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Festival, and was one of the fi ve fi nalists for the IWMA Male Poet of the Year in 2016 and 2017. Duane’s 
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I live in time with the rhyme of the range

Th e canyons and mountains and plains,

With horses and cattle, and men of the saddle,

Th e wind and the snow and the rains.

No city has ever yet drawn me to live,

Where people exist side by side

Where all around fusses, the cars, trucks and busses;

Mechanical monsters they ride.

Th ere’s good folks that live in the city of course,

But I’m guessing they really don’t know

How life can be bettered, by living unfettered,

Out here where most people don’t go.

Oh they all live in time, with the tick of the clock

Th e smog and the air that’s all gritty.

Yes, they’re good people all, but they’re caught in the thrall,

Of the siren song of the city.

Th e city itself is all concrete and steel, 

has absolutely no soul

Th ere’s no good solution, for noise and pollution,

But onward and onward they roll.

Yes, they all live in time with the tick of the clock,

Not the sun or the moon or the stars.

In condos and high-rise, apartments of small size,

In the clubs and the theaters and bars.

Th ey’re all on a schedule, in their concrete world,

And leisure is something that’s rare.

Folks hurry and scurry, and all the time worry,

 they’re not gonna get their fair share.

Th ey’re all of a kind, but they’re not all that bad.

And I’m sure they don’t want my pity.

Yes, they’re good people all, but they’re caught in the thrall,

Of the siren song of the city.

From “Jeremiah Johnson” 1997 movie with Robert Redford

Del Gue: “Maybe you’d best go down to a city, Jeremiah.”

Jeremiah Johnson: “I’ve been to a city, Del...”
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