One Woody Guthrie Song

Talking with my friend Phil
about the state of the world –

bad and only getting worse,

all of us rushing headlong

into the flames, ranting,

flailing at shadows.

I tell him about an interview I just

read with Gary Snyder – now 80 –

old wise poet and bard, scholar and mountain climber.

Gary said towards the end that the state

of the world is so dire that sometimes the only

thing that works to keep us sane is laughter.

Our dear old friend Dolores,

who lived her life in southwestern Co.,

ringed by mountains,

would say, when we started to discuss

the Big Issues, like saving the world,

that it’s all really hopeless, so we should  all

chant, and sing, and dance.

Phil relates how the deep ecologists would sometimes

talk and talk until they had exhausted themselves,

and there were a few moments of silence –

they’d talked themselves out and the world was no different –

and then they would start to tell jokes.
He says anymore I think that’s all

that matters.  The only defense we have

against the absurdity and horror of it all 
is humor.  That and making music.  
Phil is in his mid-60s and is learning to play 
his first musical instrument ever, the guitar.
He tells me,  I want to be able to play just one 

Woody Guthrie song before I die.

