KEEP IT SIMPLE

A talking cowboy blues song by Chuck Pyle

with modifications by Noel McInnis

Well I woke up this other morning to this meeting in my head,

My ego had formed a terrorist group and I knew what lay ahead.

There'd be death threats on my confidence and extortions of my heart,

And I'd have to remain in control so as not to fall apart.

So I called my new-age girlfriend, who'd self-helped herself for years,

And I asked her how I could overcome all my unrest and inner fears.

She said force'd only drive ‘em deeper, so I’d have to love my fears away,

And she had herself so together, that I was ashamed of being afraid.

So I called my local talk show radio therapist of the air.

She told me to write myself little sticky love notes and paste 'em up everywhere.

She said it was not good to be ashamed, I should get therapy or meditate,

And right then I realized that I felt guilty that I was ashamed of being afraid.

She said "thank you for sharing," and put me on hold.

I got right off the line--I knew she was trying to trace the call.

So I said "I know I'm in there," and I walked over to the mirror to see.

"If I don't come out with my hands up," I said, "I'm coming in after me."

I know my inner child's enraged, but all my outer man can say

Is that I'm angry that I feel guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid.

     Right about then my committee called a general strike,
     And there I was meandering the streets of Northwest Portland, Oregon, 
     exactly half-way between reality and the New Renaissance Book Store,

     Smack-dab in the presumed conscious evolution center of the known universe,

     Not being totally present . . .
     Could’a been busted!

     So I ran home, turned off the phone, and changed the answering machine:  

     "Hi!  It's me!               

     If I should return while I'm gone, please detain me until I get back."

So I called this twelve-step friend of mine who I thought might maybe know

Just why I feel so crazed these days like some psycho-desperado

Who’s waitin’ for a better train of thought that got derailed somewhere down the line.

‘Course he took me to his support group where I shared about my rage.

They said everyone's addicted to anger, it's the rage this day and age. 

I said "You mean I'm addicted 

to being angry for feeling guilty that I'm ashamed of being afraid?"

They said "Yup!"  And so I said "What happened to 'Keep it Simple'?"

They said, "Easy does it."

And that’s when I said, “Lord, Dear Lord, forgive us this day our daily dread,

And God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change.

