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My wife and I met my Mother in Panama City Beach, Florida this past April to spend a week with her in her time share.  In addition to playing Golf, Jogging, and sightseeing; I decided I was going to read the newspaper cover to cover every day in a vain attempt to catch up on current events.  I further decided I would attempt to write a song everyday about something in the newspaper.  It was supposed to create something akin to Phil Ochs’ “All The News That’s Fit To Sing” from 1964.  It didn’t exactly turn out that way, however after almost six months of working on this project, it’s done.  So here it is:

Morning News – I think I jotted down “I just read the morning news, obituaries and columnists views” the day I got Panama City Beach.  The rest got added slowly throughout the week.  News stories referenced:  The last flight of the space shuttle Discovery, the Secret Service Columbian prostitute scandal, modern religions moving services and Jesus to the internet, GAO spending fraud, etc. 

Laid Off – I read a story about the IRS cutting staff, apparently as part of the effort to reduce the deficit.  It just seemed counter intuitive to me to start working on your budget problems by firing some of the people who COLLECT THE MONEY.  It seems like we would do better to fire some of those who are spending it.

Cyber-commuter – Apparently as we crawl out of the recession, those who were once just “happy to have a job” are now starting to realize that a salaried employee who works 70 hours a week really isn’t getting paid that much.  Some of the most abused workers in this situation are those who work remotely via the internet.  It seems that at least a portion of the “cyber-commuters” out there are being seriously taken advantage of.  I was trying to write a Woody Guthrie type of song here.  It seems to have worked.  This one goes out to my wife who works from home quite a bit, sometimes until three and four A.M.
Teenage Idol – Dick Clark is dead.  When it is all said and done, even someone who did so much good in his life through his work with countless charities, etc. will go down in history as the guy from American Bandstand, the 10/20 Thousand Dollar Pyramid, and Dick Clark’s New Year’s Rockin’ Eve.  In the end, “He was American Bandstand”.  Levon Helm also died during my vacation week.  I didn’t write a song for him.  It would have paled in comparison to his work.

Fractured Fairy Tale – I can’t remember which day it was, but there was one day I couldn’t seem to get a song started.  That night before going to bed I wrote “Another night, another song, another piece of me to view” and then closed my notebook.  Several months later I while my wife was in Kansas I wrote this song.  Its first incarnation was very romantic and I didn’t much care for it so I re-arranged and re-wrote parts of it until this evolved.  It’s still a love song; it’s just hard to figure out exactly who or what the singer is still in love with.   (It’s probably his guitar…)

The Largest Notebook – After having read some stories on the “new Bible” and “Religion on the Internet”, I got to thinking about GOD.  I imagined that, assuming that there is a GOD, he has far better technology at HIS disposal for keeping track of things than humans do; and thus I wrote a song called “The World’s SMALLEST Notebook”.  The point being that the SUPREME BEING would be able to keep all of the data regarding the Human Race on something much smaller than your average Notebook or Tablet PC.  After discussing the song with my wife, however, I was eventually convinced that it worked much better and was a more comprehensible work of poetry if I changed it around and called it the world’s LARGEST notebook.  So let it be written, so let it be done.

As Old As You Look – I went down to the Pool one afternoon after a long morning run and a round of Golf.  While sitting there reading my paper I was struck by the sight an unusually young woman planting herself in a lawn chair some distance away.  (Most of the residents were even older than me, or small children.)  She had a Bloody Mary in her hand and looked like she had a sever hangover.  I thought to myself, “Wow, I’m probably about as old as she looks; and she’s probably as young as I feel.”  On the plane ride home, I wrote the rest of the song.  No, it is NOT a true story.

Love Up My Sleeve – Here’s one for the United States Secret Service.  Enough said.

Things Forgotten – I’m not sure where this one came from but ironically enough it may have been a story about Alzheimer’s suffers.  Basically, the story said that if you remain active the disease will eat you alive less quickly.  I on the other hand, I find I’m able to relax and live a more stress-free life when I don’t remember certain things…or lots of things.  I found this in one of my notebooks several weeks after the trip.  I’m still not sure when I wrote it.

Retirement Resort – Written in the Panama City Beach Airport on the way home.  Thanks to Mom and my lovely wife Diane for making the trip a really fun time.

God Bless The USA Today – I started writing this instrumental on the screened in porch of the condo as the sun was setting.  I finished it many months later.  This incarnation has ONE guitar finger-picking, and a BASS.  It’s amazing I can make such a cacophony out of two tracks.

Lots of love,

Keep hoping for Peace on Earth,

John

Morning News

By John T. Wurzer

I just read the morning news; obituaries; op-ed views

On line Jesus, spending fraud, Columbian secret service broads

Some blame the right, some blame the left,

They blame each other ‘til they all go deaf.

The forest just got lost out in the trees.

And still there ain’t no magic pill to cure this Homo sapiens’ disease.

The age of discovery is over; we won’t ride it to outer space no more.

Teenage idols have grown older

They’re either dead or half-done falling to the floor.

And any time share where you wander will have these headlines on display

There is nothing here to ponder

It’s just the status of the USA TODAY

Look, here, there’s a crossword puzzle; on the page after the cross words puzzle

Headlines screaming “Can’t you tell?  It seems the whole world’s gone to hell!”

Morning paper, worldly views

Mostly raped of honest news

Everybody smile and mutter “Cheese!”

The camera doesn’t lie, come try this Homo sapiens’ disease.

The age of discovery is over; we won’t ride it to outer space no more.

Teenage idols have grown older

They’re either dead or half-done falling to the floor.

And any time share where you wander will have these headlines on display

There is nothing here to ponder

It’s just the status of the USA TODAY

All week I’m trying to make sense, catching up on world events

Sad and happy accidents, while living in the present tense

Quite ironic, most iconic

Silence moves at supersonic

Speeds as I sit pondering this nation

That’s what it means to me, to be a Home sapien on vacation

Laid Off

By John T. Wurzer

Billy was an auditor, just out of business school

At work on time each morning, obeying every rule

Things being what they are in this government as yet

He’d toss and turn every night, dreaming ‘bout the national debt.

It happened just last Friday, with a pink slip and a note

It said you’re on a permanent holiday, thanks for playing, that’s all she wrote.

Although he worked his very hardest, and he tried his very best

Billy is now unemployed, because we’re laying off workers at the IRS

In the streets they’re burning tax returns and forging refund checks

Because we’re laying off workers at the IRS
We’re laying off workers at the IRS

Because the country is in debt and the budget is a mess

You get a busy signal if you call them on the phone.

The auditors work double shifts doing audits logged in from home.

We’re firing the very men and women who get finances collected 

Don’t it kind of make you wonder how these people got elected?
So don’t worry about the deadline or if you’ll pass the audit test.

Billy Jones is unemployed and we’re laying off workers at the IRS.

In the streets they’re burning tax returns and forging refund checks

Because we’re laying off workers at the IRS

I can hear the rich folks giggling at night as they get undressed
Because we’re laying off workers at the IRS

It isn’t any wonder that this country is still a mess

We’re laying off workers at the IRS

We’re laying off Billy, from the IRS.
Cyber-commuter

Salaried Employees Sue for Overtime Pay

By John T. Wurzer 

Every hour of every week you’re playing smart phone hide and seek

On call and reading emails night and day

There’s no such thing as peace and quiet, and though you try hard to deny it

There is darkness in your heart won’t ever go away

You’re forever on the clock, sometimes wound up, sometimes in shock

Sometimes you fool yourself into thinking that you’re fine

While every dead creative seed, watches your passion wilt and bleed

You can’t figure out why you need to be working all the time.

Working overtime is working over, everyone who is overworking themselves

It’s a sickness; it must be metabolic; cyber-spaced out workaholics,

Searching for salvation through portfolios of wealth

Focus now and be the job

The job is you, you are the job,

Logistics and statistics on your phone

In this traffic jam of telecommuters, notebooks, tablets and personal computers

You never have to drive to work, but you never get to come back home.

They pay you weekly one fixed rate; don’t matter if you stay up late

Don’t matter if you’re logged in till it hurts

While the nine to fiver’s always laugh at; someone who’s free of rush hour traffic

Bitchin’ about their job, from their couch in an old t-shirt

While the benchmarks, standards, corporate goals; and your ever changing rolls

Have your cell phone ringing 24 – 7

The cyber-worker, slave from home, gets no respect, feels all alone

Living in the combat zone, being told it’s heaven  

Teenage Idol

He was American Bandstand

By John T. Wurzer

He was a teenage idol; who made teenage idols

Everyone was a fan.  He was American Bandstand

He was a game show hoster, a pyramid scheme toaster.

He had the perfect tan, he was American Bandstand

He was a rockin’ New Year; he was the voice of yesteryear

He was a teenage middle-aged man, he was American Bandstand

You gotta jump, shout, and boogie to the top of that pyramid

You gotta watch the crystal ball, fall, in awe of everything that he did

He was the ageless one, America’s son; he had a good long run,

He was a helluva man.

He was American Bandstand.

He was American Music; no one could refuse it

His hourglass out of sand; He was American Bandstand

He was a teenage idol; who made teenage idols

He was American Bandstand

Fractured Fairy Tale

By John T. Wurzer

Another night another song another piece of me to view

Another dream that went so wrong another green that turned to blue

Another start that has to stop another ending to begin

Another enemy I’ve made; thinks that we can still be friends

Something is tugging at my thoughts, something is leading me astray

Something I thought that I forgot, something I thought had gone away

Some things don’t ever really die; they’re still a part of what I do

And though I’m living out this lie

I’m still in love with you.

Sometimes I sit here in my head, thinking thoughts that no one hears

Sometimes I cannot go to bed, because I’ve still have two cold beers

The night is humid, damp, and wet; she is 1200 miles away

Some other television set, must be filling up her day

These broken phrases, deeper thoughts; and things that I cannot explain

Keep disappearing then get caught like a rabbit in the rain

Taking shelter from the storm; on my front porch feeling blue

In a trance so weird and warm

As if he’s still in love with you

When there is no one else around, I wish that she were in my arms

I’ve got my feet back on the ground; she sets off all the fire alarms

I come running through the smoke; prepared to save another life

Then realize it’s an old joke; “that ain’t no woman, that’s my wife”

The dreams and nightmares intertwine; until I can’t tell which is which

I’m in nirvana feeling fine; and then the mood begins to switch

The sky turns black; breezes freeze; a twister rumbles into view

I run for cover, hit my knees

Because I’m still in love with you

The world’s an ordinary place; that has extraordinary faults

I’ve tried so hard to change its face; but I ain’t getting no results

People keep doing what they please; instead of doing what is right

Chasing dreams that dance and tease; instead of following the light

Right and wrong and good and bad and things I never could define

Took all the sanity I had; declaring war on peace of mind

And though I tried to no avail to close my eyes and run away

Inside this fractured fairy tale, you still love me anyway.

Another night another song another piece of me to view

Though we’ve been doing this so long…I’m still in love with you

The Largest Notebook

By John T. Wurzer

He wrote in the world’s largest notebook

He wrote with the world’s biggest pen

He wrote in the world’s largest notebook

Erased it and wrote it again

He is yours

He is mine

He is there all the time

When he’s gone he is there all the same

He write’s everything down in the world’s largest notebook

Keeping score while he’s watching the game

He painted the simplest picture

With six billion gallons of paint

He painted the simplest picture

Some say that it is what it ain’t

He is yours

He is mine

He is there all the time

When he’s gone he is there all the same

He write’s everything down in the world’s largest notebook

Keeping score while he’s watching the game

He wrote there the world’s shortest love song

Including an endless refrain

He wrote there the world’s shortest love song

Swore it off and then sang it again

He is yours

He is mine

He is there all the time

When he’s gone he is there all the same

He write’s everything down in the world’s largest notebook

Keeping score while he’s watching the game

He speaks in the softest of whispers

He speaks with the world’s loudest voice

He speaks in the softest of whispers

Silently making each choice

As Old As You Look

By John T. Wurzer 

I’m as old as you look

You’re as young as I feel

So, hey put down that book

And let’s make a deal.

Let’s get lost in a story that we write with each breath

Every smile, scented style, for a while no more unworthiness

And it’s true that it might be just for a night

And we’ll wake and find that none of this is real.

But for now be my doll, don’t ask why, don’t ask how

‘Cause I’m as old as you look and you’re as young as I feel

Paradise, afternoon, jazz band plays, one more tune, rising three quarter moon hits the skies

You sit and read while I write, as the day turns to night; shadows grow left to right, on your eyes

I’m past my prime; you’re ill at ease, rubbing that sunscreen all over your knees, 

Seems that each stroke is merely a tease, 

Some kind of game that you play

Honey I’ve got to say

I’m as old as you look

You’re as young as I feel

So, hey put down that book

And let’s make a deal.

Let’s get lost in a story that we write with each breath

Every smile, scented style, for a while no more unworthiness

And it’s true that it might be just for a night

And we’ll wake and find that none of this is real.

But for now be my doll, don’t ask why, don’t ask how

‘Cause I’m as old as you look and you’re as young as I feel

Evening sun going down, and there’s no one around, I’ll be blowing this town Saturday

Let’s go down to the shore, and attempt to explore, something more that we don’t need to say

I am over a hill that you never have climbed, for a cheap enough thrill I’d go out of my mind

I came here to meditate, pause, and unwind

So why am I dancing this dance?

Should we give this a chance?

Love up My Sleeve

John T. Wurzer

You told me you loved me

But love isn’t free

I gave you my money

You took it from me

You promised to come back

If I let you leave

And now I’ve got nothing but blues in the morning and love up my sleeve

Guess I never knew you

Were something I bought

You conquered my mind with

One hot lusty thought

Your sizzling body

Makes the air hard to breath

And now I’ve got nothing but blues in the morning and love up my sleeve

I’d ask you to come back

But you’re not really gone

I swear I can feel you

As I’m singing this song

Your red rosy lipstick

On lips that deceive

While I’ve got nothing but blues in the morning and love up my sleeve

And someday you’ll miss me

You’ll wish I was there

You’ll wish you could kiss me

As you wake up and stare

At your latest lover

You get dressed and then leave

With nothing but blues in the morning and love up your sleeve

Things Forgotten

By John T. Wurzer

If I were ever to remember everything that I’ve forgotten

It would probably explode my fiercely aging brain

If I were ever to recover all those lost and frozen feelings

Would I melt them down, heat them up, and try to drink them all again

You see I’ve found a compromise

Between the sound of my own teardrops hitting the ground

And the fire in her eyes

If I were ever to return to all the places I escaped from

Would the aura and the restless urges be intact?

If I were ever to remember all the things that I’ve forgotten

Would I remember that when I wore that hat; I already proved you can’t go back

You see I’ve found a compromise

Between the sound of my own teardrops hitting the ground

And the fire in her eyes

If I were ever to come back from these places that I’ve run to

Would the running seem quite pointless, kind of useless and unwise?

If I were ever to remember all the things that I’ve forgotten

Would I lose my breath; have nothing left; nothing left to wear that’s not my size

You see I’ve found a compromise

Between the sound of my own teardrops hitting the ground

And the fire in her eyes

If I knocked down all the walls that have been keeping me quite captive

Ever so peaceful, elevated, subjugated and sublime

If I were ever to remember all the things that I’ve forgotten

Would I favor them; would I savor them; or would I deem them wasted time

You see I’ve found a compromise

Between the sound of my own teardrops hitting the ground

And the fire in her eyes

If I were ever to remember everything that I’ve forgotten

It would probably explode this fiercely aging brain

If I were ever to remember all the things that I’ve forgotten

Would I favor them; would I savor them; or would I forget them all again

Retirement Resort

By John T. Wurzer

And now it’s time to say goodbye to the USA TODAY

Get back to toys and comic books and bringing home my pay

Sitting in this time share and working on my tan

Is something that I did to remain well hid and to prove I really can

Did it ease my mind?

Did it lighten my load?

Did it help me to find something long ago sold?

I don’t think so; I don’t think it helped me to make sense

Of countries that sink so low, at the rest of the world’s expense

So excuse me for my brevity, and excuse this terse report

But I was never a man, meant to work on his tan in a retirement resort

Kind of surreal the way it makes you feel with the poolside music blaring

The average age much older than me, a little bolder and past caring

Trading tips on stocks and bonds, investments and cheap thrills

Not worrying about those who do without and those who cannot pay their bills

Did it ease my mind?

Did it lighten my load?

Did it help me to find something long ago sold?

I don’t think so; I don’t think it helped me to make sense

Of countries that sink so low, at the rest of the world’s expense

So excuse me for my brevity, and excuse this terse report

But I was never a man, meant to work on his tan in a retirement resort

So now it’s time to say goodbye to golf course bums and broads

Goodbye to Karaoke bars and mild subdued applause

Goodbye to aging wrinkled skin and silver hair turned grey

Goodbye to cable news shows and to USA TODAY.

