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For Carol Sue
who always saw the light...

For all those
who ever lent some spirit
flesh or a pen.

And finally
this is for all those nights
that tried to burn
and sink Messee
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Part 1
Darlin' Darkness



IN THE MIRE, WE DREAMING ANIMALS

rn from the mad stock
f beat blue bones

emon dogs
ave consumed my odes

heartless heckling rain

ibbles

pon the heels of a single pilgrim's passage
spoiled with supernatural musiec

nd though fat bones are betrayed in this race
he sound is endless in God's traditional cast

ollected
the 111 weather of sleep

he gift of nightmares with low
uvning accents

4 long legs

troll like a devil

ever revealing the time

80 - spotting those dreams

lack crows lounging on a preacher's grave
homeless dead

ho once had glory on their minds

oiter and

make wishes

D Their sad light cells
walting for me to awake
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ROOM TO GRIEVE

Midnights here were consecrated for myth
and troubled stepping
And here we don't forget to pull down
the shades
For that reaping vendor of molest
of doubt, of empty plots and consequence
The evening closes his shop
unleashing his cursed, fragmented hours
to bray and cuss
across my haunted heartland
while winding down and shuffling
blue-saddled dreamers into the undertow
pool of night
That evil magnet hucksterl
Always ready to jump on a claim
Always ready to sell some dead man's shoes
Always taunting 1like some second-rate demon
: or the dead
Always digging the knife of regret
reminding me of drowned moments
and raised legs
all while leaving me just enough room
to grieve and seep up the ashes

At night, I find I'm just a juggler
of silhouettes
I find I'm just an unstable lover
in the arms of the dead

STILL YOUR SON

Goodnight Sunday smile
with your Holy Ghost compression medley
Good riddance to your hitchhiking secrets

December 1lst, Monday
Southern Kentucky
near the Tennessee line
four forty-three in the evening
and the steady belching dark
is already walking around outside
Just like a wandering chicken

Insane encounters

The other day a local attempted
to burn himself alive

salid he was preparing for hell

Oh my bright, troubled, spotted angel home
much maligned

and sometimes the ass of cliche late show jokes
Those dumb bastards will never speak with soul

But these are nautical times
we watch ships sink young and old

And even though my darling
I'm shopworn with this

tomn and country damnation show
I'm still your son

I'm still your son
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FLESH FOR A THURSDAY NIGHT

A speechless curse in the faithful family dark

Big hands reading

the blood heartache braille of her scars
Sniffing the spectral stink

in the snuff wick of wrapping drunk breath
Her sex a fragment of a massacre song
Oh those suicide legs

that balmy gilded skin in a cold room
Oh those dreams of faded light

the dying rainbow

the country tears

Forever it seems a crawling hell

you will find me

hitchhiking on the outskirts

of a lost town on fever slopes

of born again flesh :

Mocked by those ugly, beautiful moans
Hello shadows, hello.

Thes

e

GOUNTRY GIRLS IN UGLY HOURS

1t low, casual dreams

Tn their hopeless prayers
dirty words sSeep like sap

But, 0 my Lord

you could spend hours

just on their thighs

e damned two-step, smoky women

,pit ugly flowers that look like assholes

Sp
They light sgered candles
oni; togﬁnufr the wick



I —
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A FRIDAY NIGHT R
Country music on the radio ok

Rowdy hicks eruising downtown 1 éonfesa

Ttve slept with too many women

who have asked
while probing My bookshelves

who!s ¥eruda?

Gin and license plates
Hoarfrost in the filelds

A bullfrog on the bridge

A sour 2 a.Me

Hot breath in a plckup truck
Mary Ann in pink panties
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DOWN AND OUT BAPTISM

1.

Half glass kiss

for the end of it all

Love and fear

Crazy songs burning inside my chest
stubborn southern blue

Black Cadillac breath

spitting personal demons

on a lover's lips

Heartache britches fitting all too snug

Pe
Love with & downward vision

slow dances in the spotlight's soul

Se

With dim hotel lights

flooding her conscience

lonely nights bruise her thighs

4,

Dirty serpents and radlo songs
searching for an afterlife

but some stories have no end

S5

Down and out baptism

Snake oil faith

Forgiveness and sins stacked
like derelict hats

Oh what a ruin breath I wase

ePRANGLED SONG

Palekfénser

stocked rhythm and

Hot music Rl
boogie woogie breath
Crusade storms

and thigh-high stockings

She said our love is 1like t

so she purchased a sooond-h:;dG::SIStrip
down by Ernest Tubs Records

on Broadway, Nashville.

Tucked-in back pocket rhymes

and gave a bum a buck

Back in Kentucky
she mentioned Patsy C
Said, like her Mg
:guntzy music was dead
én turned on a little b
:?glpgiled on the covers lack F,
ey married her
falling asleep v
in the folds of g strangled song
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ROOM 43
HANGOVER HOTEL

Damn the minute's cold tap

eternal in frame

A damaged wink remixes

bloody midnight halo

Dusty conversations

Ragtag exorcism

Sometimes suffocation

is the verdict for someone's dreams

Lady fingers

finger giinting the tainted peeling walls
of a hangover

17

ITH'S ABYSS, IMAGINARY OR REAL

pllow-eyed

jving a short-timer 1life out of tune
ues in the story

Dissecting spirit wakes coughi
- Strange time melts . foreans

- On the trail of disembodiment

~ a deathless constant age

'}ggatogronhmany deaths

"And a fresh uncertain June

‘.:\;:hm a ’mg ;hor ing fietion preaches

: an ev endless hum of box f
ﬁ-,..t1y disturbing a sweaty raint.?;oodod

memory
0 these uneasy

countdown days
useless and beautiful
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THROUGH THE YEARS A WRITER THINKS OF
THE ONRES THAT GOT AWAY

A strange, Jjoyful noise prowls there

in the spirit of the preaching darkness
Maybe that's where the hide-and-seek madness 1
nightly, tending to the pyres

where dead words, wayside sentences

prodigal titles, commas and abandoned couplets
who fled and met an end without soul

bloat and litter the sickbed fever flames

But some who bleed and sweat hot water regret
will still hear the exploding broken hearts

of their carcasses sing of what could have bee

Part 2
The things we call home...
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CRADLE TO THE PEW
THE EX#PREACHER'S STORY

I am bound by this stunted saddle of a city

I am bound by this lonesome, restricted heritage

of faded Baptist hymnals and handwritten sermon

outlines

Of old-fangled fracture pews with names etched
onto them

Of reaping redemption and southern discord

80 give me that old-time religion

with some far reaching mockery

All my life has been pied piper preachers
and falithful descons with untucked shirts
and cold water baptisms and backseat rebellion
From the first to the last

the Treadways have always been

from the cradle to the pew

with a King James in hand, of course

My luckless father a Bible thumper
drowning in the waves of misplaced

gospel fervor

But as for me, I am a lush

high on the prickly heels of the world
among this neon brimstone delusion

and my black Sunday hysteria

My Prayer hands have been branded prodigal

though sometimes it's hard to stand among )

the heathens

having once been in the fold
but martyr's crowns are too cumbersome now

So sound the call among the steeples |

from the cradle to the pew

From pew to the pulpit i

and from pulpit to the toasting swine

Teased by & summoning, exotic hex into the trap
A backslider 1is the term

So Sunday suits become sullied and threadbare

and Buster Browns become dusty

wandering the wilderness of my parson dream
famine

2l

I'm so tired of eating from the trough
and existing between these hours By
a Baptist in exile

who's fast becoming a shattered recluse

biding his time between that evil tri
and the ghost of Jesus vt

but at least I have some company you know
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KEEPING THE FAITH AT WHAT COST

It is a Sunday, November steel skin night
and new requiems slide and sing

in the heart of the wrecking ball wind
Though tonight

only a few slumming souls will hear

those blood-lined welcome wagon melodies

4:30 AN BAPTIST FRACTURE

Vhen the lights shed 1ife
in the dark
no one asks you about your prayer life
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AN ILL MORNING

Heedless nausea hangs about
paltry opera of loosened breath
Feeling terribly sick

and overrun

Caresses 1ike a faithless engine
careening off the tracks

My God

such thoughts

slant smoking thoughts

housing evil distilled
death spirit whispers

courting a clown spook with unseen stomp

assembled with swindled designs

Damn
I need a drink or a tissue

g1st CENTURY BLUES N0. 1

In the stockades of dirty sheets

1ips taste like hot death

spitting barrels from a firing squad
and at four a.m.

she swears off gin

and can't decide between women or men

25
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CROSSROAD PSALM s0 ALIVE AND DYING

Damnation factory

Ugly man blues. Disheveled soul It was a hard luck ramble

Kentucky Derby morning
vhen I woke up, consumed and misplaced

A costumed midnight rummages me with two unfamiliar, curved song women

crawls and moans blue moon Jesus
and nurtures a hard soused land that murmurs kindly heunting my narro;;izsirowg:g
of a great skeleton revival procession S wore warm in a clasaiggframg
so alive and dying

;h::'seghatg oroRiite breathing fading pillow hymn musiec

ettered an ow in deep, consecrated

in the crushing darkness e country flesh grace
A debt

disaster
bitterness

drowning romance

a preacher

a naked ghost

slow churning suicide?
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NOOSE AND PEN

And here I sit

noose and pen

at this small desk

wearing my dead uncle's pants

writing by hand because I've always been
a slow typer

listening to a train tramp through town
on its way

L

down to Tennessee

So here I hunker

with a possum in the walls

trying to write

Fondling words as time dissects
Waiting on omega to make me a sandwich
Smelling the dizzy breath of solitude
Waiting for my gospel ghost to clock out
But it is too late, bitterness ripens
Six a.m. comes vexing -

A big breasted memory moans in my bed
Crows fly in the neglected garden

of my conscience

So here I dwell

Digging a deeper hole

A sagging soul

Dixie demons rubbing my shoulders

Noose and pen
Amen

A vision comes of a nude angel weeping
standing on a stack of books

So here I sit. at this desk writing

as a country western song
plays in my mind's crowded

honky tonk of death

| REVELATION

Her speech resurrects my dead
Penelope

drooling eternity, dishrag doll
Country Minerva, Medusa :gth I
plucking drawl

Hips, myths and Pharisees

Her sunless clawing whispers
of disrobing minutes flirt
with sound and bodies

settles up spine

collects time's pate

as the cadence o% de.:gney
winters veins in the summer
and hugs your shore
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LOOSE SOIL

Angels of low
peek through the curtains

walk back and forth
spitting with end-time dialogues

Dead winks of an ugly summer
In the morning
tender prayers

lie doomed
in the s0il of loose women

5

| pALE NOSTALGIA IS A WHORE

Undercut, drunk and damned
among this ruined freight
What a starless kiss

My death mirror mind
embattled like a circus fire
Those poor clowns could not escape

Our little custom, love
a bleeding knuckle
born laughing in a cold grinding breath night

But oh how the cold can kill your heart

But now you see

I'nu 1iving with haunted scribbles

pale reflections

brimstone rumors and last words drowning the
rhymes

And so all those insipid deaths
come back to me, Mary

Set apart by all the burdening dark
that we prized and courted

Just as the prodigal son

The troughs are lined with diamonds
some said

31
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HIGH AND LOW IN THE HUMID HEAT pHE BAIT OF LIGHTBULBS

I'm so sorry
for being a cheap, flickering lightbulb

in your ovor-darkeging dull room
ess I just prize

ggo wortglell 1ittle groove of twitching light

the way the shadows crown

ferment and flash their privates

Pale requiem nights hung

without soul

Gray women campaigning

Straight Jjacket heat without redemption

A damaged dream and a broken air conditioner

Kentucky summer blues
and jackal sins
running up on me
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SWEET HEART

PAINT

Kentucky, land of my genesis on elm street
You ghost ghetto where there are no elms
you gleaming skull of the south gad bright leaves tumble and spot the earth

you reprobate and saint 4 & o e
you: organist who sleeps with the preacher 1ike paint on a dead man's

You tent revival of haunted smiles
You former beauty queen .
stinking of fusty tobacco barns

Sweetheart

Your dirty dress is shabby

your undergarments soiled -

It's time for a bath and a change of clothes
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APOLOGY

For all those damned

ho orowd t rooms in my gospel
i o quagmire mind

I'm sorry about the peeling paint
I really am

\gd1S WRITING LIFE

More books than friends
More spirits that attend
with saddle

And then there's the wholesale rustle

of the past

waging in air

like the wash a2 mother just draped
on the line

Then comes the hammer hours

gsolitary yet full

with the merchants seasons' battle cry
handcuffed

righteous and ornamental

There are the grinning walls

and sulking lovers

The roundest cast of living and dead
taking turns on a merry-go-round

The cursed candle in sweet eyes

This lamenting ardent lamp

The muse's holy hustle

and the vision's hiatus

This writing life

| yes

This one way ticket

This distorted merging of mercy
and damnation

This truth

This habit eye

This borrowed hat

This gift horse of god

This slack honey hymn

This bright courtyard
bloated with eross-dressing words

This subtle goodbye
This dust erescendo

™ 1a colorinl casting wildsrmen:
‘jThis snfinished line

37




The year of our Lord 1976, Kentucky:

Jonathan Tre.dway was born & preacher's son
but went on to rail at the family business.
He now has a Z.ue rass soul and & rockin'roll
grin, Sometime in the 19908 he was witness
to an Abraham Lincoln impersonator preach the
gospel &aud play hyms .0 & saw; he has not
been the same sincee. Tyvesadway and his cat
Sylvisa reside in Bowling Green, KY in the
attic loft of &n 1840 ohurch rectory that saw
both sides of tue Civil Wer walk in front of
it, Ha favcrite singer 1s Tony Bennett &nd
his favorite drink 1s vodkae.




