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A Woman on the Move 
 
 “I don’t know where she’s going, I don’t care where she’s been, 
   Long as she’s been doing it right, long as she’s been doing it right.”— 
  “Operator” (Ron McKernan & Ronald Charles) 
 
If a man’s love can smother you 
with wanting to know where you’re at  
every minute you’re not with him,  
his was the opposite: not caring where  
I was, or letting me think that: 
his scheme to keep me interested, to play,  
 
“Let the catfish take the bait, ‘til she wears  
herself out fighting the hook of my love.”   
It took my leaving for me to figure that out. 
When I got that ride out of town, I saw him  
in the rearview mirror, running down the rooster- 
dust road, trying to catch this feller’s fancy car, 
calling, waving, and though I felt a tug in my heart,  
I knew it was time for me to be someplace else, 
 
though now I miss Miller, know he misses me, 
still see him standing in the road, arms raised 
like he’s flagging down a train, his face, 
even at that distance, wearing a look of grief; 
finally, his arms came down, and all the air 
left him like a wrinkled birthday balloon. 
 
Still, there’s too much to see in this world,  
to spend all my little life cooking, cleaning, 
and loving one man, and that one pretending 
he don’t love me, ‘til I’ve left him. 
 
When the night comes down all black silk, 
I can sense him trying to find me.  Let him look  
a little longer, before I think about returning. 
 
 
 
  



He Searches for the Woman of His Dreams 
 
 “I think she’s somewhere down south, down about Baton Rouge,”—“Operator” 
  (Ron McKernan & Ronald Charles) 
 
It’s true: you don’t think you’ll miss  
someone until they’ve left you so empty  
and cold you might as well be freezing  
in an igloo, grumbling over solitary meals. 
 
Tessie was better than I deserved, 
only I never paid proper attention: 
thought she’d come to me, like all 
the others did: playing them like catfish. 
 
But Tessie got tired of my game, 
so now when I look around my shack  
she turned into a palace, run my hand  
where she slept, all I can think is,  
 
“You fool, you goddamn fool!” 
 
I think of all the places she has friends,  
family, or mentioned she’d like to see. 
I phone every town I can think of,  
asking for a listing for a Theresa Cortland:  
 
my fool’s errand.  Still, I have to believe,  
someday she’ll stand in my door,  
hip cocked in that way that drove me mad, 
her smile half taunting, half beckoning, 
 
“Come and get it boy, while it’s hot.” 



Betty Jones, Widow of Casey Jones, at His Funeral 
 
 “Drivin’ that train/High on cocaine 
   Casey Jones, you better/watch your speed.”—“Casey Jones” (Garcia and Hunter) 
 
Even with your reprobate ways 
I’m going to miss you, you devil. 
I don’t know who to blame more 
for your and Delores’ husband’s deaths: 
you, for being too coked to see his engine  
stampeding on the wrong track right at you;  
or that sleeping, shiftless switchman. 
 
Delores thinks I don’t know about you two. 
Ha!  With your tom-cat stink: her perfume  
more blinding than a skunk’s outraged spray.   
First time, I wanted to kill you both,  
but I got used to it, you with more energy 
than a man’s got a right to: wearing me out  
so bad I was glad you kept your roving  
in the family, so to speak, knowing Del  
would never leave her Roy for you. 
 
As long as there was enough for me,  
I learned not to care, and like I say,  
I needed the rest: slinging hash 
at the railroad café, the work hotter 
than a fire box on a high altitude run  
eating more fuel than a wildfire. 
 
But when you were in softer moods,  
you’d get out your mandolin and play  
the sweetest tunes; we’d harmonize, 
neighbors dropping by with beer and food, 
mouth harps, guitars, fiddles, and dancing:  
those parties lasting into the dawn, 
 
so I’d worry if you had a run that day 
and needed something to help you  
stay awake, and damn-you, I was right. 



Wesley Skinnel, Bank Robber: Colorado Territory, 1875 
 
 “If I knew the way, I would take you home.”--“Ripple” (Jerry Garcia & Robert Hunter) 
 
When I slogged through snow, to that shack  
we holed up in after Ruby and me knocked off  
the Gold Creek Bank, and her time coming faster  
than a runaway stagecoach, and I’d searched  
for game all of one morning, there was this feller  
tending her, staring at her titties, while she gave suck  
to our baby; leastways I assume it’s ours, but with Ruby  
you can’t be too sure.  Can’t say I blamed him:  
her blue-veined titties beautiful as a painting. 
 
“Get rid of this fool!” Ruby shouted when she saw me. 
I escorted him out, lightened him of his mount,  
figuring since it was downhill to Gold Creek,  
he could find the way on his own two feet. 
Didn’t have it in me to short-trigger his life away,  
since it was plain as the stripe on a polecat,  
he was the one saw her through her labor and all. 
 
With what we earned from our latest bank job,  
Ruby keeps whining for us to retire, and work a farm: 
 
“Someplace that feels like home,” her voice back  
at the home place she couldn’t leave fast enough: 
for being overworked, and the looks her Daddy  
kept shooting her, though him just one of many, 
then and now, why we’re so good at bank jobs:  
she distracts even the most ambitious teller,  
and I take care of the rest of our business: pistols  
barking orders sharper than General Grant’s. 
 
Home?  A Bible-fisted Daddy, a mouse-eyed Mama  
who did nothing to keep him from beating me. 
One day I couldn’t take anymore, left him in a pool 
of blood, her shrieking, and lit out on his saddle horse. 
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