American Lyricon Sampler

By Joel Young

I have been inspired by the words of writer John Mitchum since I was a kid. He wrote John Wayne's classic recitation, America Why I Love Her. 

The poems included here are more like songs than poems. Some rhyme, others tell stories in prose, some tell a history of a people with hearts without rest. They range from the early 90’s on through the present.

This is just a sampling of what is in my book American Lyricon: A Poet Sings of America published at www.Synergebooks.com. 

Happy reading, :)

Joel Young

Under Wide, Wide Skies 

(Inspired by the words of John Mitchum) 

I 

Should I sing of America? 

As my fathers have done? 

I know not the land 

They have seen 

From shore to distant shore 

For evermore new gospels 

Ring for hopeful spirit, 

Ingrained, that no anguish 

Could ever break. 

I stand for tomorrow 

Long to see the sun 

Underneath wide, wide skies 

II 

No shame, no sadness 

Such is the time I sing 

Beneath these wide, wide skies. 

America, America 

I praise my right to be 

Give me a wilderness 

Renewed in the spirit 

That made our passions strong 

And brought sanctuary 

To the pioneer, and the pilgrim 

Who with hard work, 

Brought forth a grand ideal 

No tyrant could over come. 

III 

Let our dreams expand forth 

From our hearts and minds 

Take the dawn bridge the twilight 

Braid the two as one. 

Rebuild anew that morning 

For a future where our children 

Can dream and lay foundations 

Across the stars, give their children 

Wide spaces to lie on open fields 

Look into wide, wide, skies 

And know there are worlds 

Not yet explored, a wilderness that 

Can be preserved too 

In the vastness of their imaginations, 

To dream under wide, wide skies.

Songs of the Droughtmen 

1 Windsong 

Whispers through brittle pines 

Across these browning hills. 

Breezes sing, cry and moan 

On the riverbed, dry as bones. 

Pastor John rambles his horse 

And ploughs the rocky plains. 

So he hums a tune. 

We're on the road from glory, 

Walking down glory road 

Into storms that pass by 

In this barren land. 

Why have you forsaken us, Father?

For our worldly sins 

Forgive us the day 

Accept our praise 

Get us back on the road to glory. 

2 Road to Glory 

When the winds begin to moan 

Howl, scream, and wail. 

When the hail begins to fall 

And the rains fall in buckets to hell. 

The road is muddy, hard, and scaled 

With the tracks of my kinsmen 

And the blood from their hands 

The sun has baked their hearts and wills 

Now their eyes are soaked with tears. 

Walking down the glory road 

Looking for new land. 

Where our farmers can dream again 

Work their hands in soiled fields 

To grow a future for our children. 

3 Prayer of the Droughtmen 

Our Father, 

I give thee thanks and hope 

With this solemn prayer: 

If ever a chance for rain. 

Our Father let it come soon! 

Let winds, where the fires stir 

Let the rain fall from the heavens 

Sweeten the gardens and the hills 

Temperate that orb, lighten our doom. 

If it's life that gave us fortuitous light 

For all the world to see 

Dim its bulb, a half a degree 

For at least a week 

To color these drought men’s fears. 

We'll bask in the glow, 

Where our gardens grow 

And breathe in the morning air. 

Let it rain on a white sun and steam bellow 

Where water's warm and tempests blow 

Yet feels good in this twilight glow 

Let the warmth make our hearts feel good 

Let the stillness be of gentle knowing, 

How your rain quenched and healed our woes. 

4 Pastures of Plenty 

They'll be pastures of plenty 

In this sacred land 

With grapes so gold, big, and bold 

Succulent to the taste 

Their wine shall be a medicine 

In this worldly fold. 

Cornfields shall rise to the horizons' beyond 

And far as the eye can see. 

Where ever we roam 

From these lowland valleys 

To torrent highland river shores 

May storms rise and desist in kind. 

Let there be pasture's of plenty 

And our people will always be free. 

A Radical Boy Moves to Peoria 

A radical boy moves to Peoria 

This was the end of the story. 

To begin we start in 1669 

When his ancestor was shipped 

Stateside as an indentured servant 

He met a woman who was a maid 

They lived forever in bliss in Pennsylvania. 

1750's were really chilly with the British 

Causing havoc and all. 

Family heroes were born in the American Outback 

Looking for the Northwest crossing 

They found a backdoor through Ohio 

The Canadian Pacific shores looked super in blue white. 

The Radical boy's ancestors had fun 

Some started the revolution without them 

There was killing, running, and horse-back riding. 

Real adventures stuff at the same time 

If it had gone on all at once that would be a record. 

Lutheran's were a different mix in the family. 

Kentucky was their Home. Farmers you know the type. 

Growing crops aplenty on the Mason-Dixon line 

They had their arguments though. 

They moved to Tennessee, Mississippi 

Some north to Ohio. 

The British came calling again in 1812 

The ancestors ran them down to New Orleans. 

A new land record was set but never written. 

Alligators were trained as pets 

Some became watchdogs too. They were cool. 

Into the blue land bayou's, where the river's ran 

On up the coast life was good and sweet. 

Things were good until the family had an argument 

That was 1861. You know what happened there. 

Things got settled. 

New York city shined opulent. 

It was growing all the time.

The family helped build the Islands.

One took a shine to a young woman 

Lonely, her family just off just off the boat. 

Their life together turned into a dream. 

Seventy years of love and marriage 

Their children grew strong and sure 

They survived it all wars and bad 

Dreams; winters and bad cures. 

His father fought for the Big Red one 

A man so self-assured he'd meet his 

Mom in a bunker while the London bridge 

was falling down. 

They fell in love 

Underneath a painted sky 

They'd settle in the old quarters 

In an Penn Mining town. 

This the new beginning 

And somewhere near the end 

Through the 60's he fought again 

He's father fought back to back. 

70's and 80's were hard years 

But a success none the less 

Chicago was the family home town. 

Always independent his son 

Followed the tradition. 

He's a radical to his own way. 

He does it well in Peoria 

If you can't make it there 

You can't make it anywhere. 

American Lyricon 

(Pep Rally Serenade)

1 

Bonfires of vanities burn 

histories of retribution 

time has come full circle. 

Get on up! Get on up my man! 

Get on up with love! 

Get on up with freedom 

Get on up with truth and justice 

Get down with the bull 

Get down with the lies 

To the men, who holds us down. 

We know you mister! 

We know who and what you are! 

All, I'm saying is be real for awhile 

See how it feels 

Let your wheels of hate stop spinning 

And deal with the real

Love your fellow neighbor 

As brothers and sisters should. 

2 

Can you dig this retro vibe? 

Stick around my brother 

ease your mind sister 

and speak your will. 

Get on up! Get on up! 

Sheep! We are all sheep! 

I've been a liar and a thief 

Hated my fellow man, 

Hurt family and friends 

And done wrong things. 

I've been condemned 

To live my life in karmic vacillation

There's a war out there in this wide sprawl.

Of our nation as well as within our own souls 

Things aren't as cool as they're saying. 

Catch the policy wonks and hypocrites 

Left wingers, right wingers and 

Other funky chickens do their thing. 

They aren't doing for us 

They're doing it for themselves. 

We're the dollar bills 

They're the collector! 

As a matter of principle, 

I here by rescind my currency 

And refuse their register. 

Guns are outdated by attrition 

Fight them through non-violent means 

Refuse payment of loyalty is all I'm saying. 

You have the freedom of conscious 

Let them know where you stand! 

3 

We see the world is shrinking 

What does it to mean to you? 

One man's wrong is another man's right 

But we all got a say no matter what. 

Get on up to the podium 

And sing your song of America! 

Get on up! Get on up... 

I have a question my friends 

Rhetorical perhaps. 

How many America's are there? 

North America, Latin America 

South America. 

I were to ask you how many 

American's are there? 

Two hundred seventy million and counting 

You all have a voice 

You all have a right to life 

To live like you want to live 

So long as it is within guidelines of humanity and decency. 

You can keep all the score sheets you want. 

4 

No measure or semblance of reason 

Can explain this new anxiety 

Called social impatience 

Are we so bored, lost, and dumb? 

We've become apathetic? 

We've let our leaders take away our individualism 

In the of name occupied freedom 

Just so a policy wonk can tell us 

He was minding business for his constituents. 

There are two circles 

The inner American and the outer one 

The inner fringe rules from the belt way 

Stripped foundations bare 

Of what this country once was or tries to be 

The outer fringe runs their gauntlet 

Overcoming obstacles just so they can survive. 

If our founding fathers were alive today 

There are cries of revolution in our city streets. 

This is not the America I learned in school 

I say our leaders today are un-American! 

5 

Voice your opinion my friend 

get up with your feelings 

tell us what you know. 

Get on up! Get on up! 

I protest my friends 

I'm sick of blaming and shaming 

this oblivious distinction 

of supremacist inclination! 

I'm not saying separatism 

is completely understood or wrong. 

I think it's a viable alternative 

That needs to be studied. 

We're losing our identity! 

In this vortex called societal renewal. 

We need to keep our minds strong 

And our heart and souls stronger 

Universal judges are watching 

May his minions watch over us. 

For the rulers who know no value 

What they are doing to their people. 

Their time is at hand I wish them no ill will 

History will judge them accordingly! 

Poem of a Disaffected Youth

I dreamed I saw Kerouac 

And the Buddha on the road, 

Elvis sang "glory, glory...." 

The sky was colored gold. 

They stopped to pick up a stranger

He spoke the words of Bob Dylan

But looked liked LBJ. 

He asked to be driven to Mexico 

Along the way he talked of many things

Of madmen, politics, money and things 

The Buddha quipped they were the same 

As Elvis sang Mystery Train. 

Than the stranger seem to change,

He talked of lives unloved 

The violence and peace of men. 

Miles Davis and Jimi Hendrix jammed. 

Through Kentucky rains, Bohemian ghettos 

and lonesome back roads 

They made their way along. 

The stranger told them of a soul who 

Had a body like JFK, the heart of 

Robert, the mind of Malcolm X and 

The conscious of MLK; who'd been 

Killed by his own people. 

Miles and his quartet played "so what." 

Jack and the Buddha looked at each other 

And knew what he was talking about. 

The nation turned brother against brother, 

It became the enemy it had fought 

Against for so long. 

He talked of rebellion in this land 

Choking in its own madness and seemed 

To last twenty lifetimes; 

A civil war of generations but only a few would die. 

In this strange and brutal world; mad 

Became sane; rich became poor; 

The damned were saved; heroes weren't 

Tolerated; they were treated like gods but 

Worshiped like devils. 

God was forbidden; prophecy was 

Contemptible; literacy became extinct. 

Man became collective unto himself 

And could do nothing without a 

Congress act. 

Kerouac and the Buddha became 

Weary of the stranger they too 

Seen madness in their worlds. 

As Elvis sang "my way",

Jack saw Sonora over the horizon. 

He stopped, rolled he a smoke,

Drifted on a cloud in sweet reflection

Than drove across the border. 

Whitman's Agony 

(Where the green goes to slumber) 

What a beautiful place to dream 

Where the green goes to slumber 

Across Harper's Ferry, where ships have sailed 

Their masts held high, 

Crossing green silver seas. 

Still, voices cry and scream in vain. 

Do you hear the mourning? 

Clubs raised high as smoke rose 

From coal stacks belching 

Polluting hate and poverty 

From an economic kiln. 

Where envy green smoke 

Rises into a black, black night. 

Still I hope, 

For this great people called humanity. 

What a glorious creation we are 

Holding such truths as Democracy 

This grand ideal of the American Dream. 

Holding fast a golden sun 

That stretches over this great country 

A vast spirituality of hills and valleys 

Where there's still so much to achieve. 

Yet these golden streets paved 

With good intentions, 

Run red with blood 

The rivers ever flowing 

Drowning souls who couldn't swim the tide. 

Sinking into deep, dark depths 

Where green fathoms swallow. 

Still there is hope to build again 

In the hazel green gleams 

Of our children's eyes 

Where their spirited hearts glow. 

Build a ladder, 

Hang picturesque horizons 

Where green rolling hills 

Ramble into mountain valley streams. 

Where eagles soar, highest 

Nibbling on golden stars 

Where heaven's stardust falls like sparkling rain 

On amber copper fields 

Where green grass grows 

That made these wondrous glades. 

This grand ideal a treasure of the world 

Sleep my love and dream 

Where the green goes to slumber 

In this universal sea.

