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Specifically, the characters and events depicted in "For the Good Times" are entirely fictional creations intended to explore the themes of the song written by Kris Kristofferson. They do not represent, nor should they be confused with, any real people associated with the song, including the songwriters, performers, or individuals from the songwriter's life.
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For Dad, 

who left us way too soon, 

and for Mom, 

who found her way back 

to his side.
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The All-American Songbook is only comprised of a dozen song-fueled stories. Can you guess my favorite songwriter of all time by the stories in it?

Give up? Ok. It is Kris Kristofferson. The man was magic with a pen, a wordsmith who always found the exact phrase to tell a story in song. He never overtold it and never undersold it. He was as close to perfect as a songwriter can get. This is why this story is the third inspired by his songs. So, a quarter of this book is owed (and ode) to Kristofferson.

This story, though not autobiographical, feels personal to me, moreso than any of the others. I leave traces of myself and people I have known and loved in these paragraphs, so, please, enjoy...and handle with care.
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The Song That Inspired the Story
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Don't look so sad
I know it's over
But life goes on
And this old world
Will keep on turning
Let's just be glad
We had some time to spend together
There's no need to watch the bridges
That we're burning
Lay your head
Upon my pillow
Hold your warm and tender body
Close to mine
Hear the whisper of the raindrops
Blowing soft, against the window
And make believe you love me
One more time
For the good times
I'll get along
You'll find another
And I'll be here
If you should find
You ever need me
Don't say a word
About tomorrow, or forever
There'll be time enough for sadness
When you leave me
Lay your head
Upon my pillow
Hold your warm and tender body
Close to mine
Hear the whisper of the raindrops
Blowing soft across the window
And make believe you love me
One more time
For the good times
For the good times.

written and recorded by Kris Kristofferson, 

famously recorded by Ray Price
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...for the good times
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By Oliver Wendell Holmes Caudle
June 15, 2025

My job, if you can call it that, has taken me across the fruited plains of America, to her purple mountains’ majesty, and from sea to shining sea...not to mention to the glimmer and grit of her greatest cities. But never have I gone anywhere I did not want to be. Until now. This is the trip I have dreaded for three years.

This time, I am not writing someone else’s story. I am exposing the thin, fragile shell of my own heart. This story is mine. I didn’t have to research any of it or conduct any interviews. I lived it. This one has my heart in it. They all do, really, but none more than this.

***
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It was March 5 of this year, less than three months ago that she called with the news that he was nearly gone. The caller was my mother. The dying, my father. I always call them Mom and Dad and will do so henceforth.

I am the oldest of four siblings. The others already knew what she was telling me. They talked to her, and to him, on a regular basis. I did not.

My father and I had a strange and often strained relationship. Maybe it is less strange than I think. I have met so many men along the way whose fathers they struggled to relate to. Fathers want sons. But then they want sons to be like them, or to be better than them, or to be great or perfect or anything but ordinary. The fathers who think themselves failures or underachievers live vicariously through their sons. The fathers who think themselves magnificent and amazing have sons who can never live up to their expectations. These two extremes seem to be more populated than the fathers in the middle, who neither hate nor worship themselves and thus are free to have a normal, affectionate, mentoring, loving relationship with their sons.

My father felt he was a failure. Though brilliant, and funny, and likeable (from a proper distance), he was a serial flop in business. He hated “working for the other guy,” but he was harder to work for than most of them, and he did not have a green thumb. He worked hard. He worked smart. And still, each endeavor ended in some measure of failure.

***
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The call from Mom would change everything about how I think of Dad, a man from whom I have been running my entire life.

“Son, it’s Dad’s birthday.”

“Oh, Mom, I'm so sorry. I totally forgot. I'm just trying to tidy up this article on those old Fort Worth oilmen. I'm under the gun, but I'll call him ASAP. I promise.”

“No, son. You can’t.”

I feel my heart sink.

“He’s upset with me again. Always. I can never get anything quite right.”

“No.”

“Then what?”

“He is about gone, son. You cannot call him. You better hurry home or you will miss him completely and I know you will beat yourself up forever if that happens.”

“About gone??? I thought the chemo was working!”

“They thought so, too, but the cancer is in his lymph nodes and spreading everywhere. MD Anderson sent him home. He is at Baylor downtown. 

He has been in so much pain that no medication can ease it. They have him in a medically induced coma to keep him from ripping out every wire and tube and ramming his head against the wall. He is mad with pain. It’s...”

She is weeping. I know this, even though I cannot hear it. That is how this Athena, this goddess of courage and wisdom, this amazingly strong woman is. Even when she screams, only she can hear it.

“Mom...”

I am trying to think what to say. Mom and I have always had a connection. She is the most ravenous consumer of my work, even the shitty stuff. She never ceases to shower me with praise and encouragement or to share my writing with everyone in her life, online and off. She clips and keeps the articles in an old-fashioned scrapbook, but always buys an extra copy of the magazine or newspaper to save them in their natural habitat, too. When I turn a phrase she likes, she texts it to me. No commentary. Nothing but my own words back to me in a text. She is my buoy, my anchor, my life raft. Life may be a troubled sea, but she is this sailor’s safe harbor.

Dad? No. He never mentions my writing. Never gives more than a grunt or if he spots an error, however slight, a correction. He doesn’t trash-talk my work. He just doesn’t want to be impressed. I have always struggled between whether he is unimpressed, jealous, or something else I would need a psychology degree to understand. I am too proud to act as if I notice or show my hurt. Maybe that bothers him, too, that I do not appear phased by his “meh”.

Pride. We have that in common, if nothing else.

“I know son. You don’t have to come up with the right words every time. Just come home. Please. See him while you can. Make your peace. For me, if not for you.”

***
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Three years! Going on four. I remember the argument almost verbatim. We were driving back to their home in west Fort Worth from a dinner in Dallas. It was just the three of us. Olivia and the kids were not there, so I was able to focus solely on Mom and Dad. It was early November. The night air was crisp and clean, and the holiday season was just underway. I took them to El Fenix on McKinney Avenue in downtown Dallas. We had to drive past several more convenient locations to get to this one, but this is the original, the location that has been in place for more


	Total depravity of man

	Unconditional election

	Limited atonement

	Irresistible grace

	Perseverance of the saints
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