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This one has a really interesting (to me, anyway) genesis.  I 
spent the winter of 2014-15 checking out authors I’d long 
wanted to get to but whose writing had always sort of 
intimidated me.  I read my first James Joyce, my first Arundhati 
Roy novel, and my first William Faulkner--his short stories 
proved to be a wonderful introduction to his massive body of 
work.  He had to write to support himself and his family, and he 
wrote his ass off.  Yow...

I fell in love with Faulkner's characters, scenery, dialogue and 
grasp of the human condition especially as revealed through the 
actions and ponderings of his Mississippi countrymen and 
women.  One night, reading myself to sleep with the story The 
Tall Men, I dozed off and dreamed a really swampy, dark guitar 
hook/melody line.  When I awoke later with the song snippet in 
my head, I argued with myself for a couple of minutes, part of 
me wanting to get up and record the idea before it got lost, the 
other part of me figuring if I just sing it to myself silently in my 
head I’d be able to recall it in the morning. Inertia won the day 
and I went back to sleep with the melody on the tip of my 
internal tongue.

Up ‘till now, no big deal.  Dreaming a melody is nothing new. 
My dreams are quite often full of really complicated music.  In 
the morning I often remember parts of what my subconscious 
had written the night before.  Several songs have come to be 
written based on dream tunes. What makes this song’s genesis 



interesting to me is that, upon going back to sleep, I had a 
second dream that lacked music but contained a wonderful scene 
of my Dad and I removing the screws from the hinges of the 
weathered front door of an old, dilapidated house in the 
country...Faulkner country, at that.  In the dream I asked what 
we were doing and Dad just said, “Don’t lose those screws 
now...”

And that’s not the interesting part either, really, because I am 
lucky enough to have frequent dreams with my Mom and Dad in 
them even though they have both been gone for a while now.  
The interesting thing, to me, is that, when I woke in the 
morning, the first thing I did was hum last night’s dream melody 
out loud to reassure myself that I had, indeed, remembered it.  
(Yes!!!) The second thing I did was trot into the next room to 
record the snippet on my little hand-held recorder thingy.  
However, while en route, last night’s Dad dream came back to 
me and I remembered popping the screws from the hinges 
of...of...of our neighbor’s front door.  The melody line drew the 
words right out of the Dad dream...”We popped the screws off 
the hinges at the Whitaker place...me and my papa and my uncle 
Race” perfectly matched the melody.  And the Faulkner short 
story from the previous evening filled in the rest.  This one 
practically wrote itself.    

So, welcome to a Faulkner short story condensed to three verses 
written by my Dream mind and featuring, rather surprisingly, 
my Dad, hale and hearty, maybe 60, 65 years old, with that 
furrowed brow/intensely concentrated look and his old 



Caterpillar hat and a flat head screwdriver.  “Hang onto these, 
now, son...Don’t lose ‘em.”

I play guitar, bass and banjo.  Jacoba was prepared to lay down 
the steamiest,swampiest fiddle licks ever, and they would have 
sounded great, but I took the unorthodox view that Al should 
dust his flute off for this one, which he did to great effect. 

When we recorded at his place in Chicago, Al suggested we do 
something sort of experimental.  He laid down separate tracks of 
single notes-- d, e, f, g, and a, as I recall--and I later blended 
those into diads and triads behind the vocal verses.  After that, 
(and at my insistence), Al played three versions of the song 
straight--listening on the headphones while he noodled behind 
the verses and soloed during the instrumental.  those three takes 
were lovely but decidedly non-experimental.  We didn’t use a bit 
of that. 

Then, we did the Miss Me takes.  On one of Al’s albums, the 
song I’m Gonna Miss Me When I’m Gone makes a lovely 
statement and I was lucky enough to be in the studio when the 
bass part was being tracked.  Steve Hashimoto seated himself 
and his red, fretless Ibanez bass, and said he’d like to try 
something different than normal.  He wanted to pick four notes 
that worked within the simple chord structure of the song (which 
consisted of only one long G chord followed by a short D chord 
now and then) and play those four notes with no sound in the 
headphones--no way of knowing where he was in relation to the 
rest of the track.  Same four notes over and over...as if, he said, 
he were a student learning bass and practicing in an apartment 



while across the courtyard in another unit Al’s song I’m Gonna 
Miss Me When I’m Gone played.  It sounded crazy.  It worked 
like a charm.

Thus, when Al tried the same approach on Mississippi 
Moonlight we labeled them the Miss Me tracks (#1 and #2).  It 
still sounded crazy and still worked like a charm. 

So, the punch line is, the solo work you hear here Al played 
without hearing the backing tracks.  He was playing deaf.  I only 
move one note a tent of a second north.  (Thanks, Pro Tools).  
Can you tell which one?  Didn’t think so.


