I have been thinking of naming my next CD “Shepherd Moon”.  

I don’t know about you but my life is just such a senseless waste of time.  So many things that I could have done if I just hadn’t been me.  But here I am, all cross-wired with defeatist attitudes and an innate ability to create sorrow from scratch with the ease of a waffle house cook plopping out pancakes.

But these little songs show up.  It is one thing about my life that fascinates me.  They just show up.  They show up and I’m happy for awhile.  The boundless joy of creation.  Then my brain starts working again and I obsess over the recording process and if anyone will like the song and should I be working harder to “place” the song and is it so bad if it doesn’t have a bridge? Should I meet people? Mingle?  Start a band?  But I’m so old and mediocre.  I usually end up frozen at the pre-recording stage; planning arrangements and parts, worrying about how it will all finish and, ultimately, never really even starting.

Oh Boy, what a fun life.

I’m a window rat.  One of those guys that doesn’t have a band and won’t even pay a cover charge to see other bands.  A window rat standing outside peering at the band through a window, soundlessly mouthing criticisms at the musicians inside.  Musicians on the stage doing effortlessly what I never dare to do. I would do it better.  I would do it different.  I never do.

Just kill me.

Just kill me but let me record these songs first.  These few little tunes.  I have a bunch of them.  By the time I record them all, I will have a few more.

Wait.

Wait til then.

The planet Uranus has rings similar to those of Saturn.  They weren’t discovered for the longest time.  Seems they are darker and much less significant than the more familiar rings that we’ve all seen around Saturn.  They are so insignificant that they would drift away or tumble to the planet but for the pull of a moon whose rotation helps to hold the rings suspended in place.  A Shepherd Moon.

These songs are my Shepherd Moon.

