
The Puppeteered Man 
I felt pure happiness once 
Sitting alone on the bank of a creek 
The sun shined perfect 
And I had a head full of mushroom thoughts 
And I was far enough from home I could be anyone 
And then I went home 

I came home from that lake and dreamed of one day going to Mexico 
Down in Mexico I told myself was a place like that lake 
A place that is warm 
A place that is different and that is my own 
I dreamed of owning a tiny run down house 
With no dishwasher and with a spotty air conditioner 
I dreamed of working a low paying job 
In some gas station or restaurant or other 
I dreamed of getting off of work and going to my run down home 
I dreamed of going to the desert at night and painting mountains 
I dreamed of wearing painted on denim jackets and drinking tequila at noon 
I dreamed of smoking cigars on my rooftop 
I dreamed this because this was a life I wanted and it was a life where I could be me 
But it was all a dream 
For I am not a man who lives down in Mexico 

Is Mexico a dream? 
There is a place by that name somewhere 
And it has deserts that I wish to paint 
And I’m sure there is some restaurant who needs dishes washed 
And a house run down enough for me to afford 
A house that in some other life I would love and know the colors of the walls and the height of 
the ceiling and fill with halls with music playing from a speaker 
But it is a dream and so the colors are only imagined 
I can play the same songs where I am 
But I know they have different meanings to me here 

Where I am cigars cause cancer 
And out the windows I see no deserts 
And I lost my painted on denim jacket 
And drinking tequila at noon is known as a drinking problem 
And painting nature is known as a hobby 
And I will work 
Real damn hard 
To earn the life 
Of someone else 

Here I am the puppeteered man 
For here I don’t live by my own plan 
My thoughts are still there somewhere 
In a place half dreamed 
So that my thoughts are half dreamed too 
But the other half of those thoughts are real 
In a place I could pin on the map 
In a place down south where the sun beats hot 
In a place called Mexico 



I might get there someday 
And my thoughts will have all made sense 
And I will own that house I will love 
And on the walls I’ll hang paintings 
Of the desert seen out the windows 
And the ceilings will be stained with soot 
From smoking cheap cigars 


