I Don’t Write Love Songs…

So I’ll write this instead.
Since the release of my last CD in November 2006, (Forced to Sing) my wife Diane and I have spent quite a bit of time apart while on business.  Most of the time she was away and I was alone at home.  She was out of town for the better part of December and January (Fly Across the Country) and she was scheduled to be away on Valentine’s Day.  A few weeks before Valentine’s Day I decided it would be nice to write her about ten love songs, record them, and send them to her in California.  (In less than two weeks.)

Ten songs in two weeks is a tall order.  I may have been able to do it when I was 20 years old and skipping college classes, but short of quitting my job and staying up all night every night, it soon became apparent that there was no way that I could pull it off.  I did, however, manage to write Do You Like My Hat, Cleaning House, and More than Yesterday, before I became disillusioned and wrote I Don’t Write Love Songs.  I didn’t even record a draft of any of these four songs before Valentine’s Day.  I sent a couple dozen roses to the wrong hotel in Sacramento, which eventually made it to her hotel and her room; and that was Valentine’s day.
I hadn’t really planned on doing a CD this year anyway.  Diane continued to travel on business to such places as Texas, Iowa, and even Alaska. (Four Time Zones Away)  I took a quick road trip to Connecticut while Diane traveled to Kansas for her mother’s eightieth birthday. (What Kind of Light)   Diamond sent me to Memphis, TN; (Halfway Home in an Airport Bar) I took my annual trip to New York to attend the TDW Memorial Golf Tournament; (The Man I Left Behind) and I continued to find a half hour here and there to pen a few lines in after work bars. (The Ballad of Louis and Anne Marie)

Eventually I ended up with lyrics for about thirty songs, and rough draft recordings totaling well over one hundred minutes of music.  Twenty songs eventually made it onto the CD.  As it turns out, about half of them are love songs.  They are not the sloppy sugar coated crap that would end up on American Idol, but rather, closer to the kind of stuff I used to write in my late teens and early twenties; much of which I was re-recording throughout the year. (Love on Dry Land and I’d Like to Learn)  The other half of the songs seem to deal mostly with coming to grips with ones mortality, and subsequently justifying how one is spending ones time on this earth. (Loser’s Poker, Trading Places With Those at Rest, Nothing But Wisdom, Life Swap, Sensible Nonsense, etc.)  I was tempted to name the CD Songs of Love and Death, but that was too close to Leonard Cohen’s Songs of Love and Hate and Bob Dylan’s Love and Theft. 
I’m not going to go into great graphic descriptions of what the songs are about because, quite frankly, they’re not really that complex/deep.  When you read the lyrics, you should be able to figure them out for yourself.  I used four guitars to record the instrumental tracks.  (Rufus, Georgie, Bessie, and Henry)  There is no computer generated music included on any of the tracks.  The whole thing is rather raw, because I was remodeling my music room during the recording process and about half of it was recorded in the spare room upstairs.  (The “Plant Room”.)

The CD is dedicated to my lovely wife Diane, because she was in fact the inspiration for most of the songs.  I hope she enjoys it, and if others find a song or two they like, then the whole thing was worth while.

Lots of Love,

John
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I Don’t Write Love Songs

By John T. Wurzer

Key of C

4/4 208 bmp – or 2/4 104

As I work my way on down this weary river

With the foggy morning seeping from my eyes

I begin to sweat and then begin to shiver

It comes to me, I begin to realize

I don’t write love songs

They make me nauseous

I don’t write love songs

I can’t even start

I don’t write love songs

Though I still love you

I don’t write love songs

I can’t wake my heart

I journey through a prison full of heartaches

My heart aches as it draws a crooked grin

I step on my reflection in a puddle

And muddle up a memory made of tin

I climb up cold and bold familiar mountains

Salvation at the top of each I’m told

Someone shoots the horse that I’ve been mounting

Suddenly it seems I’m getting old.

I miss you when you’re gone more than I miss you

When you’re at my side and I’m so far away

I miss you when I fall asleep alone love

It seems I miss you more each passing day

Loverman

By John T. Wurzer

Key of A - 4/4 192 bpm

I couldn’t be a part of the new world order

I couldn’t be a part of the past

I couldn’t be a party to the fence on the border

Borders never last

I couldn’t be a part of the techno-highway

I couldn’t find it on the map

I couldn’t love the ones who weren’t going my way

I thought they were full of crap.

Chorus:

But I’ll be your loverman

I’ll love you all the time

Yes I’ll be your loverman

If you’ll be my baby mine

I found you in a garden of dead gardenias

I found you in cold backyard

I swore to my self that I’d once seen ya

My heart was pounding hard

I found you there looking for truth and wisdom

I found that I had none

Your fantasy wrapped around a flooded kingdom

But honey we sure had fun

CHORUS
I walk in the night like a wilted savior

I walk in the dawn like a clown

I’m walking the street saying I’ll see you later

Later you’ve walked downtown

We’re out of the gutter and walking a tightrope

The bookies won’t take my call

Singing the blues like a fortunate white hope

I wonder when we will fall

CHORUS

The Ballad of Louis and Anne Marie

By John T. Wurzer

A slow picking = 4/4 132 bpm

Just one night out…

That’s all she has, he says he cares

Without a doubt…

A cozy corner of the bar for them to share

A time and place where he will take the time to listen to her stories

So far away from his usual life of high finance and glory

When will they find the time to love?

Chorus:

It’s hard to say

Anne Marie

It’s hard to play when you’re not free

It’s hard to live

All Alone

When you’re chained inside your home

It’s hard to break the frozen patterns in your heart

It’s hard to say

Anne Marie

When will it end…

When does love start?

I am no seer…

I closed my eyes ‘til I went blind

It isn’t clear…

Whether I saw this right, or if I lost my mind

She was speaking of their children’s lives, someone bumped into his chair

And he started talking business as if she wasn’t there.

When will they find the time to love?

CHORUS
Nothing to Do With the Rain

By John T. Wurzer

Key of D - 3/4 184 bpm

It had nothing to do with the fresh morning dew

It had nothing to do with the grain

It had nothing to do with a fragrance I knew

It had nothing to do with the stain.

In a lifetime we met

Our worlds were not set

Our lives weren’t committed in vain

It had nothing to do with the bold precious few

It had nothing to do with the rain

We were out of our minds with a love that was blind

We were out of our minds it was plain

We were out of the cage, like two creatures on stage

Using up all the lines that remain

In that lifetime of dreams

Things were just what they seemed

There was nothing for us to explain

Just the blink of an eye, and a warm lullaby

That had nothing to do with the rain.

Chorus:

Oh, and it’s cold and it’s rainy outside tonight

Oh, though it’s hot and it’s humid in here.

Oh, though it’s cold and it’s rainy outside tonight

Still I can’t tell the rain from your tears

So much time has dissolved since the memory evolved

So much time, so much crime, so much shame

So much fate at my knees that my heart has to sneeze

So much fire on the wire in my brain

In our lifetime we share

Love that cannot compare

To anything natural or sane.

It means everything now, awe but don’t ask me how

It has nothing to do with the rain.

CHORUS

Four Time Zones Away

By John T. Wurzer

C_slow pick - 4/4 76 bpm

I can’t get my head on straight today; it is as crooked as my smile.

I can’t convince myself to wait today; I’ve been waiting for awhile

I can’t hold a thought in my mind today; they just dribble out and dry

Upon this page where any age is still young enough to cry

So I’m sitting here, drinking ice cold beer, on a hot and humid day

While you’re living in Alaska, cool and comfortable

And four time zones away

When it is morning in my restless soul

You are lying fast asleep

When my day needs you to lean upon

You hit the snooze and don’t make a peep

When my evening calls you are hard at work

I am sipping on a brew

And when you finally need someone like me

I’m fast asleep, not next to you

It’s just so hard to get it together

Hard to find the right time to say

That I need you, want you, and miss you madly

From four time zones away

I’m missing all the good things about having you around

I’m forgetting all the bad things in my mind you’re a perfect sound

I’m wondering how to calm myself for the will to love is strong

And though we only parted days ago, it seems that we’ve been apart too long

There’s a chilly wind inside my veins that the sun can’t warm today

Because you’re living in Alaska, cool and comfortable,

And four time zones away

I guess that I’ll survive, yunno, I’ve walked this road before

I guess that I’ll just wait for you, although waiting is a chore

I guess we’ll be alright in one more week when you return

As long as I stay sheltered from the summer sun that burns

I guess it’s worth the being apart; cause I still dream about the day

That we can blow this town and settle down, cool and comfortable

And four time zones away.
Fly Across The Country

By John T. Wurzer

Key of G - 4/4 216 bpm

Why don’t you fly across the country and come and see me for awhile

I think I finally miss you and I really miss my smile

We can spend a night together just like threads upon a loom

We can melt this frozen winter, watch the fresh azaleas bloom

I’m tired of playing solitaire

It’s really not my style

Why don’t you fly across the country and come and see me for awhile.

Absence makes the heart grow fonder every lonely night, each passing day

Nothing in this world is stronger; nothing else can make me feel this way

I feel your eyes a calling me, as I lay there in the dark so all alone

It’s not at all like kissing you, when your message vibrates on my phone

I miss that noisy Angel, I miss you when I sit and watch TV.

My lost familiar stranger, are we stranger than we really have to be?

Your eyes upon the pillow, your hands upon the coffee cup each morn

Our love in simple phrases, through the days is just like children being born

So I sit here in the darkness with an overused and tired out guitar

Wishing you were with me, wishing but not knowing where you are

The silence echoes loudly, a deafening explosion without sound

Until a quiet teardrop leaves my cheek and splashes on the ground.

What Kind of Light

By John T. Wurzer

A-subdued jazz

4/4 140 bpm

What kind of light shines through your window after dark?

In your motel room, does it touch you where I used to strike a spark?

What kind of will can control you and sing you off to sleep?

What kind of page got turned before you learned there’s no use in counting sheep?

Not to put too fine a point on it, or use a knife that cuts too sharp

But what kind of light shines through your window after dark.

What kind of fear grips your insides when you lie in bed alone

What kind of tear hits your ear when I call you on the phone

What kind of boredom locks you up inside a prison of today

What kind of page got turned ‘fore you finally learned to run away

Not to put too fine a point on it, or bite when I should bark

But what kind of light shines through your window after dark.

Here in the moonlight of my middle-aged demise

Here in the midnight of my often used disguise

Here in the solitude of songs that never play

What kind of love is it this? It make me feel O.K.

Not to put too fine a point on it, or dismiss it as a lark

But what kind of light shines through your window after dark?

Halfway Home in an Airport Bar

By John T. Wurzer

C/Am/C/Am aggressive strum.

2/4 98 bpm

Worry free, and driving me towards highs I’ve never know

Airport bar, subway car, a vibrating cell phone

Nothing more than what’s in store, and what’s been left behind

Worry free, and driving me to an unknown piece of mind.

Rain falls down around this town like sheets fall on a bed

Cool and wet, I soon forget, that I fear most living dead

Tumbles down the window pane like lava across the plain

Rain falls down around this town and keeps me mostly sane

I cannot look into the book of patience on the shelf

I reach for it but all I get are words that rush myself

Poems fly past, the years are vast expanses filled with rhyme

I cannot look into the book of patience, not this time.

Clouds dissolve; lives revolve around their mutual funds

Some want peace, some release, some just wave their guns

The sun peeks through, dries up the dew, humidity returns

Clouds dissolve, lives revolve, and no one ever learns

Eyesight dims, eyeglass rims, are rusting more each day

Foggy dreams, crooked scenes, act another play

Worried mind, falls behind, finds itself untamed

Eyesight dims, eyeglass rims, the terrorists are blamed.

Worry free and driving me towards cabins on a hill

Airport bar, subway car, a once soft tender thrill

Halfway home, in the poetry zone, with eyes more gray than blue

Worry free and driving me to spend more time with you.

Do You Like My Hat?

By John T. Wurzer

Key of A

2/4 58 bpm or 4/4 116

When it all runs down to the sea

I will think of you and me

And how we let our minds run free

Into the light of what might be

When it all runs down and dry

I will think of you and I

And how the wheels of fortune lie

When they’ve said they’re last good-bye

Hello, goodbye, and hello like that

Do you really like this hat?

Or is it something that I should wear?

At a time when you’re not there.

Hello, goodbye, and hello once more

You can’t buy love at a grocery store

And if you still aren’t really sure

Hello, goodbye, my love is yours.

A portion of your Sunday smile

Whispers to me for awhile

I cannot breath.  I cannot walk

It’s amazing that I can talk

And if you get the time to try

To watch your destiny float by

Pinch yourself and make sure you cry

Every time we say good-bye

Hello, goodbye, and hello like that

Do you really like this hat?

Or is it something that I should wear?

At a time when you’re not there.

Hello, goodbye, and hello once more

You can’t buy love at a grocery store

And if you still aren’t really sure

Hello, goodbye, my love is yours.
Are You Messing With the Shadows in My Mind?

By John T. Wurzer

Key of E

4/4 108 bpm

Are you messing with the shadows in my mind?

Is there something you’re not telling me?

Are you really that unkind?

When the search is finally over and there is nothing left to find.

Will you kiss me from behind?

Like a whisper to the blind

Will you tempt me to unwind?

All the hearts that once entwined

Themselves with tingling skin divine

Can you show me just one sign?

Or are you messing with the shadows in my mind?

Are you messing with the shadows in my soul?

Is there something you’re not telling me?

Are you really quite that cold?

When your search is finally over and there’s no one left to hold

Will you touch my inner fold?

Where my feelings are on hold?

Once my dignity’s been sold

For an ounce of dusty gold

Like a light atop a pole

Will you trust me, make me whole?

Or are you messing with the shadows in my soul?

I’m guessing you’ve just been messing with it all

Start confessing, it’s a blessing when you fall

I can dial it, but I can’t answer the call

I’m guessing you’re just messing with the shadows down my hall.

Sensible Nonsense

By John T. Wurzer

A-slow pick - 4/4 100 bpm

I drive my sensible car to my sensible job

Another sensible man on commute

In my sensible shirt with my sensible shoes

And my sensible business suit

I’ve a sensible mind and I ease through the grind

With a sensible sense of the shock

Watch the sensible time on my sensible wrist

Move sensibly towards six o’clock

All these dollars and cents

Don’t make any sense

Do you sense that I’m losing control?

Are the limits too loose, too tight, what excuse?

For the sensible drowse in my soul

I’m in search of a rare sense of light hearted fare

And a moment when I can unwind

But it all seems the same

I keep playing this game,

And common sense is the sense I can’t find.

With a sensible air I climb down the stairs 

Towards the sensible parking lot

With two sensible hands on the wheel I stand.

In the sensible traffic so hot.

Find my sensible street,

Fix some dinner and eat

Watch some television and then

Fall asleep, wake up, take a shower and start…

This nonsense all over again.

All these dollars and cents

Don’t make any sense

Do you sense that I’m losing control?

Are the limits too loose, too tight, what excuse?

For the sensible drowse in my soul

I’m in search of a rare sense of light hearted fare

And a moment when I can unwind

But it all seems the same

I keep playing this game,

And common sense is the sense I can’t find.
Cleaning House

By John T. Wurzer

Key of D

3/4 152 bpm

I remember when we cleaned our own houses; we listened to music and made love by the fire.

I often hear the melodies lilting behind the strange muses of wealth and desire

Tomorrow was flooded with promises ever uncertain and ever unsure.

Now that the future is paid for, it’s hardly as tempting; and it’s hardly as pure.

I remember when we cleaned our own houses; it seems such a long time ago

During north Texas rains, water ran down our drains, washed the dirt and the soap suds below.

Then swam to the muddiest rivers, and journeyed on out to the sea

Now that the future is paid for, it’s hardly as tempting; it’s hardly as free.

I remember when we cleaned our own houses; long before you and I ever met

You with a husband and I with a wife, each with their own T.V. set

The moonlight reflected the wisdom of ages, the sages agreed with the seers

Now that the future is paid for, no one sells fortunes for tears.

I remember when we cleaned our own houses; it’s kind of romantic, kind of forlorn

I remember the night when I met you, and how I’d been wishing I’d never been born

Just before you arrived at the party, I was practicing quick exit lines

Now that the future is paid for, I cannot remember a happier time.

I remember when we cleaned our own houses; when Georgie and I were alone

I remember someone whispering softly, someone that I might have known

The voices of wet wanton wild wicked women were senseless and mostly off cue

I remember when we cleaned our own houses; 

The voice that was whispering was you
Will I Be Surprised?

By John T. Wurzer

Key of E

4/4 206 bpm

So where does that leave us?

Where does it go?

Where does it run to?

When will it show?

The truth of your colors

The edge of your eyes

The morning you wait for

Your evening disguise

Where does that leave us? 

Will I be surprised?

Where does that leave us?

Why did it bend?

How’d it get started?

Where does it end?

Looked in the mirror

Did not recognize

The man who was looking

Into my eyes.

Where does that leave us?  

Will I be surprised?

Where does that leave us?

What happens next?

We’re still making love

And we’re not having sex

When does the end shed

It’s earthly disguise

Become the beginning 

And sleep where it cries?

Where does that leave us?  

Will I be surprised?

Where does that leave us?

What will we say

When our ears cannot hear

And our voices are gray?

What is the use in

Climbing your thighs

If love is just passion

And passion just dries?

Where does that leave us?  

Will I be surprised?

Where does that leave us?

What does it mean?

Are we stuck in the middle 

Or making the scene?

The air is too heavy

Nobody flies

As soon as the ice melts

We’ll empty the skies

Where does that leave us?  

Will I be surprised?

Life Swap

By John T. Wurzer

C waltz

3/4 144 bpm

Swap those shoes for an old pair of sneakers

Swap that tie for a bottle of beer

Swap that song for a story of valor and glory

Swap that icy blank stare for a tear

In the balance of fatal remainders

Sits the leftover man on the bus

With his forehead pressed hard to the window

While the driver and passengers fuss

He dreams of a far away maiden

Who dreams of a far away child

Lost on a far away rainbow

With a far away dream running wild.

Swap those shoes for an old pair of sneakers

Swap that tie for a bottle of beer

Swap that song for a story of valor and glory

Swap that icy blank stare for a tear

On the misguided path of dividers

Rides a dividend check from the whale

Addressed to the proud crippled sailor

Who’s been sobering up down in jail

It is dropped in a thin rusty mail slot

In a thin rusty door down the street

Where it lands in a puddle of sorrow

Born from tears that just couldn’t compete

Swap the gym for a fresh mountain sunrise

Swap your shrink for a friend who can listen

Swap your lonesome headphones for nature’s sweet tones

You might find everything that you’re missing.

The Man I Left Behind.

By John T. Wurzer

Key of G

4/4 108bpm

I keep searching the church for the doctor and nurse who ordered the first hearse but I cannot find

The drawing that’s stalling the calling that’s crawling while hauling appalling bawling thoughts through my mind

I’m finding it hard to escape from the yard when the fences are barbed-wired and carefully mined.

I keep searching and searching for some lonely person who’s nursing the tragic man I left behind.

I was a young lonely lover, kept undercover, too weird to discover another lover so blind.

She was there like a princess, wrapped a thin dress, naked and silent as I went and I slowly pined.

The willow kept weeping, the hope we’d been keeping, at night while asleep as the deep muddy river did wind

I was searching and searching for some lonely person who was nursing the tragic man I left behind.

I’ve been watching for hours the dance of the flowers whose powers devour the showers that fall from the sun

The windows are shaking, young hearts are breaking; the moon is awaking celestial bodies for fun.

Tomorrow escapes me, today inflates me, and yesterday someone planted a bomb that was timed.

To explode at the thought of sealing the vault and putting a halt to the man I left behind.

Trading Places with those at Rest

By John T. Wurzer

E waltz

3/4 136 bpm

Watch the motion of the moon

Watch the whistle in the wind

Watch the swelling of the stream

Watch the fleeing of a friend

Watch the world decide whose worst is really best

But don’t sit there trading places with the ones who are at rest

Hear the ringing of the rain

Hear the singing of the same

Hear the thunder thicken now

Hear the mooing of the cow

Hear the heartbeat as it fades inside your chest

But don’t sit there trading places with the ones who are at rest

Feel the footsteps find your feet

Feel the calloused men compete

Feel that portion of your pie

Feel it fatten up your thigh

Feel the followers of fear forever blessed

Just don’t sit there trading places with the ones who are at rest

Live while you can

Don’t break the chain

It’s the folly of man

That he melts in the rain

Watches the stars as they crawl through the sky

Never at peace, when his love has run dry

His warm eastern sunrise starts to fade in the west

Trading places with every soul gone to rest

Nothing but Wisdom

By John T. Wurzer

Key of E - Gospel

4/4 152 bpm

I spent a night in the desert, where the water ran wild

I spent a night in the ocean, like a thirsty child

I spent a night in the graveyard, so alive and free

I saw nothing but wisdom, flowing down to the sea

I watched the colorful scenery, fade into black and white

I watched the morning and evening, touch their daylight

I watched the souls in the graveyard, so alive and so free

I saw nothing but wisdom, flowing down to the sea

Nothing but wisdom

And a hungry child

Nothing but a savior

For the meek and mild

Nothing but a warrior

Who conquered me

Nothing but wisdom, flowing down to the sea

Have you ever been hungry?  Have you ever been chained?

Have you ever been crazy, half out of your brain?

Have you been to the graveyard, so alive and free?

And watched nothing but wisdom, flows down to the sea

The son of God is your savior; the Holy Ghost is your guide

Their father will judge you, on the other side

When you pass through the graveyard, so alive and free

You’ll have nothing but wisdom, flowing down to the sea

Loser’s Poker

By John T. Wurzer

E finger picking slow

2/4 68 bpm

Past the point of sorrow

Praising each tomorrow

Like parishioners at Sunday mass at noon.

Pleasing intuition

Some vague but strange condition

An act of lame contrition acted out beneath the moon

Roll the dice now

Figure somehow

Someway, somewhere, something might just be worthwhile

Touch the hole card

Turn it over

Watch the others at the table

Try to teach themselves to smile

Leaving on a freight car

Praying to a dead star

Like throwing pennies down a wishing well gone dry

Not looking for an answer

Just a patient man with cancer

Waiting for life’s calendar to tell him when to die

Fraught with poison danger

Feeling so much stranger

Than the wind that blows through soybean fields at night

Another restless caper

Reads the midnight paper

Searching for the story, and a crime he can’t get right.

That’s Enough Blues

By John T. Wurzer

E blues

4/4 102 bpm

That’s enough blues for one night (take a bite)

I could beg you to hold me

But you wouldn’t hold me tight

Every feeling that you’re feeling isn’t wrong until its right

That’s enough blues for one night

That’s enough blues for one song (they’re gone)

I could beg you to hold me 

But you wouldn’t hold me very long

Every feeling that you’re feeling isn’t right until it’s wrong

That’s enough blues for one song

That’s enough blues for one day (okay)

I could beg you to hold me

But you wouldn’t hold me in just the right way

Every feeling that you’re feeling comes then goes away

That’s enough blues for one day

That’s enough blues for one week (freak)

I could beg you to hold me

And you would but you wouldn’t speak

Every feeling that you’re feeling bounces lightly off my cheek

That’s enough blues for one week

That’s enough blues for one year (more beer)

I could beg you to hold me

But you wouldn’t hold me very near

Every feeling that you’re feeling dries up a bitter tear

That’s enough blues for one year

That’s enough blues for one life (too much strife)

I could beg you to hold me

But you wouldn’t hold me like my wife

Every feeling that you’re feeling cuts my insides like a knife

That’s enough blues for one life

More than Yesterday

By John T. Wurzer

d-a-g  /  em-bm-c-a  /  d-c9-g6-em-a  /  g-bm-em-a-d  /  Gm-A

2/4 86 bpm

Time packed up its suitcase and drove away

Seven years ago and several months more to the day

I never would have guessed it would last this long

You there living on a dream and me here, living on a song

Everyday I find I’m learning

About this empty yearning

In my heart alive and burning

Embers toss but then return in

Restless rhymes written for parts so hard to play

I think I love you more than I did just yesterday

Yes I think I love you more

My world is shook

More than you can write in a history book

Perhaps it’s time we took a second look

At everything we’ve gained and everything we’ve thrown away.

Yes I think I love you more than I did just yesterday.

There’s no such thing as time, I’ve heard you say

But my hair keeps falling out and yours keeps turning gray

I blame it on the wind you blame it on the winter freeze

We keep trying to climb that mountain, I keep falling to my knees

Everyday I trace the laughter

Who’s the student, who’s the master?

While the memories of disaster

Flake and fade away like plaster

In a schoolhouse where the church mouse met the stray

I think I love you more than I did just yesterday.

