Plastic Slacks

(And other skeletons from an overused closet.)

I wrote a bunch of new songs last year in hopes of recording them with my cousin Susan.  They are about all things “running”.  Running out, running into, running around, running downstream, etc.  Then, just when I was ready to start working on the arrangements Susan got a job and “ran off” to Chicago to be in a play.  What are the odds?

I still want to record those songs with her someday, so I’ve set them aside for now and I’ve raided the Help Yourself Music archives to come up with this bunch of songs.  All but one of these songs do not appear on any of the CD’s in my library.  Some of them were never on a CD; others were on a tape but when I converted my tapes to CD’s they got cut due to space/time constraints.  One of the songs is an alternate version of a song that is on a CD; and there are two “new songs” written in 2010.

Recording these songs has been a confusing journey down memory lane, but worth the effort nonetheless.  I can’t play all the guitar parts that I used to play but hopefully the technology successfully covers up most of the diminishing skills.  Give it a listen, and when you’re done throw it in the closet with those imitation leather pants from the 1980’s.

Lots of love and a hope for peace,

John

Plastic Slacks 

Mp3tag File Overview
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Title: This Time Around

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 2010

Track: 01

Genre: Hazy and ill-defined

Comment: I wrote this song while playing on the deck and watching the sun go down on the first warm Friday night of 2010.  It took about an hour and a half to write.  I went inside when it got dark and spent the next four hours recording it.  It was a “one night stand”.  I decided to stick with the original recording. 

Title: Troubled Thoughts of Michael Jackson

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: Somewhere in the 1980’s

Track: 02

Genre: Jazzy and unrefined

Comment: Written sometime during the 1980’s.  I can’t really remember what year, where I was, or what I was thinking about.  That pretty much describes the 1980’s for me; so does this song.

Title: You Play Forever On My Mind

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1980

Track: 03

Genre: Classy and redefined

Comment: This is one of five songs included on this CD that I wrote during May of 1980 when I should have been studying for or at least taking my final exams.  This song, “Hey Mac”, “Dear Kathy”, “Lovely Lady if You Knew”, and “The Smoke Filled Room” are a quintet of songs that were inadvertently omitted from any of my subsequent tapes/CDs.

Title: Christians and their Children

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1981

Track: 04

Genre: Pagan bump and grind

Comment: I ‘m pretty sure that I wrote this sometime pre-1982 because Kathy recognized it, and plays spoons via the internet on this one.  Thanks Kathy!  It must have been the summer of 1981.  This gives me all kinds of ideas about creating some kind of cyberspace jam CD.  Who knows, maybe I’ll be able to pull off a cross country jam CD in the near future.

Title: Another Month Of Mondays

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1995

Track: 05

Genre: Solemnly inclined

Comment: A song that originally appeared on the “Flat Off My Back” tape but was cut when converting from tape to CD due to space and time constraints.  I resurrected this song last year during the warehouse transition at work.  Every new month in 2009 felt just like “Another Month of Mondays”.

Title: You'll Never Break Me Again

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1996

Track: 06

Genre: Extremely well timed

Comment: Originally on a tape called “A Spartan at an Orgy” and cut due to time constraints when converting to CD.  This was written in Sparta, Illinois and specifically for the upper management team at Diamond Comic Distributors.  I used to joke that they were “vice presidents by default”.  Not really qualified, but the only choice available when the company needed some vice presidents.  As it turns out I climbed the ladder at DCD for exactly the same reasons.  Pretty ironic, huh?

Title: Fantasy Is Stranger Than Fiction

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1992

Track: 07

Genre: Intricately rhymed

Comment: This song still appears on the “Comic Book World” CD, but there used to be a slower less bitter version dedicated to my favorite comic book retailer on the original version of the “Artificial Sweetener” tape.  This is a much better version of that rendition.  I wrote this song while watching “Star Trek, the Next Generation” in my living room in Fort Worth, Texas sometime in the early 1990’s.

Title: The Lonely Avenue Blue

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1981

Track: 08

Genre: Personally signed

Comment: I wrote this during the summer of 1981; it was my first summer living away from home.  I used to go for walks on the night that people “brought out their trash” for pickup the next morning, partly to find out if they were throwing out anything I could use and partly so that I could see what the rest of the world was doing.  It is funny how I’m still pretending to be a different person during the day that I really am at night.  (the song was resurrected only because my cousin Susan saved a tape I sent her that summer called “Across the Ocean” while her and her family were in England.  Thanks Sue!

Title: It's Snowing Outside

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 2010

Track: 09

Genre: Podcasted and much maligned

Comment: The second of two new songs on this CD.  I wrote this while shoveling snow during one of three “blizzards” we had in Maryland during the winter of 2010.  I podcasted the song the same night I wrote it.  This is an alternative PODCAST version that I did when I was tired of working on the rest of the songs on this CD.

Title: Hey Mac

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1980

Track: 10

Genre: Embryonic and on my mind.

Comment: I’m sure that Monica doesn’t remember this but late in my freshman year she once criticized my songs for being too “straight forward” and too “emotional” and containing few or no metaphors, similes, fancy language etc.  I was quite taken aback because I thought I was singing my guts out.  In the long run, however, Monica taught me more about songwriting than I ever learned listening to Bob Dylan.  She taught me how to learn from other people.  Still, when I first started to write this, I was pissed.  This piece sat there as what Monica used to call a “song embryo” until this year when I finished it.  Coincidentally my songs started to contain a great deal more imagery, symbolism, and extended metaphors after Monica said that to me.  Thanks Monica!

Title: Dear Kathy

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1980

Track: 11

Genre: Salt and limed

Comment: In the last three weeks of the spring semester of 1980 I was trying to write a song for everyone who was special to me.  I was actually planning to be kicked out of school.  This is perhaps the worst song I’ve ever written and I regardless of the lyric I didn’t write another song for Kathy until about a year and a half later.  That song appears on the “Crawling Away” CD and is called “The Night Wears On”.  I also learned a lot about songwriting from Kathy who was once inspired by a line in a song I wrote called “Too Many Days on the Rag” and turned that inspiration into a classic “anti-evangelical” song called “I’ve Got Your Picture On The Wall James Robison” which is perhaps the best song I’ve ever heard.

Title: Shufflin Along

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1988

Track: 12

Genre: Never written but always rhymed.

Comment: Originally on the tape called “A World Full Of…”  This song never actually had any “real words”.  You just make the words up as you play; that’s pretty much what I tried to do here.

Title: Lovely Lady If You Knew

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1980

Track: 13

Genre: Inadvertently wined and dined.

Comment: I wrote this while watching Maria Wolf reading a book.  I don’t remember where or when, but it pissed me off that Andy was having such a difficult time accepting her love.  Sometimes I’m so glad that I’m not 19 years old anymore.

Title: This Old Road

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1989

Track: 14

Genre: Slimed

Comment: Originally appeared on “Shedding One More Layer of Skin” in the 1980’s.  This song never really had any formal lyrics.  I vaguely remember writing this in a room where everyone else was passed out and I was still sitting there making up stuff on my guitar.  There’s something inside of this song that I can’t put my finger on that still tugs on the strings that tie me to my soul.

Title: You Just Can't Win

Artist: John T. Wurzer

Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1988

Track: 15

Genre: Out of my mind

Comment: I found this on a cassette tape that I was going to throw out before I realized it had stuff on it like “Troubled Thoughts of Michael Jackson” and this song.  I call the CD that I burned from the tape; “Permanently Unreleased”.  It appears to be a recording of incoherent conversations between my wife and I after throwing a party in the 1980’s, winding the night down, after everyone else had left.  I was embarrassed for myself just listening to it.  I think that this song eventually became a song called “I Do Not Like Green Eggs and Ham.”

Title: The Smoke Filled Room - Artist: John T. Wurzer - Album: Plastic Slacks

Year: 1980

Track: 16

Genre: Eerily fine

Comment: I always like this one, but could never get it quite right.  When I was almost done with this version I realized that in one section I wasn’t playing the original chords.  It seemed to work, so I left it the way it was.  I still have a vivid memory of sitting on the steps of Tom Brown dormitory at TCU during May of 1980 writing this as the moon and clouds crossed the sky and the sprinklers kept the quad from turning brown.  It was probably sometime close to 3 a.m. when I started writing it and sometime closer to 5 a.m. when I finished.  At some point during that adventure in songwriting, someone named John music major) from down the hall listened to what I was doing and wrote the “bass-run lick” that goes along with the words “Give me the last dance and I’ll be gone”.  I wish I could remember his last name, but I can’t.  He was a skinny guy with curly hair and was on his way back from a gig.  Oh well, I guess it took me 30 years to record it.

This Time Around

By John T. Wurzer

I have nothing else to do

Than to spend a little time with you

Will you build me up?

Will you tear me down?

Can you make me whole again?

Will you touch my soul again?

This time around

Springs and summers tend to fall

I’m glad you found the time to call

Will you build me up …etc.

I guess it’s been a long, long, time

It’s good to know I crossed your mind

Will you build me up …etc.

Skeletons once locked away

Broke through the closet door today

Will they build me up?

Will they tear me down?

Can they make me whole again?

Will they touch my soul again?

This time around

Troubled Thoughts of Michael Jackson

By John T. Wurzer

Have you been up and down this highway for the last time

Is there a poster out accusing you of white crime

Are you obsessed with troubled thoughts of Michael Jackson

With plastic slacks on

Ought to be a tax on

That whole song

You can catch me down in Disney World on the log ride

I will adjust my umbrella to the left side

And in only a couple of minutes we will make it

You’ll start to shake it

Won’t have to fake it

You’ll be gone

You have filled up all the spaces in my blank head 

With conversations about politics and the books that you’ve read

But you can’t live that way forever, it will kill you

Nothing will do

And now it’s past two

And you were wrong

There is not a lot of nothing that I can add to this

It’s like asking for a description of our first kiss

The words could flow forever until the moon fades

You put on some dark shades

And smoke some grass blades

And so long

You Play Forever On My Mind

By John T. Wurzer

I never knew much about sewing

And I’m still naive with the needle and thread

This song that I will sing

Was meant to earn me diamond rings

But I’ll sing it for you and me instead

You play forever on my mind

And I keep loving every secret that I find

You play forever on my mind

A blanket to keep me warm at nighttime

A patchwork quilt lined with green and red

This song was meant to be

Played upon my first LP

But I’ll sing it for you and me instead

You play forever on my mind

And I keep loving every secret that I find

You play forever on my mind

The blanket is shed as days grow warmer

The patchwork quilt has been misled

And as I leave to chase my dream

You take with you a vital seam 

And I sing this song for you and me instead

You play forever on my mind

And I keep loving every secret that I find

You play forever on my mind

Christians and Their Children

By John T. Wurzer

I've been keeping a watchful eye over the Christians and their children

Waving a last goodbye as the charred night turns to day

It's as real as a photograph, all the dead men now are living

Perfectly plastic smiles embroidered, "Made in U.S.A."

Sweetly the campus sings as Sheila cries of unborn children

Mary has lost her ring and wonders if she'll show the signs

Sweet Liza Jane has lost her name

To a truck stop attendant's grocery game

And the bruises on her face can't cover up the lines.

Quickly the quad has smiled as Jacob's light flashed on the sidewalk

Burrowing towards the ground in a lethargic hopeless haze

Jacob and Christ don't socialize

The pipe's been tempered with compromise

And no one here, can iron out straighter A's

Slowly the congress speaks as Richard's firing Ronald's budget

Washing the jungles clean of those who stand in nature’s way

Flags line the graves on Sunset Hill

Learning to die, when trained to kill

Raven upon the door says some get hurt, but that's O.K.

Another Month of Mondays

By John T. Wurzer

It's another month of Mondays

It must be Friday night

Because the black has turned to violet

And the past to neon light

The money washed away

Into a rich and flowing stream

And there's nothing left to spare

And there's nothing to be seen

It's another month of Mondays

With no writing on the wall

And there's no one left to read it

And there's no one left to call

The sun is lost in Persia

And the moon has gone to sleep

The miner and the poet

Killed the keeper of the sheep

It's another month of Mondays

And the calendar is wrong

It can't be Sunday morning

Because I never touched the dawn

It can't be Wednesday evening

Because the song is out of tune

The car is out of petrol

And the magic died too soon

It's another month of Mondays

And it's been that way all year

There's mold upon my bedpost

And there's blood inside my beer

Well, there's never been a moment

When I felt so damn uptight

It's another month of Mondays

Hey, you're looking out of sight

You’ll Never Break Me Again

By John T. Wurzer

You can rattle me, shake me, tell me you’ll forsake me

Turn me upside down, boil, fry, and bake me

Ask me for a lifetime and steal a couple moments from my pen

You can rattle me, shake me, but you’ll never break me again

You can steal me, reveal me, lock me up and seal me

Hold me in your arms and tell me you can’t feel me

Rate me four point two upon your magic scale from one to ten

You can rattle me, shake me, but you’ll never break me again

You can harm me, disarm me, honey you can charm me

Slip inside my heart and act like you alarm me

Dress me up and strip me down as if I was a thousand other men

You can rattle me, shake me, but you’ll never break me again

You can fax me, relax me, minimize and max me

Open up your window, overvalue, and then tax me

Trade my thoughts for pennies, tell the aging rooster that he’ll never have a hen

You can rattle me, shake me, but you’ll never break me again

You can stir me, deter me, infect me and then cure me

Ask me for a map, get me lost, then reassure me

Treat me like a Barbie Doll, then ask me to perform like I was Ken

You can rattle me, shake me, but you’ll never break me again

You can phone me, disown me, disintegrate and clone me

Answer me with voice mail, pick me up and dial tone me

But still I’ll try to reach you, through a hazy morning foggy might have been

You can rattle me, you can shake me, but you’ll never break me again

You can hurt me, dessert me,  polyester shirt me,

Wrap a tie around my neck, respect and overwork me

Still I’ll crawl up through the mud, take a stand, over and over again

You can rattle me, shake me, but you’ll never break me again

Fantasy is Stranger than Fiction

By John T. Wurzer

Last Night as I was staring straight at a UFO

It beamed me aboard and I was forced to see you

And though neither one of us had a place to go

You told me to hold on tight and off to outer space we flew

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

And though you and I could never get it right

Fantasy is always stranger than fiction

We warped to the surface of a far off world

Blood dripping slowly from your eyes

You force me to tell you that I was still in love

I said, "Are you sure I'm still alive?"

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

We went to the apple tree and we took a bite

Fantasy is always stranger than fiction

And out of the east where the morning sun got lost

Came a crystal mist of revelation

You became me and I became lady frost

You looked like a nightmare of frustration

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

I feel like a goat that's lost his appetite

Fantasy is always stranger than fiction

So how does it feel to be the one you fear?

With feelings that still escape detection

Falling to earth just like an angel's tear

Praying for hopeless resurrection

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

Your storybook lies change from black to white

I guess fantasy is always stranger than fiction

The Lonely Avenue Blue

By John T. Wurzer

As I walk the lonely avenue blue

Skies will fade with the night and

Dogs bark sounds of ingratitude and

I’ll never know why

I see domicile dwellers in bed

Rooms with late night T.V. and

Blinds drop shutting out stranger men

Locked shutting out me.

But it’s only a hat and I’ll wear it all day

Don’t laugh at me, cry, or ask me to stay

Cause just when I take it off.

I’m ready to…

I’m ready to play.

As I walk the lonely avenue blue

Grandpa wore it with Buffalo Bill

Him in heaven he lives now

Passed down and into my hands again

Dreams, that’s what it gives

But it’s only a hat and I’ll wear it all day

Don’t laugh at me, cry, or ask me to stay

Cause just when I take it off.

I’m ready to…

I’m ready to play.

As I walk the lonely avenue blue

So as you walk the lonely avenue blue

Skies will fade with the night and

You’ll face sounds of ingratitude and

Know I was right

But it’s only a hat and you’ll wear it all day

They won’t laugh at you, cry, or ask you to stay

Cause just when you take it off.

They seem ready to…

Ready to play.

As I walk the lonely avenue blue

It’s Snowing Outside

By John T. Wurzer

I woke up this morning, found a mouse in the trap

Looked like another day with that kind of crap

Coming and going, oh baby it’s snowing outside

I wish to God honey we could spend all our money

On a giant space heater and two tickets to Tahiti

I wish that you and I could find lifestyle alibi, just run and hide.

But we’re not coming or going and Baby it’s snowing outside.

I shoveled out the driveway at seven fifteen

By eight twenty-three it didn’t look so clean

So I started again at twenty past ten full of pride

The wind and its vapor on my cheeks like sandpaper

Mother Nature’s affliction, a white powder addiction

I wish that you and I could give it up, not even try, and let it slide

But we’re not coming or going and Baby it’s snowing outside.

It’s not that I’m bitter, but it’s bitterly cold

Jim just called; he said your man’s getting old

I wish I was I wizard; I’d get rid of this blizzard

Start a new day, where we could say that this song always lied

But we’re not coming or going and Baby it’s snowing outside.

I dug out again at twelve twenty-one

By twelve twenty-two I had stopped having fun

Piling up mountains of snow six feet high and five wide

I eat too much bacon, so my back started aching

My boots started slipping and my nose started dripping

I wish that you and I could take a cruise to Dubai, at high tide

But we’re not coming or going and Baby it’s snowing outside.

I keep digging out, and it keeps filling in

Although I fed all your birds this is a game I can’t win

The snowplow rolls by and puts a mountain of ice where I tried

To build us a road that can’t be bought or be sold

Where we could shed all this strife and get on with our lives

I wish that you and I could make that glacier say good-bye and take a ride

But we’re not coming or going and Baby it’s snowing outside.

It’s not that I’m bitter, but it’s bitterly cold

Jim just called; he said your man’s getting old

I wish I was I wizard; I’d get rid of this blizzard

Start a new day, where we could say that this song always lied

But we’re not coming or going and Baby it’s snowing outside.

Hey Mac

By John T. Wurzer

Hey Mac, take it back

Sweet revenge turns sour in fact

Friends like you I’ll always lack

In times when I look back

Hey Mac, come take me back

Sweet revenge turns sour in fact

Friends like you I’ll always lack

In times when I look back

The crystal melodies your dragons wove out in the trees

Will never fade to ashen grey

The songs we sang

Come back like a boom-a-rang

Whenever memories come my way

Hey Mac, take me back

Sweet revenge turns sour in fact

Friends like you I’ll always lack

In times when I look back

Through this kaleidoscope of patient love and endless hope

The mentor tries to teach the absent fool

Words still come and words still go

Meaning what, I’ll never know

I guess I should have learned that back in school

Hey Mac, take it back

Sweet revenge turns sour in fact

Friends like you I’ll always lack

In times when I look back

Dear Kathy

By John T. Wurzer

I can’t begin to tell you what you mean to me

Can’t begin to show all the love that is there

And though I’m off to roam, the next time you feel all alone

Just reach out your hand and I’ll be there

Dear Kathy, dear Kathy, you have not complaints

You are what you are, you ain’t what you ain't

And I wrote this song for you

And it didn’t turn out right

But that’s okay I’ll write another one tomorrow night.

I cannot express what your music meant to me

Can dial in my requests, the list would be too long

And I may yet return to live all out, and sometimes learn

And if I do, please sing me another song

Dear Kathy, dear Kathy, you have not complaints

You are what you are, you ain’t what you ain’t

And I wrote this song for you

And it didn’t turn out right

But that’s okay I’ll write another one tomorrow night.

Shuffling Along

By John T. Wurzer

(These are only sample verses. Verses should be made up as you go along.)

I'm just a shuffling along

I'm just a shuffling along, lord

Just a shuffling along

Just a shuffling along, lord

Just a shuffling along, I never do no wrong

I'm just a shuffling along.

I got a number for a name

I got a number for a name, lord

I got a number for a name and it's driving me insane

I got a number for a name, lord

I got a number for a name, don't wanna play this game

You know I'd rather just be shuffling along

First it's here and then it's not

First it's cold and then it's hot

First it's white and then it's black

It goes away and won't come back

First it's here and then it's not but they can't chain me to this spot

You know I'll wave good-bye and shuffle along.

A tiny midget gave me pills

A tiny midget gave me pills

A tiny midget gave me pills, sent me up a set of hills

In search of hundred dollar bills, lord

A tiny midget gave me pills, I told him commerce only kills,

and he'd be better off just shuffling along.

Lovely Lady If You Knew

By John T. Wurzer

Buried in the Random House, clear blue eyes that used to gaze at me

Far beneath the tattered page, words that glow like sunset on the sea

Morning dew can cloud your eyes, evening falls, the lady cries

And lovely lady if you knew, how I hate to see you blue

You’d stop awhile and share a smile with me

This one’s for free

No cost in obligation, love or sympathy

Lost within an Alvarez, melodies that the world has yet to here

Deep within her longing gaze, pain that flows through limbs that draw me near

I need not hold you in my arms, I only need to see your charms

And lovely lady if you knew, how I hate to see you blue

You’d stop awhile and share a smile with me

This one’s for free

No cost in obligation, love or sympathy

Morning dew can cloud your eyes, evening falls, the lady cries

And lovely lady if you knew, how I hate to see you blue

You’d stop awhile and share a smile with me

This one’s for free

No cost in obligation, love or sympathy

This Old Road

By John T. Wurzer

This old road is filled with life

This old road is filled with life

This old road is filled with life

This old road is still my wife

This old road is filled with beer

This old road is filled with beer

This old road is filled with beer

And you won't find any warm beer here

This old road is filled with pain

This old road is filled with pain

This old road is filled with pain

And water running down the drain

This old road is filled with fire

This old road is filled with fire

This old road is filled with fire

If I don't walk it, it don't tire

When I'm a walking this old road tonight

I wanna hold you close I wanna hold you tight

You try to get inside of me my dear

But this old road is closed I fear

This old road is calling me tonight

You Just Can’t Win

By John T. Wurzer

I was walking to seven-eleven for a six pack of Heineken

Five dollars in my pocket and wondering where I’d been

And the people in their cars were passing by

Busily giving me the evil eye

And they were wondering why under God’s good stars

That I wasn’t driving their used cars

But they really weren’t concerned about the shape I was in

(Chorus)

No you just can’t win

Mixing Everclear and gin

No you just can’t win

When the walls come caving in

And your eyes are popping right out of your ears

So that you can’t hear a sound if you let out the tears

And you fear that the IRS is a dropping in

No you just can’t win

Now you can’t be sure of someone if you haven’t spent the time

So you’d better not be guessing when the church bells start to chime

Or the years will pass away like a dying flower

And your watch won’t even tell you the present hour

So you pay for the minute that pass you by

With a three piece suit and a one piece tie

And you are old enough to be on your own 

While they’re repossessing your telephone

Until your pants get loose and you find that you’re growing thin

So I crawl out of bed in the morning with my eyes puffed blurry and red

There’s a pounding in my brain, I can’t remember what I said

And I’m speaking to myself in stranger tongues

While the ladder to the top is full of broken rungs

As I’m popping the Tylenol down my throat

There’s a man on the radio who wants my vote

I’m pumping gallons of water into a swelled up skull

Feeling like a ship with a hole in its hull

Sinking in the sea like a ten pound rock

Falling on my face trying to put on my socks

And wondering where I got these bruises here on my shins

In a breadbox made of tin

And your eyes are popping right out of your ears

So that you can’t hear a sound if you let out the tears

And you fear that the IRS is a dropping in

No you just can’t win

The Smoke Filled Room

By John T. Wurzer

Watch the sprinklers spinning round

Like the hands on a clock forever bound

And dreamy melodies once lost are finally found

As I rest a weary eighth note on the ground

I’ve been playing the whole night long

Holding on to Georgie and it’s almost dawn

But the smoke filled room is tearing at my song

So give me the last dance and I’ll be gone

The nightingale still sings to me

And she’s been at it since half past three

I gotta wonder what it is only she sees

As I rest a tired half note on my knee

The sky is cloudy and the night turns grey

And the trees keep begging me to stay

So much greener than they were just yesterday

Like the whole note in my heart that’s here to stay.

