Whirl,
She’s as witty as I’ve seen.
     The birds are callin’ out her name,
Her thoughts are wrappin’ ‘round my brain,
Got me sailin’ in and outa sane,
Like a lighthouse by the sea.
     And if they find another flower,
Then they ought to name the thing after her.
She’s got a kind of power, 
But it’s not just what you see that’s for sure…
     Her eyes are always open wide,
In shifting sands and rising tides,
I love to have her by my side.
Her words are music to me….
     I kinda like her giggle talk,
I kinda like her wiggle walk,
I really like that dress she bought,
I think you know what I mean…
     And if they find another flower,
Then the Latin name should be about her.
She’s got a kind of power 
But it’s not just her physique that’s for sure
Wisenheimer
     A wisenheimer little girl,
Maybe the prettiest in the world,
Got me spinnin’ like a Tilt-o-Whirl,
She’s as witty as I’ve seen.
     The birds are callin’ out her name,
Her thoughts are wrappin’ ‘round my brain,
Got me sailin’ in and outa sane,
Like a lighthouse by the sea.
     And if they find another flower,
Then they ought to name the thing after her.
She’s got a kind of power, 
But it’s not just what you see that’s for sure…
     Her eyes are always open wide,
In shifting sands and rising tides,
I love to have her by my side.
Her words are music to me….
     I kinda like her giggle talk,
I kinda like her wiggle walk,
I really like that dress she bought,
I think you know what I mean…
     And if they find another flower,
Then the Latin name should be about her.
She’s got a kind of power 
But it’s not just her physique that’s for sure…
Wisenheimer
     A wisenheimer little girl,
Maybe the prettiest in the world,
Got me spinnin’ like a Tilt-o-Whirl,
She’s as witty as I’ve seen.
     The birds are callin’ out her name,
Her thoughts are wrappin’ ‘round my brain,
Got me sailin’ in and outa sane,
Like a lighthouse by the sea.
     And if they find another flower,
Then they ought to name the thing after her.
She’s got a kind of power, 
But it’s not just what you see that’s for sure…
     Her eyes are always open wide,
In shifting sands and rising tides,
I love to have her by my side.
Her words are music to me….
     I kinda like her giggle talk,
I kinda like her wiggle walk,
I really like that dress she bought,
I think you know what I mean…
     And if they find another flower,
Then the Latin name should be about her.
She’s got a kind of power 
But it’s not just her physique that’s for sure…
(2 instrumental verses)
Repeat “Latin Name” middle.
Repeat first three verses a
(2 instrumental verses)
Repeat “Latin Name” middle.
****************************
I Lost Your Way
     The pebbles and the colored stones 
Speak to me like braille, 
But I can’t read your foot prints
Disappearing in the hail.
     In the absence of your foot prints
Wandering through the dunes,
The sun lay down on the water,
Now I’m howlin’ at the moon.
     All the red pine needles
Point to places that you’re not.
The white pines laugh and whisper
All the things that I forgot.
     The waves are loomin’ larger
And they’re tumblin’ on the shore,
Splashin’ into airy mists,
Until they are no more
     Out here in the storm, 
I guess I lost your way…
My compass doesn’t seem to work 
So well with out you…
Out here in the storm,
I forgot to say,
My compass doesn’t seem to work
So well with out you…
I lost your way…I lost your way….
     A slate sky as the sun went down,
The trees danced in the wind.
The birches crack like lightning,
As the storm starts to begin.
     Blue herons can’t control themselves
As they try to fly away.
The clouds are low and movin’ fast
And comin’ ‘cross the bay…
     Out here in the storm,
I guess I lost your way, etc.
************************
April 8, 2016
Found this from long ago...The notebook paper it's written on is yellowed and brittle, pieces have broken off.......But my cursive penmanship is beautiful...I did have to rewrite it, a bit
....Basically combining two verses...So now I have some left over verse...... Better too many than not enough......Anyway, here you go...
FUNNY CHEMICALS
      Writers may run out of reasons,
Poets may run out of rhymes.
Springtime may come out of season,
A body might run out of wine...
Painters may loose their perspective
Farmers may run out of beans..
But they'll never run out of funny chemicals
Until the rivers run out of streams....
      Drink it up, eat it up, take your time....
Lap it up, suck it up, it's so fine.
     Lawyers may run out of clients,
Judges may run out of fines.
A book may run out of pages,
A forest may run out of pines
Big ole rocks might fall from space.
Children may walk out of time
But they'll never run out of funny chemicals
until the neon runs out of signs.
     Snort it up, shoot it up,....take your time...
Spit it up, cough it up, It's so fine...
     They'll probably run out of coal and oil
Environmentalists out of steam.
Maybe even rock and roll 
Will wake up from it's dream,
Ideas might run out of thinkers..
And movies may run out of scenes...
But they'll never run out of funny chemicals...
Until the rivers run out of streams
     Drink it up, eat it up, take your time....
Lap it up, suck it up, it's so fine.
    The school just may run out of stories 
When the fish reach the end of the line.
Bartenders may run out of whiskey
Hustlers may run out of lines..
Armies may run out of ammo (HA!)
Venetians may run out of blinds...
But they'll never run out of funny chemicals
Until the rivers.......... run out of signs...
                  *******************************
Left over lines...
* Employers may run out of wages....
* Head shops my run out of screens.....
* Christians may run out of lions
* Tarzan may run out of vines
* A vineyard may run out of vines..
.(It hurt to cut those)
* Wives may run out on their husbands
(Sexist....It's usually the other way around, anyway..)
* Russia may run out of ammo....(It was redundant, eh?).
* Satellites may fall from space...
************************************
April 3, 2016 · 
Crocus In The Snow
     I camped on the bank of the river where we used to go.
It was in the early Spring, I saw a crocus in the snow.
The biggest bend had washed away and trees were in the flow.
It wasn't quite the place we used to know.
The path was blocked and I slipped on the snow.
     I wonder if things ever are the same....?.
Oh, sure, we're all a oneness, man I'm game...
But horizons from the shuttle though,
Are different than a plane 
Within, without, the constant theme is change...
But different doesn't mean it's not the same...
     I saw my old friend Linda just today.
She looked the same to me as yesterday.
Her wrinkles gave her character, she still had lots to say.
We talked about the dues we'd had to pay.
She's still the same, she's growing every day...
     The constant things inflexible are few...
And most of those are things that we shouldn't do..
Even this ol' stupid world knows how to start new..
How many people sparkle like the dew?
Light and gravity stay the same, not you..
     I camped on the bank of the river where we used to go.
It was in the early Spring, I saw a crocus in the snow.
The biggest bend had washed away and trees were in the flow.
It wasn't quite the place we used to know.
The path was blocked and I slipped on the snow.......,
So I got back up and I found another way to go...
Cut River 1992
***************
February 15, 2017
I woke up in the morning and I walked out in a field. 
The morning breeze blew me a great big kiss.
The daisies did a dance, I saw them smile in Queen Anne's Lace
So beautiful it made me think of this....

With grass hoppers and butterflies
And clouds that seemed unreal
The clover seemed to hover in the dew,
I swear I caught some rushes from some Indian Paint BrushesI 
But not one of them was prettier than you..

Oh, I've seen rainbows in the Summer arching clean from North to South
I've seen flaming leaves in Autumn fairly sing.
I've seen frost on Winter windows that would make you drop your mouth.
I've seen apple blossoms glistening in Spring....

And I've seen stars at night a winkin' at a big old dreamy moon.
I've seen shooting stars as left and right they flew.
I've smelled roses when their fragrance was enough to make me swoon
But not one of them was prettier than you.

Orange lilies danced beside the steam than giggled by,
Wild roses sat and played along the bank.
Dragon Flies and Jays both showed their love of clear blue sky.
Cicadas did their thing and they really cranked.

The tress just smiled and swayed 
and the tall grasses blew in waves.
Wild flowers dressed themselves in many hues....
I caught the scent of lilac as I watched 'em on parade,
But not one of them was prettier than you...

Sunlight kissed the wingtips of the mourning doves that flew,
On the kind of breeze that only blows in May.
Around the bend I saw him. In front of me the ghost of Claude Monet.

Painting poplars and the blossoms and the mists of earl day,
Using shades of green and yellow, red and blue...
Ski scenes on the water that would take your breath away,
But not one of them was prettier than you.

Oh, I've seen rainbows in the Summer arching clean from North to South
I've seen flaming leaves in Autumn fairly sing.
I've seen frost on Winter windows that would make you drop your mouth.
I've seen apple blossoms glistening in Spring....

And I've seen stars at night a winkin' at a big old creamy moon.
I've seen shooting stars as left and right they flew.
I've smelled roses when their fragrance was enough to make me swoon
But not one of them .
Oh no, not one of them, was prettier than you...
Morning Field
**************
Jim Picard
Wild flowers dressed themselves in many hues
*****************************
Karen's Song  February 20, 2017
     Standing in the middle of a frosty morning 
Near the lake where the crystals of ice are forming, 
Think about me. I'll think about you.
     When the side walk has vanished without a trace,
And the snow is flying right into your face,
Think about me. I'll think about you...
     When you can't tell whether it's snow or rain,
And the wind chill shivers right though your brain,
Think about me. I'll think about you..
     When the snow drifts form outside,
And the windows rattle from the storm.
I'll think of you with pride,
Thoughts of you keep me warm....
     When the frost is formin' patterns on the window panes
And the wind chill shivers right through your brain,
Think about me, I'll think about you.....
     When your car door is taken by a gust of wind 
and engine turns over real slow again,
Think about me...I'll think about you...
     When you're standing on the corner waiting for a bus.
And a truck barrels by and gets you good with slush
Think about me. I'll think about you....
      And when the snow drifts form outside,
And the widows rattle from the storm.
I think of you with pride....
Thoughts of you keep me warm....
*****************
You want to see me go manic for a while? Watch me go through my "files" and finding a song I used to play all the time....Have no idea why I stopped singing it....But the hand written four verses were numbered 1, scratched out and labeled 2, The next one was 1, the third one was labeled 5. The last one was labeled 2 or 3. No sign of a fourth verse anywhere. Was there one? I really didn't know..Well, after a short but furious search I found the missing verse, and some bad ones that didn't make the cut....Here's how I think it goes... It is one of my favorites, now that I think about it...
Linda.
Her reflection smiles at me from all the emerald dew.
Beaming back the laughter of the sun.
Soaring past the whispers of the flirting clouds
Singing on the run....
.
She's stylish as a meadow flower in Spring's new light.
A Tiger Lilly burns bright in Queen Anne's Lace.
Sparking blues of morning breeze in rainbow hues
From deep in Outer Space.
Linda, Oh Linda soars the skies.
Linda, my Linda makes me wise...
She's beautiful to say the least
The finest seen by this ol' beast
So firm, and freely fresh and wild.
A nearly perfect Nature's child
She's soft as warm and bright as life in August air.
Her Summer breeze skirts twirling twilight's purr..
No Winter wind beneath the moon
Could waver the melodic tune of her.
Linda, Oh Linda soars the skies..
Linda, Linda makes me wise...
.
She's beautiful to say the least
The finest seen by this ol' beast
So firm, and freely fresh and wild.
A nearly perfect Nature's child..
Her music walks the land between the sky and sea.
A timeless footprint giving form to sand
Don't wonder why I feebly try to sing of her..
I'd love to be her man.
Oh, Linda, Oh, Linda soars the sky....
********************************
Chicago
     When I first saw you walkin' in Chicago,
Your arms were full, and your hair was flowin' down,
You cut right in front of a bus,
You and the driver both cussed.
But that's just the way things are done in ol' Chi Town.
The wind blew your scarf around...
     And when I finally met you up on Lake Shore,
Your hair was short and your arms were golden brown.
But still, I knew it was you. Although I never really knew who
That woman was that turned my head around...
When I'd seen you walkin' downtown...
     Lake Michigan can roar like a haunted sea.
Lake Michigan can be calm as you'll ever see.
But Lake Michigan ain't keepin' you from me.
Lake Michigan is wild and it's free.
That big ol' Lake's a lot like you and me....
     Two friends of friends who talk and walk together..
Can sometimes have more fun than all around..
Somehow we forgot our old blues,
And the times when we were confused,
As we gazed at the beautiful hues
As the sun went down.
And reflected on the windows downtown..
     The sun can sink so slowly in the summer.
It seems to hang forever in the haze..
Pretty soon we were seen at the bars,
and sneakin' off to take a look at the stars,
And makin' love in the dunes to the music of the splashing waves...
Summer nights sometimes go on for days...
     Lake Michigan can roar like a haunted sea.
Lake Michigan can be calm as you'll ever see.
But Lake Michigan ain't keepin' you from me.
Lake Michigan is wild and it is free.
That big ol' Lake's a lot like you and me...
     September leaves caught fire in October.
The air gets cold and the sun don't hang around..
But I still see that light in your face,
And I love you in flannel and lace.
And I'm still mesmerized by your grace
When we're out on the town,
Where the chilly wind makes a howlin' sound..
     The buildings seem to light up now so early,
The Lake is gray and it spews out freezin' spray.
This winter is supposed to be cold,
A snowy one or so I've been told.
But I don't worry when I walk to your door at the end of the day.
In your face the sun and warmth don't fade away..
     Lake Michigan can roar like a haunted sea.
Lake Michigan can be calm as you'll ever see.
But Lake Michigan ain't keepin' you from me.
Lake Michigan is wild and it's free.
That big ol' lake's a lot like you and me...
     And now, we walk together in Chicago.
Our arms are full, and there's Christmas lights downtown.
We just cut in front of a bus. A taxi almost ran over us.
But that's just the way things are done in Ol' Chi Town,
Where the wind blows your scarf all around..
*****************
March 28 at 2:00am · 
     Fifty second Tuesday,
Of my thirty second year,
To celebrate my birthday,
I drank a little beer.
Down at my local Tavern,
I was feelin’ little fear.
I musta caused a ruckus,
‘Cause they said “Get out of here!”
     I was howlin’…like a dog…..
I was howlin’ …like a dog.
On just a couple of beers,
I weren’t nothin’ but an old hound dog….
    She was sittin’ by the juke box,
A gimlet in her hand,
A ruby on her eye brow,
And a diamond on her hand.
Her dress was something else again
I think you understand.
She reminded me of Michigan,
I love the lay of the land….
     I was howlin’….etc.
     I asked her if she would honor me,
With a dance on the floor.
She jumped right up and twirled around,
And then she twirled some more.
We did the Hoochie Coochie
‘Till the owner said no more.
We laughed out loud right in his face
An’ danced right out the door.
     I was howlin’…etc
     Fifty second Wednesday,
Of my forty second year,
To celebrate my birthday,
I drank a little beer,
Down at my local tavern
I was feelin' little fear.
I musta caused a ruckus 'caus they said get outa here...
I was howlin’…like a dog…..
I was howlin’ …like a dog.
On just a couple of beers,
I weren’t nothin’ but an old hound dog......
**********************
James Picard
March 28 at 1:47am · 
Thought I'd move this song up to here......
Linda.
     Her reflection smiles at me from all the emerald dew.
Beaming back the laughter of the sun.
Soaring past the whispers of the flirting clouds
Singing on the run....
     She's stylish as a meadow flower in Spring's new light.
A Tiger Lilly burns bright in Queen Anne's Lace.
Sparking blues of morning breeze in rainbow hues
From deep in Outer Space.
     Linda, Oh Linda soars the skies.
Linda, my Linda makes me wise...
     She's beautiful to say the least
The finest seen by this ol' beast
So firm, and freely fresh and wild.
A nearly perfect Nature's child
     She's soft as warm and bright as life in August air.
Her Summer breeze skirts twirling twilight's purr..
No Winter wind beneath the moon
Could waver the melodic tune of her.
     Linda, Oh Linda soars the skies..
Linda, Linda makes me wise...
     She's beautiful to say the least
The finest seen by this ol' beast
So firm, and freely fresh and wild.
A nearly perfect Nature's child..
     Her music walks the land between the sky and sea.
A timeless footprint giving form to sand
Don't wonder why I feebly try to sing of her..
I'd love to be her man.
Oh, Linda, Oh, Linda soars the sky....
***************
James Picard· 
     Oh, this is wonderful, Oh, I guess we're free.
Oh, this is marvelous this breeze this you this me..
Oh life is wonderful between the sky and sea.
Blues and greens are always magnificent,
But it's different when you're free.
      The kids I guess are busy, the kids mean all to me.
The kids did what we taught 'em, the kids they grew up free.
But once there were two people, not five, not four, not three.
And since our vows beneath the steeple,
It's the first time just you and me....
     Oh, the White Pines are sighin' 
And the red squirrels are climbin'
And jumpin' from tree to tree.
The Red Pines are shinin'
And the white gulls are flyin'
From the beach to shining sea,
     The blue air is swirlin' and the clear waves are curlin'
Sliding stones along the sand.
A lake of ten hues, guess I'll call 'em all blues,
As I sit with you holding your hand.
     Oh, this is wonderful, Oh... this is grand..
Oh, it's incredible, but still just waves and sand.
But you, you are so beautiful, you're ecstasy to me.
And oh, it's indescribable just how much you mean to me...
     The clouds are streakin' and the sand is squeekin' as we walk along the shore,
The sun ain't foolin' but the lake air's coolin'
As we sweat and ask for more...
The rocks are shinin' and my heart is flyin'
In the breeze just watch it soar.
I've known you for years, maybe it's just the beers...
But I really want to know you much more.
     Oh, this is wonderful, Oh, I guess we're free.
Oh, this is marvelous this breeze this you this me..
Oh life is wonderful between the sky and sea.
Blues and greens are always magnificent,
But it's different when you're free.
***********************
Eliza Creek
     Eliza Creek, have mercy on me. 
Tumble and twirl, sparkle and swirl
I see you dancing through the trees...
     Eliza Creek, tumbliin' free
Shine in the sun, 
Sing on the sun
I hear you echo through the trees..
     Eliiza Creek, gentle and free,
Tumbling true you make your own dew
Flowing through the heart of me...
     Eliza Creek, have mercy on me.
Meander my way and bubble away
You disappear beneath the trees..
     I've got mountains rolling in like the waves on a fresh water sea.
I've got a thousand ideas and all of them useless to me
I got Dylan "dancing 'neath a diamond sky, with one hand wavin' free."
I got lupines in bloom, and the birds have been tallkn' to me. 
 And mountains rolling in like the waves on a fresh water sea.
     Keweenaw Bay, lappng at me....
A wave in the sand, a bird in the hand 
Both returning back to sea...
     Peninsula sky, shining on me.
Copper to gold, on mountains so old,
They just cant hide their majesty..
     Up Liza Creek, no paddle with me
Labor and love, eagles and doves,
Water falls and falling trees..
     Peninsula sky, laughing at me.
Sunrise on the lake, sunset on the lake.
I guess it's all the same to me..
     I've got mountains rolling in like the waves on a fresh water sea.
I've got a thousand ideas and all of them useless to me
I got Dylan "dancing 'neath a diamond sky, with one hand wavin' free."
I got lupines in bloom, and the birds have been tallkng to me.
With mountains rolling in like the waves on a fresh water sea..
*****************************
James Picard I can do that....
LILAC TREE....Well hey look! There goes a woman, Seems like a pretty good woman to me. She's got a forthright stride and a steady gaze. She's confident and friendly and she moves with ease. She's graceful to they eye, like a Summer's Day. Oh I bet she's fun to know but it really don't matter to me...Because the woman I love with ease...Around me.......Look at Lady Slippers dancing in the Chickery....Forget-Me-Nots are scattered all through the trees...Orange lilies gently burning in the breeze, But I remember Lilac Burgundy. I remember Lilac Burgundy.. Oh yeah, the woman I love is like a Lilac tree, year after year she's there blooming for me. She's graceful to the eye like a summer's day. She's confident and friendly and she moves with ease....arroud me... Look at Lady Slippers dancing in the Chickery....Forget-Me-Nots are scattered all through the trees...Orange lilies gently burning in the breeze, But I remember Lilac Burgundy. I remember Lilac Burgundy
*********************
TOGETHER ALONE.....I suppose I really should be goin'...I had a good time at the show. I wonder which one they'll be showing, when ever if ever we go. Next time I hope they have popcorn . My treat this time if you drive...The movie was good to get lost in...Now here we are back again live...Twos strangers together this evening, Together together alone. Both of us soon should believing, But sometimes the heart straggles home...Sometimes the heart struggles home......I'm not really sure why you asked me...It kinda came as a surprise. Maybe next time we'll stop glancing, and look into each other' eyes....Twos strangers together this evening, Together together alone. Both of us soon should believing, But sometimes the heart straggles home...Sometimes the heart struggles home...
*************************
 Oh Sarah, won't you come out and go walking with me, it doesn't matter where it might be. Any place is fine with me. Oh Sarah, it doesn't matter what route we take. Just down the road or maybe 'round the lake, it doesn't matter what we do...I just want to be with you....You see the sum is dancing on the snow today, the sparkles are dancing on you. It makes me happy when you smile that way, it makes me want to smile too...
*************************
 GOOD LOOKS GIRL.....Don't mind me looking at your good looks girl, I don't want to do it on the sly. Don't want to stoop to staring either, but lord you know I'm just a guy, who's far apart and grown so very tired of being alone, so far from home, so far from those he's known he don't know what to do...But he's lookin' at you............A natural feeling that I'm not concealing makes me want to dance your way. The big beat pounding of my heart is sounding like the thunder on the bay, It's just your harmony that's doing all this harm to me. The way you move so free in all that you do....I think I'm falling for you..............If you don't think that we can make it I'll just smile and fly away. An' it might be wrong for us to fake it, but it might be for just a day....But I'm a man who's known some precious people as I've grown, and if you're one of them I won't be gong' far away.....Although I probably won't stay.........So don't mind me looking at your good looks girl, I don't want to do it the sly. Don't want to stoop to staring either, but lord you know I'm just a guy, who's far apart from home, so very tired of being alone, so far from those he's known, he don't know what to do...But he's lookin' at you.
*************
Pauline, I found this poem I wrote a couple of years ago. Funny, because I never write poems.....
I dreamt about a bear last night.
It was just lopping across the lake.
The view was foggy and the air was dank.
It was drizzly out and the day was late.
The bear ran across the the sheet of ice
In no particular hurry...
Just a big ol' ball of lazy fur,
No rage, no fight, no fury..
I remember seeing deer one time
All prancing on the lake
On all that clear flat open space 
Running clearly just for fun.
I couldn't tell about their mood.
They've got a poker face.
They seemed to know you may run hard,
But life is not a race.
I wish I was a deer at night.
I wish I was a bear.
Just me running wild and free
Not caring about where.
I wish that I could fly around,
And tap dance on the sky
Or maybe swoop without a sound
Gettin' bug food on the fly...
I hope I have a dream tonight.
You know it's only fair...
I want to be a deer at night,
And dream about a bear....
*******************************
I haven't written many songs lately, but my notebooks have a lot of almost written ones....Here's one that's been calling out to me lately........(Needs another verse, or something...)
I can walk on my feet.
I can walk on my hands
I can talk about things
That I don't understand.
I'm a one man party
Summer, Fall and Spring.
They say I'm artsy fartsy, 
But there's just one thing
I need a song. And I can't write a song...
Won't somebody please tell me how to write a song?
She's a great musician,
It's just that way.
When it comes to her solo, 
She will blow you away.
We got a band that's tight, 
In fact they're better than me...
There is only one problem here,
That I can see.
I can't write a song, 
We really need a song, 
And I can't write a song.
Something, real, no sing along.
We got a gig out on the highway. 
Mile on past the light.
That little bitty bar, eh?
Sittin' on the right?
The crowd is now a comin' in.
Talkin' laughin', gigglin'
I need a a pretty song to sing 
But my mind isn't sittin' in.
Won't somebody please just tell me how 
To write a song?
Just a pretty little ditty. 
Can that be so wrong?
It really shouldn't take this long.
Sure wish I could write a up song....
******************************
Here's one I just found....
What a pretty little place to just be born into.
What a pretty little space to place my time into.
What a pretty little face. Yeah, I'm looking at you.
What a pretty little place to just be born into.
Lake Superior eyes,
Deeper blue than the skies
Cirrus clouds sailing high
But I want to dive 
In Lake Superior eyes...
I didn't know you from here.
I didn't know you from there.
But I've seen you before
Like the stones on the shore,
And the beautiful shine of your hair.....
You sparkle in the dawn
You sparkle through the night
In even tempo blues
That kinda just feel right....
Deep pools of blue,
And sandy toes too.
Eyes as cool as the air
That heat up with dare.
Like the sun in the dunes,
And the dunes on the moon,
Like the air in the air,
And the you in your stare.....
Lake Superior eyes,
Deeper blue than the skies
I just want to dive 
In Lake Superior eyes.....
I have no memory of writing it. It has to have been at Twelve Mile Beach, West of Grand Marais, MI...
***************
James Picard
June 21, 2016 · 
Summer Breeze
[bookmark: _GoBack]Summer Breeze, Summer Breeze, dancing through the trees...
gently rustling leaves, Summer Breeze.
. 
Summer skies, Summer skies, slowly drifting by..
Softer than a sigh. Summer skies..
.
Summer bird, Summer bird, prettiest I've heard.
A song without a word. Summer bird...
.
And I know...... it's gonna get cold, Summer Breeze.
And I know........the snow's gonna blow, Summer Breeze
But for now you got it in ya, let go, Summer Breeze.
.
Summer day, Summer day, never go away.
Let me run and play, Summer day...
.
Summer Girl, Summer Girl, sparkle through my world.
Pirouette and twirl Summer Girl.
.
Summer eyes, Summer eyes, clear and open wide.
Got me hypnotized, Summer eyes...
.
And I know...it's gonna get cold, Summer Breeze.
And I know....the snow's gonna blow, Summer Breeze
For now ya got it in ya let it go, Summer Breeze...
.
Summer day, Summer day, never go away...
Let me run and play, Summer day...
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