
Your Peace of the Pie 
By Wes Brooks 

For those who follow my ramblings, I owe you an update. For those who are new to this column, last month I issued a 
challenge. A challenge to be engaged in the now and not eye-locked on your iPhone/iPad/Apple Watch or preferred mobile 
digital device. If I told you I was 100% successful I would, of course, be lying. However, I can happily report that I have 
become much, much better at ignoring it. And when I can’t ignore it, I am at the very least cognizant that I shouldn’t have 
my attention diverted and do make every effort to make my digital “departures” from everyday life as brief as possible.  

I’m giving myself a “B-.” I’m a work in progress. And that will serve as a segue way into this month’s submission.  

The track I’m listening to while tickling the keys this month is Blue Mountain’s “Blue Canoe” from their 1995 release, Dog 
Days. For me, one of the things that really defines a good song are lyrics that put you there. They don’t just tell a story, but 
do it so well that you can envision yourself having lived what the song is about.  

Ridin’ ‘round the county drankin’ from a jar 
Big blue canoe up on top of the car 
Hop in darlin’ don’t be a stranger 
Sit back and relax ‘cause there ain’t any danger 

What self-respecting Mississippi boy would admit he hasn’t lived exactly what Mr. Hudson is singing? Calm, peace, quiet, 
solitude, fresh air, the sun on your back, and the fragrant smell of the outdoors. Sometimes I need those things as much as I 
need air to breathe. Now, coming from someone who’s a little bit of an extrovert and has a genuine need to be engaged in 
as much as possible, you may be laughing at me right now. Conversely, sometimes silence to me is as maddening as a 
room full crying babies so, I guess you’re welcome to laugh all you want.  

Well Bogalusa spells trouble to me, 
I'd rather stay out here under the trees 
With the wind on the lake, the stars in the sky, 
What else do you need to make you feel high? 

How often do you do that for yourself? It may not be that you want to be out on the water. You may be like my father. There 
are times when he says he’s going “hunting.” Normally, that would mean he’s leaving the house in hopes of coming home 
with a trophy buck. However, there are many times that it means he’s going to his deer stand, but the only things he’s 
armed with are a tumbler of his favorite coffee and his most recent literary find.  

Well Bogalusa spells trouble to me, 
I'd rather stay out here under the trees 
With the wind on the lake, the stars in the sky, 
What else do you need to make you feel high? 

For you parents out there, have you ever caught yourself telling your child to get off their computer/gaming system and go 
outside and play as you firmly planted in the LazyBoy with your iPad in your lap? I have. Dad fail. Isn’t that fresh air and 
movement just as needed for your as it is for your child? Maybe even more so? 

I like yard work. Well, most of it at least. Truth be told, I despise the work that goes into maintaining flower beds. What I like 
the most is cutting the grass. You may be thinking “I bet it’s the smell of fresh cut grass he loves,” or “I bet it’s the sense of 
accomplishment he gets when he’s done.” Your assumptions would be close—I do appreciate both of those things—but you 
would be incorrect.  

Why do I love something as mundane as cutting the grass? I love it because the mental power it takes to push that mower in 
a straight line is the perfect amount needed to drown out everything else that may be racing around my brain at any given 
moment. Plus, it has to be done. It guarantees that at least once a week this guy is going to be outside, sun on his back, 
sweating, getting his heartrate up, and thinking of nothing more than cutting a straight line and going inside with all ten 
toes. The fresh-cut grass smell and sense of accomplishment are ancillary benefits.  



You bring the ice chest and I'll get the bait 
Meet me at the lake and don’t be late 
‘Cause all this hangin’ around is draggin’ me down 
I gotta get behind the wheel and get the hell outta town 

I think Mr. Hudson might be on to something. How big of a slice of “you time” or “quality time” do you cut for yourself? 
When was the last time you walked far enough into the woods that the only sounds were the twigs snapping beneath your 
feet, bobwhites singing, and wind caressing the leaves in the live oaks? Was it far enough that the aroma of jasmine, 
wisteria, honeysuckle, and virgin pine became intoxicating?  

Was it at least far enough that you realized those things had made you forget about the stuff you stew about?  

Too many people, too many cars 
To many nights in too many bars 
My noggin's gettin' soggy and my spirits are saggin’  
Time to take a ride in my blue water wagon. 

Whether it’s out on the lake, deep in the woods, pushing a mower, or sitting in a deer stand, I hope each of you are able to 
give yourself to that place. If you’re anything like me, when you do get to that place, you may find that the things you spend 
too much time worrying about can’t find their way back. 

But don’t forget the bug spray.  


