THIS

What is THIS?

Does THIS mean anything at all?

Does THIS have any relevance in today’s world?

If I listen to THIS will it change my life?

The answers to these questions are as follows:

“Nothing”, “No”, “No”, and “It is highly unlikely.”

People have been talking about THIS since the dawn of time…  

They’ve questioned THIS, they’ve scrutinized THIS, and they’ve printed libelous scandalous stories trying to shame, discredit, and put an end to all the attention that THIS gets.  They’ve ignored, explored, deplored, stored, adored, scattered and cored THIS.  They’ve summarized, epitomized, finalized, advertised, supersized, legitimized, recognized, disguised, and even scored THIS.

Still THIS leaves them feeling empty and alone.  

They can’t find THIS on their phone or on the world-wide web; in their king sized bed; or in the tears they shed; when all of that is said; they dread that still they cannot wrap their head around THIS.

I used to do THIS as well; spend all my private moments pondering THIS; until one day I came to the realization that until I got THIS out of my system I would continue to be haunted by THIS.  

I recorded THIS in the middle of the moment that stalls between heartbeats.

In the middle of a moment when I would write a song for no better reason than because I had found a word, a phrase, or a paragraph that I thought really ought to be a song.

It is a moment that has served me well over the years; and when I finished, I determined that…

I’ve had enough of THIS.

How about you?

THIS – The Real Story

There’s only one song on THIS CD that I actually set out to write with any kind of purpose in mind.  I wrote the song “Crawling Across The Sky” for my wife Diane on the anniversary of the night we met 15 years ago last July.  She is the best person I know and the best thing that has ever happened to me.  Thank God she had the fortunate occasion to cross my path during my long and weary journey through life.  She has helped me to grow exponentially in my professional, personal, emotional, artistic, and spiritual life for reasons that she will probably never fully comprehend.  She has enabled and allowed me to go places with my music that I never knew I could go.  She has truly given me “Time To Be Me”.  (Which, by the way was the working title for THIS CD for most of its gestation)  I feel it is important that explain that to anyone who listens to THIS before they read any further.  I still love her very much and always will.

The rest of the songs came about in a variety of strange and unusual ways inspired by almost nothing and based on no “real” stories or circumstances.  However, now that it is all said and done there is an incredible amount of emotional energy and emotional investment in these songs and on THIS CD.  Sometimes when you take the scattered pieces of lost feelings, lost emotions, and lost memories; let them spill onto the page in the form of a poem or two; you end up with some pretty powerful stuff.  I’m hoping that is what THIS is.

Special thanks to my cousin Sue who was nice enough to take a few hours from her busy life to practice a few of these tunes with me.  The harmony clips that I stole from those sessions were pretty much unrehearsed versions of songs she had never heard before I hit the record button.  She is an incredible talent and my favorite musical collaborator.

More special thanks to Rick Miller and the Wednesday Night Garage Jammers who were nice enough to let me sit in on several bluegrass jams at Jim’s house last summer.  It was the first time I’d played and sang with a large group of people in at least 20 years and the bluegrass “seeds” that they planted in my psyche infected many of the songs on THIS CD.  They’re a great bunch of people, and I hope to find time to get back together with them sometime soon.

Also thanks to Michael Butscher who was nice enough to record the intro to Diane’s jokes on the first track.

So, because I know that most of you who read THIS stuff are dying to find out where the songs came from.  J  

Here’s how some of THIS happened. 

Is THIS Thing On?

I was trying to install some multi-track recording software on my laptop and having quite a frustrating time of it.  I was installing and removing drivers, adjusting settings, and all kinds of things.  Every time I thought I’d figured it out I would grab the microphone and say, “Hello, hello?” in hopes of hearing my own voice in headphones.  As I entered into hour two of THIS adventure, that phrase changed to “Hello, hello, is THIS thing on?”  I must have repeated that phrase two hundred times throughout the evening before I finally got the ASIO drivers to cooperated with the operating system and the microphone.  By the time it was over, I was actually singing “HELLO, HELLO, IS THIS THING ON?  ARE YOU GONNA ROCK ME ALL NIGHT LONG” as my test phrase.  Thus, a song was born that I wrote the verses to about three weeks later.  It really isn’t “aimed at” or “about” anyone.  I just had to make a song out of it.  The phrase, “I just had to make a song out of it.” is the story of most of the songs on THIS CD.

Nothing On My Mind

Even though the song says I wrote THIS in the “Food Court” I was actually in a bar in the Nashville Airport listening to a guy playing guitar in the corner make a mess of Bob Dylan’s “It Ain’t Me Babe”.  I had taken a business trip to Ann Arbor, Michigan during which I wrote a bunch of these songs.  My return trip had a stopover in Nashville.  As with most of the songs written during that trip, I literally had “Nothing On My Mind”, but prior to THIS trip I had been in somewhat of a song writing drought, so I decided I would just write whatever came to mind for two straight days; with vain hopes of making songs out of them later.  The female harmony vocals are by Susan Haefner, December 2010.

Time To Be Me

I got the idea for THIS song while watching a video of Gillian Welch and the Old Crow Medicine Show doing a live version of The Band’s classic “The Weight”.  I’m not sure why…but I never am.  It seems that the older I get, the less time I can make to do the things that I once thought “defined” me as a person.  It seems however that the things I find myself forced to do are defining me as a different person altogether.  I will let history be the judge of which person is/was the better one.

Days Off

Inspired by a call I got from someone at Diamond Comic Distributors, Inc. in the middle of a weekend last year.  I can’t even remember who it was that called me, or which weekend it happened, but it left THIS line in my head.  “I remember when days off were days off.”  I let that percolate for about three months and then wrote THIS song.

The Tail Of Sally Rollin

I was listening to some Irish music on KDHX, St. Louis community radio (which everyone should spend some time doing) when I thought, “I should write an Irish Sea Chantey.”  I don’t think THIS really qualifies, but after about nine months of working on it I ended up with THIS song.  I still think that it would be better performed with a female voice in the lead and telling the story, however Susan and I never got a chance to perfect that version.  If nothing else, I think I achieved the “bawdiness” that I was looking for.

I Gotta Run

In a folder tucked away in a secret place on my hard drive is a batch of songs for a CD called “The Running”.  Someday I hope to record those songs.  In that folder there was a “song idea” document with two lines in it.  “I gotta run, I gotta go. (and then it said something about “banks of the Ohio…”  I’m not sure what that was about.)  It never really fit into the mood of that particular group of songs, so I brought it over here for THIS CD and made a song out of it.

Chicago

I wrote THIS song last August in a restaurant down the street from the theater where my cousin Sue was performing in the play “Billy Elliot”.  I was waiting for her to get out of rehearsal and meet me for dinner while I wrote down these lyrics.  Although the words have been changed and refined since then…I think the music finally achieve what I was hearing in my head at the time.

So “Hi”, So Long

During one of the few evenings last summer when I found time to sit on the deck and play guitar until the sun went down and the day turned to night, I came up with the refrain for THIS song.  I was pondering my own history and the budding history of a certain nephew of mine.  They are so similar that at times it is very scary.  I hope he enjoys THIS.  Harmony vocals by Susan Haefner who had never heard THIS song before we did THIS take.

Slightly Closer

THIS song is a train wreck.  There, I’ve said it.  The plane took off for Detroit, Michigan from BWI airport in Baltimore and I was determined that I would find a way to write some songs during that business trip.  (Ala…Get Disconnected.)  The first thing that occurred to me was that the higher the plane got, the closer I was getting to GOD, or DEATH.  So I put paper to pen with the intention of writing a somewhat religious song.  It didn’t work out that way.  I started to eavesdrop on a conversation across the aisle where two passengers who apparently hadn’t seen each other in years were getting reacquainted.  Essentially the entire song is just a bunch of words.  The line “My eyes are dark…” is in there because I had a black eye at the time.  I had an accident doing some volunteer work in the State park.  (Don’t ask.)  Still, I think there is someone out there that could make THIS into a great bluegrass song.

Indiana Instrumental

The drive from Chicago to Columbus via Fort Wayne Indiana was far more time consuming than I had imagined.  Northern Indiana is really FLAT.  I started to get THIS melody in my head, and being behind schedule already decided it would be great to stop in the middle of nowhere, get my guitar out of the back of the Honda Civic and write a song.  I never found words for it but still like the way it turned out.  Maybe there are no words to be found in Indiana…either way, here it is.

Fortunately

In September I took a week’s vacation during which I spent every morning hiking through the State Parks of Maryland.  

I was standing at the edge of a pond watching the early morning dew rise out of the water in the form of a magical misty fog when I thought of one of the lines in THIS song.  “Fortunately living in the moment easily now requires planning, care and focus constantly.”  The rest of the song grew out of that moment.  It is quite amazing the lengths that I will go to nowadays in order to free my mind from the prisons within which I have forced it to live.  I miss being young, irresponsible, and living in the moment.  I probably sucked more life out of those moments when I was a young man than most people even know exists; but came dangerously close to letting that philosophy consume and kill me.  Still, however, I miss it.  Fortunately I came out of all of that with a fabulous wife, a decent career, and most of my ideals still intact.  Fortunately indeed!

Miscellaneous Thoughts On Descent

THIS is a song that I wrote between the time the Captain said, “We have begun our final descent…” and the time we arrived at the gate.  I thought to myself, “I wonder if I could write a whole song before we land?”  Harmony vocals by Sue Haefner who had a totally different take on THIS song.  Thank goodness the way she interpreted the lyrics wasn’t what it was really about.  I was just trying to write a song in fifteen minutes.

 

Littered With Keepsakes

Years ago when Diane and I were living in Mascoutah, Illinois and she was working as an IT network administrator for a law firm we went to a company party at the mansion of one of the lawyers she worked for.  On my way to find a bathroom I walked into a room in the house that contained a very impressive grand piano.  The room and the piano had been completely overrun by knickknacks, keepsakes and all sorts of memorabilia.  It struck me as odd how someone so wealthy would spend that much time and money living in the past instead of enjoying the present.  The line “Littered with keepsakes” stuck in my mind.  It seems that over ten years later I finally made a song out of it. 

Every Little Bit Of The Night

I was driving home from work when a Tornado Warning came across my cell phone.  There are few things in life that I’m more terrified of than Tornados.  I was stuck on the Baltimore beltway at the time and so I aborted and took 795 to Owings Mills thinking I could stop at the Mall and write a few poems while the storm passed.  Diane and I lived in Owings Mills during the first year we were in Maryland so I thought that I “knew the mall”.  When I walked in, most of the stores were out of business and the mall was nearly deserted.  It was very eerie.  I hoped that the Tornado wouldn’t kill me there… in a dead shopping mall… and wrote two lines in my notebook before I left.  “I’m browsing for masked inspiration in a shopping mall full of stores.  Searching for a live sensation, but every outlet has locked up its doors.”  I pulled out that page a few months later and wrote THIS song.  I have no idea what it means.  Perhaps it’s about being somewhere you thought you once were; going back there and finding it wasn’t ever there at all.

Crawling Across The Sky

I wrote THIS poem for Diane for our 15th anniversary of the night we met.  I tried to turn it into a song several times.  It was originally far more upbeat that THIS, however THIS is my favorite version.  I am so glad both of us decided to go to Bob Faust’s birthday party on that July night 15 years ago.  I almost stayed home.  Diane almost stayed home.  Wow, it is amazing how one decision can change your whole life.

My Generation In A Sports Bar

THIS is my favorite song on the CD.  Something tells me it won’t be most people’s favorite.

Ann Arbor, Michigan – Damon’s Restaurant – November 2010.

I came in to grab dinner and hopefully write a few poems.  I sat down at the bar and thought to myself “Wow, everyone in here is OLD” until I realized that most of them were MY AGE.  There are a whole lot of words in THIS song.  It was the only thing I wrote that evening; through three beers, an order of French fries and a cup of coffee.  Still, it’s my favorite song on the CD.

Walking

My September vacation in the State Parks gave me THIS song as well.  Ironically enough, the last verse “came true”.  That vacation in September inspired me to get into shape.  I have since hiked in the State Parks every weekend during which weather permitted, started working out on an elliptical every morning and lost thirty pounds. (Which curiously enough no one noticed…how does that happen?)  A friend of mine suggested that we should train to run in a 5k race to keep up my “fitness inspiration”.  I was doing great making the transition from walking to jogging until I went too far one weekend and screwed up my ankle.  It freaked me out that the last verse of THIS song (written months earlier) turned out to be “prophetic”.  I will be more careful in the future when I’m considering writing a line that involves personal physical injury.

Enough of THIS

I love THIS song.  I don’t think I really need to explain THIS one.  Harmony vocals by Susan Haefner who said THIS hit home for her while she was working on Billy Elliot in Chicago.  (A play about coal miners.)  It’s certainly not about my job…really!

•
All songs conceived, written, arranged, composed, performed, augmented, adorned, and otherwise scorned by John T. Wurzer.  These songs are the property of HELP YOURSELF MUSIC, a not for profit institution that derives no tax incentives, credits, or deductions from the reality that it makes no money whatsoever.  The money is free from the music and the music is free from the money and the CD is free for anyone who wants it.  C2011 Help Yourself Music

•
Lots of Love and a Hope For Peace On Earth.

John T. Wurzer
Is This Thing On?

By John T. Wurzer

Hello.  Hello.  Is this thing on?

Are you gonna rock me all night long?

Across the ocean of space and time

Are you gonna rock me?

It ain’t no sin and it ain’t no crime.

All night long?

You had my heart from the very start

Are you gonna rock me?

Can we do it again like we did back then?

All night long?

Hello.  Hello.  Is this thing on?

Are you gonna rock me all night long?

When I cross our valley of frozen dreams

Are you gonna rock me?

If I ever get you out of those jeans

All night long?

When I see your eyes in the big black skies

Are you gonna rock me?

If you find me there with love to spare

All night long?

Hello.  Hello.  Is this thing on?

Are you gonna rock me all night long?

Across that river of time and space

Are you gonna rock me?

With the same old soul and a brand new face

All night long?

With my heart displayed on a razor blade

Are you gonna rock me?

Can we roll in the hay like it was yesterday

All night long?

Hello.  Hello.  Is this thing on?

Are you gonna rock me all night long?

I kinda think you’re gonna rock me

And it’s gonna be great

Nothing you could do could shock me. And it’s not too late
Nothing On My Mind

By John T. Wurzer

Too many trains are going nowhere from this station

Too many windows look upon what isn’t there

Too many maps that have no route or destination

Too many fortune telling gypsies at the fair

I’m drowning in the depths of my surroundings

This tapestry of scenes still drives me blind

The voices in my head are still resounding

Even though I’ve still got nothing on my mind

A desperate, blowing blizzard of white memories

Just turned itself to black smoke over time

A waterfall of words becoming empty

Meaningless in senseless perfect rhyme

Waltzing with a muse inside an airport

Quite vindictive but eight hundred miles behind

Proving as I sit here in the food court

I can write this song with nothing on my mind

I got nothing to remember and nothing to forget

Nothing says I love you like the words I ain’t said yet

In tragedy prosperity is flawlessly designed

To strand us here with nothing on my mind

Confusion is a word for what I’m feeling

Every time I see those eyes inside my dreams

Delusion is a word for double dealing

All the cards that you keep hidden in your jeans

Elation is a once divided memory

That had nothing else to do but bump and grind

Creation is a lost art getting friendly

Now that I’ve got nothing on my mind

Nothing to remember, I got nothing to forget

Nothing says I love you like the words I ain’t said yet

In tragedy prosperity is flawlessly designed

To strand you here with nothing on my mind

Time to be me

By John T. Wurzer

I swam across the river at flood stage just to hold your hand

Met you at the edge of an ocean where we kissed upon the sand

We watched the rising sun at dawn, making love until it set

But through all those times and these blissful rhymes there is something I missing yet

I’ve gotta be wild with my tongue on fire in the middle of street

I gotta be a child with but one desire to find a drum to beat

And I ain’t saying that finding your love has ever stopped me from being free

But the more time I spend

At this journey’s end

The less time I’m finding

Time to be me

I heard the windows rattle as the storm hit the mountain gap

I took a job in a big glass building processing corporate crap

I took your hand and led you through Midwestern pieces of mind

And you’ve been filling me with ecstasy, but there’s something I’ve yet to find

I’ve gotta be wild with my tongue on fire in the middle of street

I gotta be a child with but one desire to find a drum to beat

And I ain’t saying that finding your love has ever stopped me from being free

But the more time that I spend

At this journey’s end

The less time I’m finding

Time to be me

Have you got time to sit and watch the evening sun go down

Have you got time to rest your head upon my knee

Have you got time to listen to the silence and call it sound

Have you got time to give me time to find time

To find the time to be me.

Days Off

By John T. Wurzer

I remember when days off were days off

I remember when quitting time was quitting time

I remember when you and I could get off

Of this merry-go-round 

Land on the ground and feel so fine

Feel so fine in the morning without a warning

Hiding at the edge of the world

So fine in the evening with sanity leaving

And starlight beginning to swirl

All of the laughter and all of the rapture

I remember as the years unfurl

I remember when days off were days off

And you were my girl.

I remember when days off were days off

I remember when quitting time was quitting time

I remember when you and I could get off

Of this merry-go-round 

Land on the ground and feel so fine

Feel so fine like a rhyme that writes its own line

Underneath a magic spell

Fine like the sheet that covered your feet

In the heat of the moment you fell

All of these stages written in pages

Of poems from the scene of the crime

I remember when days off were days off

And you were mine

I remember when days off were days off

I remember when quitting time was quitting time

I remember when you and I could get off

Of this merry-go-round 

Land on the ground and feel so fine

Feel so fine like the rolling thunder was bowling

Over my self defense

Feel so fine like the fire full of Christmas desire

When I’m living in the present tense

All of these words at sunset like birds

Singing louder than the coo of the dove

I remember when days off were days off

And we were in love

The Tail Of Sally Rollin

Her hair was brown and her eyes were blue and her heart was green with envy

To pass the time she would smile at you, and her smile was cast at many

She lived alone in a harbor town, her tears and her men were salty

He met her there and she grabbed his arm saying, “Sir, your heart seems faulty!”

And then she shot him a glance said, “You’ve still got a chance to be loose and unencumbered

And with every kiss, upon her list, his name was logged and numbered

She’s a sizzling lass, with a tight firm grasp, of what is and ain’t a lover

Oh but Sally Rollin never touched his soul but the rest of him she covered

And through the years coming in from the sea the sailors’ hearts were needy

And Sally would lay on the table a spread for she knew they needed feeding

The ripest fruit and the freshest meat, all tender and warm and juicy

Ah but Sally Rollin never learned to cook, or so said her sister Lucy

And then she’d shoot them a glance say’n, “You’ve still got a chance to be loose and unencumbered

And with every kiss, upon her list, their names were logged and numbered

She’s a sizzling lass, with a tight firm grasp, of what is and ain’t a lover

Oh but Sally Rollin never touched a soul although the rest of a man she covered

The word spread around this harbor town that the sailors all were eating

At Sally’s place with smiles on their faces, getting what they were needing

The preacher swore this was something more and she was filled with false intentions

He said, “Sally Rollin never feeds no one, without three forms of prevention.”

And then she shot him a glance say’n, “You’ve still got a chance to be loose and unencumbered

And with every kiss, upon her list, his name was logged and numbered

She’s a sizzling lass, with a tight firm grasp, of what is and ain’t a lover

Oh but Sally Rollin never touched his soul although the rest of the priest she covered

I Gotta Run

Words and Music by John T. Wurzer

I wake each day before the sun comes peeking through the blinds

At work by six, performing tricks, and poisoning young minds

I don’t know why I even try to justify each day

It’s obvious I oughta just pack up and walk away

I gotta run

I gotta go

Honey I’m sorry I never told you so

I gotta leave

I gotta breath

Honey I’m sorry you started to believe

I loved you true and you, yes you, you loved me from the start

You set me free from misery; your key unlocked my heart

But honey, I am driftwood and you are a peaceful shore

My love belongs lost at sea; it can’t stay here anymore

Perhaps someday they’ll cremate me and put me in an urn

Throw me in a limousine and hit a hairpin turn

Roll me down a hillside; watch my dust fall in a stream 

And when people go a fishin’ there, I’m sure they’ll hear me scream

Chicago

By John T. Wurzer

I got into my car and I drove out west

Just to see a woman, now I’ve confessed

Every time we meet it’s like a one act show

Big bad city, Chicago.

I tried to turn right to the parking garage

I was in the wrong lane, there was a honking barrage

Seems I had the power to stop the traffic flow

Out of state plates in Chicago.

The theater district is kind of a mess 

Some dress down, others get dressed

Passed out on the side street with no place to go

I saw a homeless guy in Chicago

The girl at the bar wants to sit next to me

I’m pretending it’s because she thinks I’m free

Rich guy walks in, takes her hand, and she goes

I’m still cold as ice in Chicago

There are thousands of people just walking around

Minds somewhere else and their eyes on the ground

Protecting themselves from attachments that grow

If you catch someone’s eye in Chicago.

The bright lights will come and the sun will go down

I’m here where you are, but soon I’ll leave town

Someday it’s be nice to take our time and go slow

But for now, just a night in Chicago

So “Hi”, “So Long”

By John T. Wurzer

I woke up today with a sunbeam alive on my brow

Quarter to twelve o’clock; half past a once solemn vow

The warmth of your waist on my forearm; the purr of your snore

I’ll never be sure how I got here but hell I want more

I’ve been riding so high for so far and so long

Staring down at the city and the meaningless throng

Inspecting the boundaries, the sensible guidelines and rules

Learning that those with their feet on the ground are just fools

I’ve been breathing your name and digesting your voice

Everything seems the same but I don’t have a choice

Some people speak of a time when their minds were set free

But scrounging for nickels and dimes washes minds out to sea

I’ve been riding so high for so far and so long

Staring down at the cities and the meaningless throng

Inspecting the boundaries, the sensible guidelines and rules

Learning that those with their feet on the ground are just fools

The sun’s going down and the moon is still laughing out loud

At those who convince themselves that they’re not part of the crowd

I’m watching that man in the moon start to creep through the sky

Watching me sing on this song like I’m waving goodbye

I’ve been riding so high for so far and so long

Staring down at the cities and the meaningless throng

Inspecting the boundaries, the sensible guidelines and rules

Learning that those with their feet on the ground are just fools

Slightly Closer

By John T. Wurzer

I don’t think of you that often, you’re rarely on my mind

I struggle every day and night, I’m working myself blind

The office is an ocean, that I’m trying hard to cross

With hurricane force winds in play, my stomach starts to toss

I’m stubborn and persistent; yes it’s my way or the road

I can barely keep from crying, but most say I’m rather cold

And it’s day on day, the same old way, there ain’t ever nothin’ new

But still somehow I’m feeling a little bit closer to you.

For years I stood there stranded, my feet in concrete mud

A cigarette in one hand, strange things flowing in my blood

Bouncing off the ceilings almost everywhere I went

Friends would whisper to themselves, “He’s a walking accident”.

But somewhere in the darkness, something broke the chains

Thinned the sticky nightmare, unclogged this frozen brain

When I see friends I had back then, they ask me how I do

It must be obvious I’m feeling a little bit closer to you

No I’m not moving anywhere and this plane just hit the ground.

The silence is so loud in here;  I can make out every sound.

My eyes are dark and yours are closed; and the words we use are few.

Parting ways, in a daze, feeling a little bit closer to you.

I spent black nights on the back roads of a memory made of stone

Thunder crashing, lightening flashing, soaked right to the bone

Standing up and falling down, a thousand times a year

A big black eye, an alibi, and a throat too tired to hear

The air a humid sandlewood array of sounds and smells

With whipping wind that pelts my eyes like a riptide hits the shells

A fortress of emotions; never happy, tense or blue

Always wishing I was feeling a little bit closer to you

I don’t know where you’ve wandered or where you go to sleep

But sometimes I get to thinking that we’re bound to go down deep

One more time in perfect rhyme, like a fireworks display

Ill at ease, up off our knees, possibilities in play

I’m cautious now and older, you’re probably the same

If we met just once for coffee, would we start another game

That you and I can ever win, but tears our hearts in two?

A resurrected feeling, a little bit closer to you.

No I’m not moving anywhere and this plane just hit the ground.

The silence is so loud in here; I can make out every sound.

My eyes are dark and yours are closed and the words we use are few.

Parting ways, in a daze, feeling a little bit closer to you.

From the eastern shore of Baltimore to the plains of Illinois

Chicago, New Orleans and Euless, Texas like a toy

I keep a spare heart with me in the pocket of my pants

Just in case the moon turns blue, pigs fly, and we have a chance

This emptiness inside me didn’t kill my will to dream

I live and love another, watch her eyes light up and scream

And I cannot taste your memory so I guess that means we’re through

But still somehow I’m feeling, a little bit closer to you

Fortunately

By John T. Wurzer

Standing there with an ice cold pen and ink that will not flow 

Falling in and out of love again with a big I told you so.

Fortunately seeking, simple thoughts and hollow phrases

Boisterous, vain, insatiable and with a rhythm that amazes

Me

Stolen poems and empty visions, sticky rhymes and words of woe

Sentences that filled my days and nights so long ago

Fortunately falling for a feeble salesman’s pitch

Binding blind unstable thoughts every time I get an itch

With a hop outside the backdoor, like a rabbit on the run

I’ll leave here without anything, but hell, I sure had fun

Fortunately gathering my keepsakes and my songs

Move your ass and grab a suitcase if you want to sing along

Hiking through the forest in the dark is hard to do

Climbing over rocks and scraping mud off of my shoe

Fortunately finding one more path out of the woods

Barely breaking out but getting while the getting’s good

Gazing at the meadow in a clearing by a pond

Trying not to turn around or even look beyond

Fortunately living in the moment easily

Now requires planning, care and focus constantly

Throwing out a blanket on the grassy hill at dawn

Imagining a time when we were bathing on the lawn

Fortunately warming up stretched out and barely clothed

It’s a pretty damn good life, I guess, when you’re far from getting old

Miscellaneous Thoughts on Descent

By John T. Wurzer

I can hear the music pulsing through my mind again

As the vision of her blue eyes fades to black

I can hear words to songs that left me blind my friend

Full of visions that I don’t want to get back

Some folks want it on a platter in a restaurant

Some folks want to grow it in their own back yard

Sometimes a bag of groceries is all want

I remember that from days when life was hard

Everybody has a story and a photograph

Everybody has regrets and I’ve got lots

People look at me and they can’t help but laugh

When it’s said and done they’ll say I took my shots

Have I settled down or am I still a wanderer?

Am I looking for lost feelings as I sleep?

It might be that I’m just a restless ponderer

Who only lost the things he didn’t want to keep

A chilly breeze just brushed me on the shoulder blade

It felt just like I used to feel her touch

I’m halfway home and in a zone where I get paid

To wonder why I love you quite this much

Keepsakes

By John T. Wurzer

If you walk through the living rooms of those living dead

Watch out for the glassware that shatters instead

Instead of lighting the way with sparkling array

Those dead living rooms are much darker today

REFRAIN

Littered with keepsakes and feelings that flow

Cheap instrumentals and passion below

Into the soft night, quite accidental

Littered with keepsakes and cheap instrumentals

Don’t try to be clever, too hard or too long

You’ll find that you never write the right song

No it isn’t the wit and it isn’t the rhymes

It’s more how it speaks of your heart and hard times

REFRAIN

If time’s being hard and your song’s being thin

And you can’t find the rhythm to drive you or spin

Like a carnival cage on a ride meant to thrill

Imagine a banjo camped out at the still

REFRAIN

Every Little Bit of The Night

Take every little bit of the night and wrap it up inside a dream

Take every bit of my love that went flowing down that stream

Take every little sparkling moment from my scrapbook eyes

Take every little bit of my promise to love you, honey, never ask the reason why.

I’m swimming in the solitude of memories

Nobody in the room but you and I

Feeling like a rain droplet clinging to a rose

Just after the storm passed by

I’m drinking up each night like a potion

Enchanted temporarily at best

While the other side of darkness holds a notion

That you and I should probably get undressed

Take every little bit of the night and wrap it up inside a dream

Take every bit of my love that went flowing down that stream

Take every little sparkling moment from my scrapbook eyes

Take every little bit of my promise to love you, honey, never ask the reason why.

I’m browsing for masked inspiration

In a shopping mall full of stores

Searching for a live sensation

But every outlet has locked up its doors

I’m driving through a forest full of ceilings

Where no one smiles or calls my name

And the worst sounds I hear are my feelings

They’re insecure and only partially sane

Take every little bit of the night and wrap it up inside a dream

Take every bit of my love that went flowing down a stream

Take every little sparkling moment from my scrapbook eyes

Take every little bit of my promise to love you, honey, never ask the reason why.

The sweat in my palms says the same thing

I make a tight fist, I won’t lose my grip

The love that we made was amazing

I don’t know why we had to let it slip

Take every little bit of the night and wrap it up inside a dream

Take every bit of my love that went flowing down a stream

Take every little sparkling moment from my scrapbook eyes

Take every little bit of my promise to love you, honey, never ask the reason why.
Crawling Across the Sky

By John T. Wurzer

It was all I could ever ask

To be lost in a backyard dream

With my tears held inside a cask

And your eyes on a white moonbeam

I saw sparks when I heard your voice

I felt chills when I learned your name

On a night I could have spent alone

Somehow both of us felt the same

Watch the moon crawl across the sky

And common sense start to wave good-bye

Watch my heart start to split in two

As I start to fall in love with you

It was hot when first begotten

When I held you in my arms so tight

With my tears wiped away and forgotten

It took an hour just to kiss goodnight

I saw clouds move across the moon

And I saw trains rolling down the line

On a night I could have spent alone

Somehow I had to make you mine

So watch the moon crawl across the sky

And common sense start to wave good-bye

Watch my heart start to split in two

As I start to fall in love with you

15 years is a long, long, time

Hearts so true and so entwined

Whenever fate crosses the line

You never know what you’re gonna find

I saw death standing at my door

And I saw cupid shoot a game of pool

I saw you and I wanted more

And that’s still some kind of rule

So watch the moon crawl across the sky

And common sense start to wave good-bye

Watch my heart start to split in two

As I start to fall in love with you
My Generation In A Sports Bar

By John T. Wurzer

My generation in a sports bar

With Lynyrd Skynryd on the box

Playing sci-fi trivia and whispering that it rocks

Rogaine and Cialis wafting through the air

Texting, sending pictures and counting each gray hair

Arms crossed in disappointment

Hands clasped in desperate stress

Dreaming of retirement and a woman in a tight black dress

Old enough to remember Woodstock but too young to feel the music

Smart enough to spot the very best pot

But too stupid to refuse it.

My generation in a sports bar

The song says that we’re ready to love

But the token happy couple just went outside to put on their boxing gloves

And we’re checking out the market on our Blackberry storms 

First we find an app that’s full of crap and then we watch the crap take form

Fingers to our lips in consternation

Eyes on a big flat TV screen

Leafing through the scrapbook of a lifetime of what we’ve seen

Witness to assassinations, Bobby, Martin Luther, and John

The first to watch a man step on the moon and then wonder why he’d gone

Chorus:

From the Mainframe to the personal computer to the GUI interfaces

Space Invaders, Cyber-sex, Pong and Smiley Faces

I-macs, I-pads, I-pods, I-tunes, I touch you but you never touch me.

My generation in a sports bar just trying to get free

My generation in a sports bar

None of us can recognize the song

It’s manufactured music meant to string our middle-age along

The internet was our creation and we’ve sold everything from soup to rocks

We’ve all got two point one children and we were the first men to wear ankle socks

The first to hear the racist echoes on Fox News and CNN 

We get stereotyped, bashed and hyped and ignored every now and then

We used to have aspirations, yeah we called them hopes and dreams

But we were oblivious to the obvious that everything is just like it seems

Chorus:

From the Mainframe to the personal computer to the GUI interfaces

Space Invaders, Cyber-sex, Pong and Smiley Faces

I-macs, I-pads, I-pods, I-tunes, I touch you but you never touch me.

My generation in a sports bar still trying to get free

My generation in a sports bar, the music is just paper on the wall

None of us know what it’s saying or if it’s saying anything at all.
Walking

By John T. Wurzer

I’ve been walking since I grew these feet

I’ve been walking, I had someone to meet

It weren’t no savior in the devil’s clothes

I’ve been walking, everybody knows

I’ve been whispering in the dark of night

I’ve been swallowing some kind of light

Believing goodness can conquer hate

I’ve been walking, hoping I’m not late

I should be running

But I’d never last

The judgment’s coming

And it’s coming fast

We can make this strange world

A better place

If we just keep walking at an even pace

 I don’t do preaching or politics

Those who do are just playing tricks

They tell you stories until you’ve had your fill

They think they’re walking but they’re standing still

I’ve been digging one giant hole

Big enough to bury my soul

I’ve been swearing off greed and lust

I’ve been walking towards inner trust

I should be running

But I’d never last

The judgment’s coming

And it’s coming fast

We can make this strange world

A better place

If we just keep walking at an even pace

I’ve been walking since I learned to crawl

Started jogging thought I knew it all

I rolled my ankle when the road got rough

And now I’m walking; hoping that’s enough
Enough of This

By John T. Wurzer

I was born a restless child with a fire in my voice

I was out there running wild as if I really had a choice

Tempting demons to arrive, tempting cauldrons to explode

Living life while half alive and growing prematurely old

REFRAIN

I’ve been working here too long

I’ve been mining in these mines

I’ve been singing on this song

But my voice no longer rhymes

I’ve been struggling to survive

In this land of sated bliss

I’ve been working here too long

And I’ve had enough of this

I walked into a tattoo parlor, trying to make some cash

But I never got the hang of painting chains on someone’s ass

I escaped without a piercing, or a symbol, or a phrase

No one can write upon my life anything I can’t erase

Well I found myself on Wall Street, buying and a selling

I wasn’t quite sure what, ah but everyone was yelling

I was flying high on assets, thinking it would last

When completely without warning, the whole thing kind of crashed.

Scrubbing in a Car Wash, mopping up the bar

Washing dirty dishes, removing rooftop tar

Sundaes at the Dairy Queen, Thanksgiving at the Pub

Shipping dirty comic books and cooking lunch rush grub.

I woke up without a dime, wearing t-shirts and some shorts

I reported it, a crime, but it made no news reports

As I lay there in a ditch, trying to dry out

Something snapped inside my gut, and it left me little doubt

