

    
        
          Little Lou, Ugly Jack, Prophet John

        

        
        
          Character of the Song, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Gene Strother

        

        
          Published by D. Gene & Associates, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      LITTLE LOU, UGLY JACK, PROPHET JOHN

    

    
      First edition. December 4, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Gene Strother.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223892205

    

    
    
      Written by Gene Strother.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Introduction

Also By Gene Strother

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to the man who taught me by example and by sharing his books with me to love the storytellers and their stories. This is dedicated to my father, William David Strother, who was born March 20, 1940, and died March 28, 1991, and left me a lifetime of tunes to sing while I work and stories to tell while I can.Thank you, Dad.
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Introduction
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Have you ever listened to a song about a character and wanted to know more? Did you ever fill in the blanks yourself, to tell yourself the rest of the story?

Me, too!

In this series of short stories, I have taken characters from some of my favorite songs and breathed life into them, filled in the empty spaces, told myself their stories, and set about to tell you the stories I have given them.

Some of these characters are barely more than names in a song. They have no real context, no background story. They are as elusive as the shadows fleeing the setting sun. Others were given more depth by the songwriter. We know something about them but not everything. We are left to fill in the missing parts with our imaginations.

Others have more flesh on their bones. We are given enough information about them to feel their pulse. We at least sort of know where they come from.

1  Disclaimer

The characters I write here only share the names of those in the songs in which I found them. Their stories are mine alone. I do not claim to know the songwriter’s vision for them, or if there was one. These characters are not the characters of the songwriters. They are inspired by those characters. These are my characters and mine alone. Except now, they are yours, as well.


2  About This Song

The song that inspired me to take on this project is the title of the first volume, “Little Lou, Ugly Jack, Prophet John.” 

Norah Jones sang the song with Sebastian and Belle, an Irish band to whom the song belongs. Few contemporary female voices grip me the way Norah’s does. There is something subtle, seductive, and satisfying in her smoky dulcet. Naturally, I listened closely to the song when I first heard it, and when I did, I heard a yearning, and a need that is difficult to pinpoint, let alone satisfy. I heard the song of a restless heart, a listless soul, someone longing to belong and dying to get away all at the same time. That is what I heard.

The characters who give the song its name are only mentioned twice in it. They are introduced as make-believe characters, figures of a daydream, illusions. They have the coolest names but no context.

Until now. Now they do, at least to me.

3  Lyrics & Credits

What a waste, I could have been your lover

What a waste, I could have been your friend

Perfect love is like a blossom that fades so quick

When it’s blowing up a storm in May

Travel south until your skin turns warmer

Travel south until your skin turns brown

Put a language in your head and get on a train

And then come back to the one you love

Yeah, you’re great, you’re just part

Of this lifetime of dreaming

That extends to the heart

Of this long summer feeling

Quiet night, you see the TVs glowing

Quiet night, you hear the walls are awake

Me and you are getting out of the party crowd

Can I see what’s underneath your bed?

Can I stay until the milkman’s working?

Can I stay until the café awakes?

Do you hate me in the light? Did you get a fright

When you looked across from where you lay?

Yeah you're great, you're just part, of this lifetime of dreaming

That extends to the heart of this long summer feeling

All the history of wars I invent in my head

Little Lou, Ugly Jack, Prophet John

All the history of wars I invent in my head

Little Lou, Ugly Jack, Prophet John

What a waste, I could've been your lover

What a waste, I could've been your friend

Words and lyrics by Stuart Murdoch, Stevie Jackson, Sarah Martin, Richard Colburn, Chris Geddes, Mick Cooke & Bobby Kildea
Copyright(s): Lyrics © Sony/ATV Music Publishing LLC, Hipgnosis Songs Group
Little Lou, Ugly Jack, Prophet John

The sky is a canopy of the deepest blue, so deep that one can argue that it is black if one is so inclined. They are so inclined.

“Yon sky is as black as thine heart,” argues Prophet John, who wears the black shirt and white collar of priesthood and speaks almost entirely in 17th-century King James English. 

“Ain’t done it,” spits Little Lou. “It is whatchacallit, the dark blue. Watcha call it, Jack?”

“You ah probably thinkin’ o’ Navy blue, but that is not the dahkest of blues. The dahkest of blues is Cetacean blue,” answers Ugly Jack with the kind of assurance that usually settles a matter between them.

“How the good gawl dang Hell would a rodeo clown know that? How do you even know that word? You making shit up again over there, ain’t ya?” complains Lou.

“The wuhd is Cetacean. C-e-t-a...well, anyway. That is the wuhd and it refers to a dolphin or porpoise.”

“Porpoise? You sound like Curly on the Three Stooges, nyeh, nyeh, nyeh.”

Turning his attention back to Prophet John, Little Lou continues, “Whatever that word was Jack just used, it is two to one in my favor. The sky is a gawl dang blue. Not black. You lose. I get your biscuit.”

Prophet John is kneeling, a black man of at least seventy, probably closer to eighty, dressed completely in black except for the dingy white priestly collar. His hands are pressed together, thumbs under his chin, long fingers pointed upward, the inside edge of his index fingers pressing his nose and forehead.

“What you so quiet for?” Little Lou asks after sixty excruciating seconds of silence. “Soup’s getting’ cold, you ol’ fool. Hadn’t you caught up on yer prayer life yet?”

Prophet John at last looks up. The whites of his eyes flicker in the firelight, the central black orbs as deep as the sky about which they argue, black holes sucking the light into them to vanquish it. His hair is so silver it ought to be currency, or so Little Lou once said about it. It consists of swooping waves of wires and kinks. The beard, though seldom tended, is not at all unruly. Reminiscent of Charlton Heston’s Moses, it lends an aura of divine authority to the now slump-shouldered old man who, when standing aloft towers at least a half foot over Ugly Jack and a good foot above Little Lou.

He measures his words and then mixes them into the conversation with the expected gravity of a prophet: “For a dream cometh through the multitude of business; and a fool's voice is known by multitude of words. Suffer not thy mouth to cause thy flesh to sin; neither say thou before the angel, that it was an error: wherefore should God be angry at thy voice, and destroy the work of thine hands? For in the multitude of dreams and many words there are also divers vanities: but fear thou God.”

Little Lou snorts, “What you goin’ on about, you ol’ Bible-thumpin’ fool? You know the rules we agreed to in a blood oath between us. There will be no Scripture-quotin’ unless you give chapter and verse. We all agreed. When you call on the Bible to state your position, you gotta give a reference or forfeit the point with an apology.”

“’Twas not a blood oath,” interjected Ugly Jack. “We but spat into our hands and shook on it.”

“Alright. Alright. A spit oath. Still. Chapter and verse or concede the argument, John.”

Prophet John rises to his feet. He extends his arm in the direction of Little Lou, his finger pointing out the diminutive fellow in the flickering firelight. 

“The reference of which thou speakest is Ecclesiastes chapter five, verses three, six, and seven. God hath no patience for the ramblings of a fool! Repent thyself before thou partakest of the stew and the bread.”

When he adapts the orator’s tone, old John’s voice can sound like the prophet he claims to be. You can all but hear the thunderclap and Gabriel’s trumpet rolled up together in it. It is like God himself took equal parts from Morgan Freeman, James Earl Jones, and Michael Clark Duncan and used them for ingredients when he gave a voice to Prophet John.

“I wasn’t about to partakest of the gawl dang stew until thou giveth me the biscuit, dammit. I won it, fair and square!” argues Little Lou.

Whereupon Prophet John held aloft the days-old biscuit, dry and crumbly in his left hand. The biscuit that could have been manna from God, could have been a banquet, a feast, a delicacy for its rarity among the three companions, had the attention of them all.

“Man shall not live by bread alone, you half-pint squirt,” shouted Ugly Jack, who leaped to his feet and lunged for the biscuit, knocking it from Prophet John’s nimble fingers, and sending it flying into the crackling fire beneath
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7  Lonesome Cry










8  John Bull






9  Kings of the Road
















10  Roadkill



















11  Sangamon Creek





















12  Black Mountain, Blue Ridge Church






13  Reverend Bell’s Eulogy







14  My Beloved Servant
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