Can’t Get You Off of My Mind - #178

C-shuffle Piano Blues

By John T. Wurzer

Can’t get it out of my life, it jumps in my grocery cart

Can’t get it out of my house, how long has my heart been this dark?

You might be right I’m uptight, about love at first sight

Because years ago I was struck blind

It seems I can’t get you off of my mind.

We’re both better than that and we both have a will that won’t melt

This feeling is stronger than anything I’ve ever felt

Scented sweat in the air, far beyond all compare

Another mother-load left in the mine

It seems I can’t get you off of my mind

Every day, every year, though you’re gone you’re still here

Making noises inside of my head

I want to stand up and shout that I haven’t a doubt

That your memory is finally dead

But that isn’t the case and I’m losing this race

Against time and a love ill defined

It seems I can’t get you off of my mind.

I could sing all about the last cigarette that I smoked

A lusty refrain about how passionate love somehow choked

Now I’ve murdered my thoughts with everything that I’ve bought

And none of it was worth a dime

It seems I can’t get you off of my mind

When we grow old and grey and there’s nothing to say to the wall

The dark side of memories croaks while the lighter side calls

When I finally go back into the glow

A note will be left behind

That says “I can’t get you off of my mind.”

All the feelings I’ve had, they don’t feel that bad

Until I start to start feeling again

All the heat in my veins that used to drive me insane

Stole my keys and it is driving again

When it’s all said and done, we had lots of fun

And the years have somehow been kind

But still I can’t get you off of my mind.
Perfect Nonsense

By John T. Wurzer – 108 bpm 4/4 key of C
We walk out in the morning with umbrellas on our eyes

To keep us dry and dangerous just in case somebody cries

We dust off faded photographs of lovers in disguise

Then dice them in a blender and then bake them into lies

Carry them to work with us like ancient tools of trade

A suitable foundation when there’s a profit to be made

Build ourselves financial prisons to insure we’re always free
And it all makes perfect nonsense

Yes it all makes perfect nonsense

Yes it all makes perfect nonsense to me.

Our strange affairs are like dancing bears, climbing up the stairs

Halfway, now, to paradise, toting camping chairs
Tucked beneath our furry arms; we go where no one dares
Each step another journey, a suit of clothes nobody wears

We climb and climb for days and nights, our thighs are getting sore

Survive, wake up alive, and find we’re on a lower floor.

The things we worked so hard to buy, when we die they hand out free

And it all makes perfect nonsense

Yes it all makes perfect nonsense

Yes it all makes perfect nonsense to me.

We fall in love; it picks us up, it drops us down again

Alone we stand, upon one hand, with papers, poems, and pens
Our hats falls off, we start to cough, while losing all our friends

We kiss the ground, and hear the sounds of roosters speaking hen.

Then find our feet like seasoned meat, sizzling and red

Rare, well done, and lots of fun; especially in bed

Proximity eventually must breed dichotomy

And it all makes perfect nonsense

Yes it all makes perfect nonsense

Yes it all makes perfect nonsense to me.

Moses, Job, and Noah thinking in the danger zone
While Jesus and Barabbas try to find some time alone 
Adam, Eve, and Abraham eat pizza on the phone
Say a prayer for underwear, and those that bitch and moan
In the emptiness of all that’s blessed and hollow empty verse

The lights come on; the sacred dawn is dancing in reverse
The Priest says that there’s just one God; the nun says that he’s three
And it all makes perfect nonsense

Yes it all makes perfect nonsense

Yes it all makes perfect nonsense to me.
Rainy Christmas

By John T. Wurzer

Rainy Christmas

Foggy Evening

Chilly Breezes

Loving You

Fire burning,

Wet logs hissing

Let’s start kissing

Start anew

Rainy Christmas

Frozen Windows

When this wind blows

It blows right through

Through the nightmares

Long since buried

It’s pretty scary

Loving you

Rainy Christmas

Fading pictures

Icy teardrops

I cried a few

Fire burning

Melted candles

I could handle

Loving you

Rainy Christmas

Foggy Evening

Chilly Breezes

I’ve felt a few
Keep Going

By John T. Wurzer

Sometimes life is a long hard road and a difficult place to be

Sometimes love is a heavy load and tortures you constantly

Sometimes good is a neighborhood and sometimes a lonely place

Sometimes times is as hard as these rhymes, and it’s hard to keep a smile on your face

If you’re going through hell, keep going

If your boat is sinking, keep rowing

If your balloon is leaking, keep blowing

Keep doing the things you do

If your heart is breaking, keep caring

If your hands are shaking, keep daring

If you’re flat, black, broke, keep sharing

It’ll all come back to you

It’ll all come back to you

It’ll all come back

To you

You go to the bank and there’s no one to thank because they’ve pissed away your IRA.

Then you go online, and see your savings dying as you look at your 401k.

They say don’t pull out, without a doubt, you’ll make it all up in the end

With your glass half-gone, and no sign of dawn, remember these words, my friends

Deep down in the mine, but still on the front line, with a mind full of doubt.

The roof falls on your head, the canary is long dead, and there is no way out.

Outside the straw boss stands, without rescue plans, the union was laid-off,

The damage has been done, we’ve all got black lung, there’s no getting rid of this cough…..

The girl you adore has just shown you the door, and where are you going to go?

In bed she's a lady, in church she's a whore, and the rest of the time you don't know.

Not working -- networking -- no coffee is perking, you're vanishing without a trace 

Your suburban dreams fall apart at the seams, as life throws a pie in your face.

When the gauge says E and you've got somewhere to be, you gotta go to the pumps,

Reaching for your pocket, taking out your wallet, only puts you down in the dumps.

The newsman says, "there’s nothing to dread, we now have 'Hope' and 'yes we can'",

A billion bucks to build American trucks isn't part of this bailout plan.

Good manners, alas, are a thing of the past and she frowned when I begged her pardon

I didn’t mean to be bold but she came across cold when I asked if her name was Carmen

I said, “I just found your purse, and to make matters worse read the name on your cat’s prescription”

When she yelled, “Go to hell!” She probably couldn’t tell that what heard her say was “Keep Going”.

You're due for a raise and you think you'll hear praise but the boss just says "We've gotta talk"

Instead of bein paid off, you find you're being laid off your heart starts to sink like a rock 

You're selling on e-bay to give yourself leeway while trying to watch what you spend 

Trying not to sound bitter each time that you twitter 'bout advice from your Face Book friends

The prairie is red and you feel like you’re dead waking up at the break of dawn

You got cold chills, a bottle of pills, and you feel like you can’t go on

Weeks of sleepless nights and restless days have stolen your will and your fight

You need a sign, but all that you find is that there’s really no end in sight.

Yesterday is so far away and tomorrow might be all wrong

Yesteryear was an ice cold beer, a tear and an invisible song

A yester-life and different wife, a crime and a point of view

If it all goes bad and you lose everything you had, here’s what you have to do
You’re Still My Lover

By John T. Wurzer

Keep still, my lover

You’re still my lover

The thrill my lover

Is me and you

What’s wrong, my lover?

This song, my lover

It’s not long my lover

But it’s not through

The thrill was once the wait until the weight became the thrill

We fell into each other arms and rolled right down that hill

What was loose got tight, what was tight got loose, until everything stood still

I’m still here if you want me to want to have the will

Keep still, my lover

You’re still my lover

The thrill my lover

Is me and you

What’s wrong, my lover?

This song, my lover

It’s not wrong my lover

And it’s not through

Be still, my lover

You’re still my lover

The thrill my lover

Is me and you

What’s wrong, my lover?

This song, my lover

It’s not long my lover

But it’s for you

Forgotten How to Win

By John T. Wurzer

I’ve been stuck at the back

Of this long rat race

I can’t keep up with the pack, 

I’m getting tired of the chase

There’s no will and no thrill on this hill 

Or this mountain of sin

Anyway, I’ve been losing for so long
That I’ve forgotten how to win
I saw your flame in the night 

Waves of heat in the air

Your body so tight

And your soft scented hair

You begged me to start, I said 

“I really don’t know where to begin”

Cause I’ve been losing for so long
That I’ve forgotten how to win
Seems I can’t be beside you

Cause you’re already gone

I keep thinking that drinking

Will bring you back before dawn

But that was just a dream I had

And the chances that it will happen are pretty slim

Cause I’ve been losing for so long

That I’ve forgotten how to win
I tried to flush out the memories

I tried to scrape off the stain

I tried to bury our love

And wash it all down the drain

But it don’t make no difference

What I do, it’s still hiding within

Cause I’ve been losing for so long

That I’ve forgotten how to win
Rivers and Streams

By John T. Wurzer

Morning breaks so silently in the back roads of my mind

Where my memories are rivers quite restless as they wind
Moving towards an ocean that keeps screaming “modern day”

Noisy, boisterous, and overcrowded with nothing much to say

Come kill this cold cacophony, it’s deafening and dull

It overflows with living until life becomes quite null

Come slay the swollen sorrow of my worries and my woes

Let me sit and watch the sunrise dwell on how these rivers flow

When I was a young boy, my imagination leapt 

Over streams of trite reality each evening as I slept

And even in the daytime I would dream of what couldn’t be

Princes, kings, and beauty queens all bowing down to me

Life rolled by like highway cars, I’d stand there by the road

While others were maturing, making plans and getting old

While I would walk in circles underneath a subtle glow

Close my eyes at midnight and wonder how these rivers flow
As I grew to be an old man, I struggled to catch up

While others’ glasses overflowed, I didn’t even have a cup

Yet deep inside the caverns of my warm and willing soul

Lay a steady piece of mind and simple tunes that made me whole

So eventually it happened; I caught up with the pack

And those who once had shunned me started shouting, “Welcome back!”

They took me in, dressed me up, and cast me in their show

Where I’m forever acting stranger, and wondering how these rivers flow.
Morning breaks so silently in the back roads of my mind.

I Don’t Want To Miss You This Much

By John T. Wurzer

Don’t wanna remember, don’t wanna hold you in my thoughts

Don’t wanna be wrapped up in what I did and did not…do

Don’t wanna be drinking or thinking so much I get uptight

I just wanna kiss you 

I don’t wanna miss you

This much tonight

Don’t wanna be wild and lost on the road

Don’t wanna be financially secure when I’m old

Don’t wanna get old at all but I guess that’s everyone’s plight

I just wanna kiss you 

I don’t wanna miss you

This much tonight

I wanna be brave, yes I wanna be free

I wanna prove to you that you wanna have me

And if you want me to love you, I will

Until we get it right

I just wanna kiss you 

I don’t wanna miss you

This much tonight

Don’t wanna be a success, don’t wanna be a millionaire

I could live without shoes, just as long as you were there

To warm up my toes and tell me nobody knows that we we’re right

I just wanna kiss you

I don’t wanna miss you

This much tonight

I wanna be brave, yes I wanna be free

I wanna prove to you that you wanna have me

And if you want me to love you, I will

Until we get it right

I just wanna kiss you 

I don’t wanna miss you

This much tonight

When it’s all said and done and we’ve been buried so long

My internet website will still broadcast this song

As if we both were alive and you we’re telling me to leave on the light

I just wanna kiss you 

I don’t wanna miss you

This much tonight

Dessert Anyone?

By John T. Wurzer

I met a man who was just like me and he hadn’t changed at all

I asked him how life was treating him and he said he was hitting the wall

I filled him with philosophy, obscure and rather strange

I told him if you don’t change something, then nothing will ever change

He said that it gets complicated; once you’re in you can’t get out

I told him to find a hooker, strike it rich, and shed self doubt

All you need is sex and money, and a simple reason why

A piece of mind

And a piece of ass

And a piece of the pie

I met a woman who was just like you, and she knocked me to the floor

She stared me down and told me not to drink with her no more.

Crawling backwards on my hands and feet, I stared up at her face

Then turned around and burned some ground and got out of that place

It was days and nights and decades ‘til I heard her make a sound
Her profession an obsession with changing words around
And it seems to be our history was re-written by and by
By a piece of mind

A piece of ass

And a piece of the pie
Salvation isn’t too far away; it’s a consequence of age.

Stuck between whom I once was, and the man I locked in the cage.

Part of me is still brand new, but the rest of me is spent.

At times I shout, “What’s it all about?” and then ask where it all went

But then I stop as if to remind myself, it isn’t really that complex

Life is simply all about contentment, wealth and sex

I don’t buy or sell or use any drugs but trust me I still get high.

On a piece of mind, 

A piece of ass, 

And a piece of the pie

Hollow Place - By John T. Wurzer

It’s just another road another wheel up in the sky

It’s just another toad that the princess won’t let die

It’s just another fairy tale, and a moral that fell flat

Seems I’m standing in the pouring rain, and I can’t find my hat

There’s nothing on my head

Can’t wrap your love around my mind

I might as well be dead

I’m so tight that I’ll never quite unwind

I fall behind; I make up ground; I read the signs; ignore the sounds

I can’t see your face

My eyes are closed…..

And I’ll never see you in this hollow place.

 
The winds of change they come and go but still my hair won’t move

It stands there like a sculpture crumbling slowly in the Louvre

Thinner and more brittle every day, each passing year

Seems I’m standing in the pouring rain, and I can’t get a beer

Nobody knows my name

Cant’ wrap their eyes around my mind

I might as well be sane

I’m so tight that I’ll never quite unwind

I fall behind; I make up ground; I read the signs; ignore the sounds

I can’t see your face

My eyes are closed…..

And I’ll never see you in this hollow place.

The universe explodes and someone puts it on TV

They say it is the biggest bang that we will ever see

They say we’re travelling rapidly away from where we were

My body would agree but my heart can barely stir

It’s in the same old hole

Can’t wrap it up inside my mind

It’s like it swallowed me whole

I’m so tight that I’ll never quite unwind

I fall behind; I make up ground; I read the signs; ignore the sounds

I can’t see your face

My eyes are closed…..

And I’ll never see you in this hollow place.

Can you hear the echo, echo, echo, echo, echo

Echoing voices from the past

Echo, echo, echo, echo, echo

Fading ghosts cut off the cast

Echo, echo, echo, echo, echo

Playing out each poison act

Echo, echo, echo, echo, echo

As if they think it’s going to last.

Knockout

By John T. Wurzer

I can’t fight the feeling

The feeling is bad

My heart still reeling

Over love it once had

Can’t stop the aching

From my gut to my brains

I can’t fight the feeling

Is this love once again?

When I was younger

I would fight anyone

Who said they were stronger

Than my pen with their guns

I used to wander

Between hope and despair

I’d look out yonder

And no one would be there
I can’t fight the feeling

I guess I never have

I should be kneeling

Thanking God, feeling glad

Can’t stop the aching

In my guts, in my brains
I can’t fight the feeling

Is it love or is it pain?

A quarter century

Since we started this trip

The local gentry

Always predicted we’d slip

And they were so right

When you and I were so wrong

A quarter century

That’s a very long song

I can’t fight the feeling

Although it comes and it goes

Falls from the ceiling

Plants itself and it grows
Can’t stop the aching

In my guts and my brains

I can’t fight the feeling

It’s only love if it rains.

No One Knows

By John T. Wurzer

No one knows anymore what makes me walk through the door

Will I fall through the floor at the core, no one knows

No one dreams anyway of a land far away

Where the innocent play bright and gay with the hay in their toes

No one knows.

Captured tears rust the chains, silent fears nurse the pains

Are those scars or just stains that remain on the tip of your nose?

Love drops by and it breathes, not a gift just a tease

Will my veins start to freeze when the leaves fall off and it goes?

No one knows

Laughter floats like a cloud in this carnival crowd

Music echoes out loud and dances so proud as it flows

Morning dawns on the scene quiet, misty, serene

You wonder, “What does it mean and what did this dream just expose?”
No one knows

Empty homes have no hosts

Empty parties, no toasts

Empty beds and their posts

Have no ties to their ghosts

When it matters the most and the frozen wind blows

And no one knows

No one knows

No one knows

No one knows
Perfect prose never comes, fingers swell up like thumbs

There’s a pain in my gums, and my eardrums still hum when it snows

Fractured thoughts in a tomb run like blood through the womb

Will the bride and the groom meet their doom while they’re holding that pose

No one knows

Twisted, Knotted and Confused

By John T. Wurzer – key of A

Twisted, knotted, and confused like wires behind a desk

Faulty bedroom lamp cords, or a nervous child’s request

Difficult to ascertain, exactly what’s in store

Twisted, knotted, and confused like so many times before

I woke up once, the morning breathed a cool refreshing breath

All at once I felt alive, much further from my death

Than all those years ago when life was slow and oh so bare

I woke up once the morning breathed and someone else was there

Twisted knotted and confused like a train wreck after dark

Or some lost forgotten kite string now abandoned in the park

Difficult to straighten out these scattered scraps of rhyme

Twisted knotted and confused like so many other times

I woke up once the morning coughed its smokey clogged refrains

Through foggy dirty windows and stopped up bathroom drains

Every hour a curtain call, I thought the play was through

I woke up once, the morning coughed, but then I read act two

Twisted knotted and confused like a shell socked soldier’s mind

Or a senile old magician’s rope once meant to falsely bind

Impossible to free up tangled years and fraying strands

Especially with sore and stiffened wrinkled trembling hands

I woke up once, the morning slept, silent and at peace

I smiled a soft contented smile to know I’d found release

I wandered through a busy house, the walls were strangely bare

Then realized with aging eyes, I wasn’t even there

Twisted knotted and confused no more, it all dissolved

No fears of cancer, climate change, or issues unresolved

Relaxed and in an elemental state of no remorse

One twisted knotted and confused, life has run its course.

Nothing to do With Our Love

By John T. Wurzer

I had a bad day

I came home angry

I dumped it all on you

I guess your life is rough

You ought to be grateful that I’m sharing those feelings

And that they have nothing to do with our love

Yeah, it has nothing to do with our love.

I’m sober and tired

Almost every morning

Some morning’s I’m tired

And the rest is a bluff

You ought to be grateful that I bring home a paycheck

That has nothing to do with our love

Yeah, it has nothing to do with our love

I live for the future

I live for tomorrow

I lived for today

Back when I was too much

You ought to be grateful that I live where I’m living

But that has nothing to do with our love

Yeah, it has nothing to do with our love

I kiss you goodnight

You’re already sleeping

I kiss you goodbye 

Every morning at dawn

You’re barely awake, whenever I see you

But it has nothing to do with our love

Yeah, it has nothing to do with our love

Stick a Fork In Me
By John T. Wurzer

I saw you in a scrapbook that I found inside a box,

In a closet full of boxes, full of underwear and socks

And under where each page was reading names of long lost friends

Was a once unfinished love song that I wrote at journey’s end.

I couldn’t sing the melody, but I read each ancient word

It probably used a couple chords, and maybe had a third.

And spat out angry, guilty, lusty, feelings I once knew

In another space at another time from another point of view

Then it dawned on me

As the sun came up

We were never free

Until we both gave up

If you every feel like testing whether or not we’re really through

Stick a fork into me, baby, maybe, I’m done

I’m done with you

Credit card receipts from cheap motels where we once stayed

When I was young and frustrated and hoping to get laid

The queen of clubs, old ticket stubs, and yellow birthday cards

Poems we wrote, to quote the phrase, that love is not so hard

I found pictures of our better sides, with smiles upon our lips

Pictures of us passing out upon each other’s hips

Photographs that made me laugh, and some that made me blue

Was it worse, the awful things I did, or the things I didn’t do?

Then it dawned on me

As the sun came up

We were never free

Until we both gave up

If you every feel like testing whether or not we’re really through

Stick a fork into me, baby, maybe, I’m done

I’m done with you

I saw you on a website and you hadn’t aged a year

Since the last time that I saw you finish off a glass of beer

You even looked much younger than the tired girl I knew

When our light was dim, you slept with him, and I chased an evil shrew

It seems you’re doing well nowadays and you’ve reinforced your soul

A stronger will than mine, must have somehow made you whole

It lightened up my load to know you’d finally found your smile

But I couldn’t rightly write all night, it seemed too much like a trial

Because it dawned on me

As the sun came up

We were never free

Until we both gave up

If you every feel like testing whether or not we’re really through

Stick a fork into me, baby, maybe, I’m done

I’m done with you
Graveyards

By John T. Wurzer

When the wind stops blowing and the sky beats deeper blue

When winter stops snowing will I make it back to you

When the wheels stop spinning on this tour bus we’ve been on

Will we end up winning, will we wake to face the dawn

Is there a wildfire burning up our memories down the street

Can our hearts keep yearning when they know they’ll never meet
Are your eyes still glowing, far away from where I lay?

Is your love still showing.  Is there more it wants to say?

Will the dark let me know just how?

Can I try one more time to bow?

Will the dead give a warm embrace?

Can I rest while at rest in that place?

Is there a red rose dying on the highway next to yours?

Where the cars are driving, but each driver softly snores

At the crossroads weaving like a soul that cannot give

With its life force leaving with the reason that it lived

Will the dark let me know just how?

Can I try one more time to bow?

Will the dead give a warm embrace?

Can I rest while at rest in that place?

When the wind stops blowing and the barroom lights go dark

Will the one I’m knowing lose the motion or the spark

Will her heart keep loving in directions it can’t find

Or will the bells be ringing in the graveyard of her mind?

When the wind stops blowing…
Perfect Nonsense about Perfect Nonsense
· Absolutely not what the songs are about.

· All songs except Keep Going written by John T. Wurzer

· Keep Going written by Steve Tipton, John Wurzer, Monica Krause, Zoomer and Bob Faust.
· This project is dedicated to my cousin Tamara.
I Can’t Get You Off Of My Mind #178 (Ode to my next pack of cigarettes)

· I’ve always said that quitting smoking was like being dumped by a woman that you love more than you have ever loved anything else in the world, in front of all of your friends and family, after which she kicks you in the balls.  After four years it still feels that way.
Perfect Nonsense (Ode to things I do every day that I will never understand)

· It doesn’t matter how many maps I buy, I can never figure out exactly what road I’m on, why it was paved in the first place, or where it is supposed to be leading.

Rainy Christmas (Ode to those who knew us too early to know how strong we really are)

· Christmas seems to have a way of capturing the best and the worst of all of everyone’s memories.

Keep Going (Ode to those who helped me write this ode)

· Thanks to Steve Tipton, Monica Krausse, Zoomer, and Bob Faust who wrote verses for me.  I offered up the opportunity to everyone on my website mailing list to send me a verse to this song.  I was surprised at how few of my site visitors are going through hell, or will admit that they are.  Still, I think the experiment was a success.
Still My Lover (Ode to moments when everything is quiet and you can feel the softest breeze emanating from a wisp of your lover’s breath)
· It totally freaks me out to think of my grandparents having sex.  Soon I’ll be as old as they were when they first etched their memories on my mind.  It blows me away when I see two people who manage to spend their entire adult lives together.  It’s way harder than I ever imagined it to be.

Forgotten How to Win (Ode to Murphy’s Law, Cialis, and Viagra)

· As one gets older so much of the time and energy in one’s life is spent on maintenance instead of exploring and building.  Hard to imagine a victory if one is only maintaining what they already have instead of reaching for something new and different.
Rivers and Streams (Ode to a slightly chilly, foggy, peaceful morning)

· If you never jump into the river then it just passes you by.  If you jump into the river you find that you have very little control over where you are going.  The current is far too strong for most of us.  In the end, most of us are (as my junk-mail reads) “current residents”.

I Don’t Want To Miss You (Ode to a piece of mind that I pawned long ago to pay off a credit card bill)

· I wonder if there is something profound in the reality that a preponderance of the pleasures that we seek are forbidden, lacking society’s blessing, or just no good for us at all.

Dessert Anyone (Ode to a slice of pumpkin pie)
· When I first wrote this I was sure that I had written it before.  As it turned out I found out that I’ve been writing it over and over again for about the past ten years; I just haven’t been singing it.

Hollow Place (Ode to the inside of the inside of my mind where my heart wrestles constantly with my conscience, selfishness and pride)

· Some songs should only be played once.  I wish I had recorded this the night I wrote it.  It blew me away.  I think I may have dreamed the whole thing.

Knockout (Ode to a smelly pair of boxing gloves)

· After almost thirty years of being on my own I don’t think I’m any closer to figuring out why I wanted to be on my own in the first place.  If I was trying to get away from something then I must have succeeded because I don’t even remember what it was.
No One Knows (Ode to self inflicted ignorance)
· If I told you I’d have to kill you six hundred and twelve times.

Twisted, Knotted, and Confused (Ode to signature service)
· It is true that life is a journey; however the puzzle is not so much about where you are going; it is more about why you are going there in the first place.

Nothing To Do with Our Love (Ode to irrelevance)
· Love is not found in a poem, a song, a wallet, a credit card, a greeting card, a house of cards, the realization that life is hard, or any of those things that most people touch three hundred and fourteen times a day.  Love just is.  Love always changes.  Love is something different today than it was yesterday and it will be something else tomorrow; the best that you can hope for is that it stays around.

Stick a Fork in Me I’m Done with You (Ode to cat and foot)

· Who would’ve thought that seeking storage solutions and monitoring the cooking process could produce such bizarre results?

Graveyards (Ode to perfect nonsense and overpriced therapy)
· Once I’ve experienced something it never really goes away.  Others tell me that you have to “work through” these things; that you have to “find closure”; that you can’t “repress”.  I don’t repress anything, however I don’t actually forget anything either.  I think that true emotional healing is like an incredibly long funeral procession; even when it is over and the corpse has long since been buried; it is okay to visit the cemetery once in awhile and try to remember the good things.

Lots of love

And a hope for peace

John

