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Preface
An inspired couple night’s worth of blugrassy ditties that came out while wandering from group
to group with Mikki Larrick at the 2018 California Bluegrass Association (CBA) Spring
Campout at the Stanislaus County Fairgrounds in Turlock, California. Sent a copy to Mikki for
use in her songwriting – she calls them hooks – as well as anyone else with whom she cared to
share them. And now blogged and pdf-ed for anyone else who might happenstance upon them in
the dreamtime ahead.
California Bluegrass Association
https://www.cbaweb.org
Facebook: California Bluegrass Association
https://www.facebook.com/californiabluegrass/
Ditties for the Bluegrass Pyre PDF
http://www.thestillnessbeforetime.com/dittiesforthebluegrasspyre.pdf
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Ditties for the Bluegrass Pyre
Michael J. Holshouser
CBA Spring Campout
Stanislaus County Fairgrounds
Turlock, California
April 2018
Sit back, good friends, hear some random thoughts,
And feel free to use ‘em and/or abuse ‘em as you like.
The players played afire into the wee-rising hours:
Fiddles ‘n banjos ‘n guitars ‘n mandolins ‘n basses ‘n more.
And I listened as true and full as true as full in this graying mind allows.
Holding on to nothing sets me straight.
The light in the window is drawing me home.
Hadn’t a clue till fate ran me into you.
Lord, don’t take me yet, I ain’t been paid.
How deep the song is the light of you.
With or without you, I am free, babe.
Life’s a rabbit hole, done left me feeling mean.
Took me places I never, never should have seen.
Ain’t no rewind button for the shoulda-coulda-woulda.
The rain, it washed me pure and clean.
The whim of fate is the hue of you.
I’m done, this body has tortured me long enough.
Blessed are the meek ain’t my way.
The monster’s in me, Momma, I’m sorry to say.
That girl, she done led me down a hard, hard trail.
The breeze, it felt so good across my suffering cheek.
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This jingle’s for you, now get out of my way.
The moon, it woke me, and I was out the door.
What bluegrass done for me, well, it just ain’t right.
The coon was a-running till my dog’s first bite.
Had no clue till she disappeared into the night.
Good thing I didn’t come home, I’d have shot ‘em both.
Bought my girl a ring, and she pawned my soul.
In my eyes, the bluegrass gaze; in my mind, the bluegrass daze.
We danced round the fire till the sun’s first light.
The truth, it ain’t never what it seems.
Missed my calling till one night it found me sitting next to you.
I am the outlaw in my girl’s worst dreams.
Fingers and thumb strum the tune.
The tapping foot draws out the song.
The lies, the lies, will you ever stop spinning them my way?
The mountain trail takes me home.
Pushed her out the hayloft to set myself free.
Woke up to Jack Daniels still stinging my tongue, blurring my mind.
Friday night’s high turned into the Monday morning blues.
Willie Nelson left on the bus last night.
This drifter’s arms will set you free at the morning light.
My momma, she’s the first and last woman for me.
Don’t know why you said goodbye.
Sold my soul again last night.
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It was with this song that I met the dawn.
I’m home again, woman, but not for long.
Stupid is stupid, oh say can’t you see.
Girl, I thought you said you’d set me free.
The Rabbit Hole is spiraling me down, down, down again.
How true is true? How false is false? And what’s the lie between?
Can’t you see what you mean to me?
Would have told her if she’d let me stay.
Left the squalor of the city lights for the country bluegrass song.
This old snap-crackle-pop back, it sure ain’t what it used to be.
My favorite old dog, he treed that coon.
The mystery born in you, was born in me, too.
That pearl necklace, it done broke my heart.
The root of life, it runs deep in me.
That rising moon made my dog and me howl for joy.
The preacher’s daughter, what she done to me.
Excuse me, my banjo calls.
The drifter’s song set me free.
Did I just hear another honey-tongue lie?
Won’t you sing that pretty song out loud again.
The different you, the different me, I am you and you are me.
Cry, baby, cry, just don’t say goodbye.
She came to me in a sky-blue cotton dress.
Tell me it ain’t true, and I’ll believe the lie.
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That Jack burns my tongue just right tonight.
Damn you, Willie, play on, play on.
How sweet the sound, the stream in me.
The future of time is but a song in my mind.
She made me cry, so I stayed another day.
The last song let my dreams run free.
Jezebel, Jezebel, please, please, leave me alone.
The wandering caravan alit with bluegrass fire travels across the land.
How true the true, how false the false.
Sing that song again for me, my friend.
Higher highs, lower lows, you bring ‘em all home, girl.
Whoever said love is forever never met you.
Lead me on, pretty girl, and I will follow like the dog I am.
One, two, three, four, the tune carries the floor.
Reflections, what do they mean?
Every creek a Mississippi traveling to the sea.
Music, it sets me free.
The nomads of bluegrass ride again.
The limb broke, and I died.
Banjo or fiddle or guitar or mandolin, the big brown bass strums along.
That pony don’t care much for me.
The harmonic string finds its chord.
Malarkey met its definition in you.
It’s a cold world, Momma, and I am so alone.
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Without you, what would I do?
Just another silly song while the river streams on.
Was it A? Was it D? Can’t remember for the life of me.
Nurse that beer, smoke that song.
Best walk away, girl, don’t ask why.
Country songs, they set me free.
The door opens, the door closes, be sure to watch your toes.
The demon in your eyes makes my blood run cold.
American Apple Pie, it’s done lost its sheen.
Bliss, what was that again?
The glint of sunlight cast me over the rainbow.
Girl, who’s that boy staring at you?
I sing this song because it came to me last night.
The devil’s strumming left me cold.
Walking on water in my dreams.
Sorry, Dan, it ain’t true.
That river, was it a trickle? Was it a flood? I cannot remember.
Dreams asunder pluck my strings.
That twang makes me feel good.
Drifting down the Tuolumne was my destiny.
That banjo, it be too heavy for me.
Honky-tonk girl, don’t say goodbye to me.
Sorrow fills me like the wind does a tree.
Oh, Lord, the world took me away from you.
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The peas, they are green; the corn, it is yellow.
The train, it choo-chooed on down the line.
The fiddle played extraordinaire through the dawn’s early light.
That guitar, she taught me her tune.
Pawned my guitar for a ticket out of Memphis.
You say that you love me, but it sure ain’t true.
Your kisses leave me colder than a morning dew.
Me and my dogs, we howled at the moon all night.
The sun, the moon, they don’t care.
Your beauty, my beast, what a team we make.
The butler and the maid, they walked up the stairs.
Green eggs, green ham, cooked extra special fine.
The sorrow, it don’t need more rain.
Heaven hath no fury like a born-again shrew scorned.
Thing One, Thing Two, what on earth did you do?
Hello, goodbye, what does that mean?
Them hunting dogs missed the coon sleeping in the log.
Oh, Gabriel, Gabriel, where hast thine horn gone?
Bit off more than I can chew, and the devil, he’s collecting, with interest due.
Daddy told me, “Run, boy, run, hell hath no fury like your mother scorned.”
Walking along the wave-battered shore left me feeling just right.
Tunes, more tunes, and even more tunes, set the night ablaze.
Pass the ham, and then the corn, and then the peas.
The peas, it was passed after the ham and corn.
The moon, it made me howl all night.
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Keeping your nose on your own face looks best to me.
Midnight deflection is nothing more than a reflection in my mind.
Bluegrass heaven ain’t for me.
This dog day dummy has his sights set on you.
Dreams follow me home, and you are their queen.
Perish the thought afore it perishes you.
The mountains beckon me home so far away.
How a butterfly set me free.
She left me down and out, and then I met you.
Sleeping alone, it ain’t so bad next to you.
Country boy, take me home.
Country girl, take me home.
Say what you will, home, it be free.
How sweet the blues are to me.
Mountains of smoky blue strike my soul true.
The dream, as long as it is short.
Don’t ask, don’t tell, is the best policy for them who would be free.
That Kentucky moonshine left me feeling mean.
Letting stupid be stupid surely ain’t ever the good Lord’s way.
My girl slammed the door for good last night.
Drifting down the river set my soul free.
The smoky green burns well in my mind tonight.
She held me through the night till the morning light.
I’d have stayed if I’d known you loved me.
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You came home before I could leave you.
Today’s headlines are tomorrow’s sorrows.
All your promises were the same lies you told her.
Loyal to all and none, I burned a trail home free.
When you said you loved me, I believed it all true,
But it was a from-the-get-go lie I finally saw through.
Promised you everything, and it was never enough.
Held you close, dear, as close as close allows,
And still you left me all alone, crying and sighing,
Before the morning sunlight through the window streamed.
Yet another face in which vanity will find harbor.
It weren’t me, babe, it weren’t me. I swear my lie through and through.
Left the city for a mountain, and this life, it weren’t ever the same.
Sang it true till I met you.
Left you once, left you twice, third time’s the charm, unless you call me back again.
Un-caged, flying free, remembering again how little I care.
Only you? I don’t think so, kiddo. I’m a dog, a dog through and through.
Believed you when you said it was over, but then the door, it didn’t slam.
You love me, I love you, let’s say it again to prime it true.
Strumming them chords, he’s a bluegrass player.
You knew I was gone before I left.
I knew you were gone before you left.
Ain’t killed nobody today, but not for want of thinking about it.
The twang lingers in my mind, and on paper words flow, and then more again.
Another slice of dream tucks me in its seam.
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The sneeze that brought the house down.
The wolf blew and blew and blew, and then, voilà, he was stew.
Went home, passed out, woke up next to you.
Never knew how good a good friend could be, till I became good friends with you.
If leaving was the plan, best it was your idea.
The joke, it wasn’t funny to me, but I guffawed just the same.
If kisses were sand, we’d be lying on a beach.
Stopped coming by so long ago, when you made it clear I’d never be in your show.
Oh, you’re still here? Why? No, don’t answer that. Just let the door hit you at least once on the
way out.
If you knew how to read my mind, you’d know I’d told you it was over oh so long ago.
Bet you wouldn’t treat me this way if I was a rich movie star.
Immortal soul, mortal body, forever young playing the gray.
Bad news, good news, it don’t ever feel the same.
Twang, twang, the fiddle sang, the guitar joined in, and then the mandolin.
Say what you will, loving you ain’t no crime.
The morning light found me alone and free again.
Sift through the sand, and you’ll find my mind.
Can’t hear you, and not just because I don’t want to.
Hesitate too long and I’ll be gone.
They say the good die young, so at least I know I won’t ever be as old as you.
Wherever I set this pillow is my home.
I sang your song, now you sing mine.
You’ll find me at the end of the long and winding road, through two gates and a door.
The only thing that makes your being gone better is you thought it was your idea.
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The ice cracked, and I died.
So long ago you were handsome and bold, but now you’re just a couch potato leeching my soul.
The players came and went and found each other anew, happily strumming, happily singing, and
the crossing moon never even once noticed.
Roses are red, violets are blue,
I’ll sing a song if you sing one, too.
The happiest rose is the one you never picked.
You said you loved me, but it was just a ploy.
Now I’m forever ruined, and you think it funny.
I thought you’d be mine, I believed you’d be true.
Now you’re just another scar in my bittersweet mind.
I won’t miss the pain, darling, no, I won’t miss the pain.
Dittyfest, dittyfest, higher and higher and higher upon the dittyfest pyre.
I loved you once, I loved you twice,
But you said with a kiss it would never be enough,
And left me for a cherry red pickup
And my former best friend.
Hadn’t a clue till I met you.
The song ain’t mine, the song ain’t yours;
It belongs to anyone with an ear for verse.
Wandering here, wandering there, the tunes, the tunes, in every cranny, from every nook.
The difference between you and me is just a thought or two or three.
Alone in their own worlds, the players all play along.
Did I leave you? Did you leave me? Can’t remember, but we’re done-all-done just the same.
Hadn’t heard that one before, but it sounded the same.
The morning lark strums the fiddle in my head.
Half-baked ain’t bad at all.
A Christmas tree is dying to come home with you.
How sad the song that says you left me.
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He was a lamb when his wolf weren’t calling.
A tear came, and I was lost again.
The dog howled, the cat yowled,
And the band played on and on and on,
Until well past the break of dawn.
I left you, you left me, till we came together again under the old oak tree.
Drifting along, my heart has lost its song.
Forgive me, darling, and I’ll be happy again.
“Awesome!” was the last thing she said.
Lawman, lawman, lock me up or get me home, I’ll be drunk just the same.
So far away, so long ago, the show, the show, it changes so.
I said, “Stop, let me be.”
You said, “But I love you!”
And I cried out, “I just want to be free.”
Notes for you, a community true.
Did I fall in love? Did I fall in lust? The difference ain’t that much.
I thought I left you behind, but you followed me home anyway.
The highway ain’t no Yellow Brick Road,
But it be Oz in the mind a-trucking along.
Heard the call, and ignored it, as I so often manage to do.
You stole my heart, you stole my mind, your kisses, they left me blind.
I said, “Stop, please stop, don’t go, I love you.”
But you slammed the door, drove off with a roar, and I was all alone again.
Grabbed a beer, some chips, turned on the television,
And waited for Kate to stop by.
Mix it up; it ain’t nobody’s song.
Lord, don’t take me yet, I ain’t been laid.
Guess I’ll just stay the same man you left. It’ll probably keep working.
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Pieces fall, pieces scatter; rest assured I’m still yours through it all.
Nowhere to go, nothing to be, and no plans to change.
Only birds and fishes and spiders are freer than I.
That weren’t the plan in my head, so I’m moving on. Please resist the urge to follow.
Here tonight, gone tomorrow, enjoy me now in your candlelit nest,
For I’ll be gone before the sun peeks through the garden window.
And then I saw her ring.
I left you, darling, so you’d be free.
Time weaves along in me, along in you,
So we sing the song, and believe it true.
This little old heart hadn’t never felt love till I saw your sweet face.
You locked me out like the dog I am.
Told her I’d love her forever, and then never saw her again to prove it.
Drifters drift on, nice guys hang around.
Who wins, who loses, just a state of mind.
The dog sniffed here, the dog sniffed there.
The coon slipped away and lived another day.
Sitting here a-listening, it’s all music to me.
The gift of time ain’t mine to give
But for the attention, the reflection,
I lend your strumming rhyme.
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