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To my father and mother,
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FOREWORD

In the seventh grade, I was the next Melville. My sophomore year in high school, everything changed.

Papers I pained over came back littered with holierthanthou jargon that was nearly indecipherable. What comments I could read, I wished I could not. The verdict was in: the pen truly was mightier than the sword. The same vehicle that brought forth the thoughtful writing of students was being misused to etch careless comment-graffiti onto their papers, causing many like myself to close up and not explore true potential. I was sure that nowhere in the English-teacher handbook was there a clause that instructed ridding the world of potentially brilliant authors by way of red ink. In fact, I could attest that a little positive recognition went ten times further than reckless criticism. What had I written that had been so bad? One year earlier, I’m certain I would have won the “Most Likely to Write the Next Leaves of Grass” award. I spent the remainder of my high school career afraid to make a wrong move, weary of thinking outside the box. College was a clean slate and stirred some realizations.

Growing up, there were always books around. Lining hallway shelves was everything from Goodnight Moon to the Holy Bible. In hindsight, I feel the density of the latter had a great something to do with me making significant headway in my early literacy development. Headway that would eventually be impaled by the William Somerset Maughams of my high school curriculum and the aforementioned red ink. The only clear and pleasant memory of high school was Mr. Brown, who would dress as Edgar Allan Poe for Halloween and read “The Raven” in character.

My passion for writing was first unearthed in college. After a brief stint in a mortuary science program, I thought creative writing sounded like fun. John Payne, who wrote the introduction to volume one of this series, was my professor for two semesters of creative writing and allowed me plenty of room to experiment and find my voice. He had graduated from Cal State Long Beach, and played a critical role in my decision to transfer there. He was also the one to recommend The Girl in the Flammable Skirt by Aimee Bender, which, to this day is a favorite book, and one that continues to aid my own writing.

Though the stories of Bender, Bukowski, Camus, and others have impacted my own writing, nothing has cultivated my literacy more than music. The same solace found in books by most lifelong readers, I find in the liner notes of CDs. As a soon-to-be teen in junior high, lyrics taught me vocabulary, poetic form, how to rhyme, wordplay, and much more. The music of Bob Dylan, Marvin Gaye, the Rolling Stones, etc., told me stories and used melody to drive those stories into my head. And there they would stay, encouraging my individual growth and inviting imitation.

I followed the dream of becoming a professional musician after high school when the trombone I had played since the fourth grade enabled me to tour in a band. Every other semester throughout my years at Cypress College, I went on tour, traveling nine times through every single state and once through Europe, playing to countless kids each night. I saw firsthand how many people other than myself found music to be spiritual and that it wasn’t just me finding so much passion in melodies and the words that complement them.

Enter 2003. The idea was to contact numerous musicians that I had shared floors and crossed borders with during my years of touring—many of whom had since grown to be extremely popular and had sold hundreds of thousands of records—and gather writing from them. Lyrics that had never made it into songs, journal entries, poems, fiction, essays, rants, and even art were collected from nearly eighty musicians. The vision was to make reading approachable to a large number of people who never got excited by the likes of Wordsworth and Coleridge in school and to those that were disgusted by the heightened focus of image over quality content in music. I wanted to show that poetry was, and always will be, capable of engaging even the most apathetic of minds, and that people we all listened to on our stereos wrote poetry. The book, Revolution on Canvas, was released on Valentine’s Day 2004, and in your hands is the all-new second volume. The Ad Astra Books team still receives letters from those that have bought the first book, one of which had written on the envelope, “I just realized this is the first time I’m writing a letter to share the fact I love a book.” A single letter like that validates every second of hard work spent.

Thank you for furthering your own journey to lifelong literacy along with me, through your support of this book. The fact that you are reading this right now is evidence of a hunger for moving the spotlight back onto the words that change lives and shape songs and away from the image-centered mind-set placed on world art by a blind industry.

Blessings,

Rich Balling
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