After Math…Philosophy
C2004 Help Yourself Music
Some people seem to like it when I tell what the songs are about.  I would prefer that people make up their own minds as to what the songs are about, but nevertheless I will explain what I was thinking or where I was when they were created.

Company Man

I wrote this when I was working on the new version of the Diamond Basement Tapes. (A work in progress.)  It describes my often felt bewilderment when I look at what I do for a living as compared to how I lived the first thirty years of my life.  (Bob Dylan lyrics at the end of the song are used without any permission whatsoever.)
Twelve Foot Room

During sunrise and the sunset of another day at work, I often wonder what my guardian angel might be thinking.  Sometimes I can’t get over the idea that I ought to be spending my energy on something more significant.

From The Heart

This was the second song written for this CD.  I wrote it while sitting on the deck and watching the sun go down.  It was originally called “The Aftermath”, and the refrain read, “I’m through writing from the heart.” Instead of, “I’m still writing from the heart.”  It was angry and impolite.  Eventually, I realized that I would always be writing from the heart, and therefore, changed it.
Baby Steps

This started out as a poem written for my fantastic wife, Diane.  I was working on another song down it the basement during the Christmas season, sitting at my computer, and was inspired to pick up my notebook and write this by hand.  I usually write with a pen and paper when I’m sitting in a bar, not when I have a word processor staring me in the face.  Later that night, I tried to read it to her and found myself starting to cry.  She is, after all, the best.  I’m not much of a harmonica player, but I asked for one for Christmas, and Diane’s sister bought me one.  It seemed only fitting to give the harp a try on this one.

Whatsamatter
I wrote this about a guy I met at the Hootenanny at my Cousin Paul’s farm in Maryland.  The guy had a very expensive guitar but seemed more concerned with talking about his home recording studio, his computer, and his music software, than actually playing any music.  After dinner I attempted to get him to play some songs with me, but he and his girlfriend completely ignored me as I sat next to them plucking on Georgie.  I guess my guitar was too cheap for him.  I just hope that I never end up like him.
The Wrong Side of the Song

I honestly can’t remember where or when I wrote this.  It is supposed to express some kind of conflict between doing what you are supposed to do and what you feel like doing.  I wrote a song about twenty years ago called, “You Just Can’t Win.”  It never showed up on a CD, and I don’t have the lyrics anymore, but I think that perhaps I was re-writing that song here.

Fade Into the Night
When the sun finally fades during summer months on our deck, and the citronella torches fill the night with black smoke, sometimes you find yourself feeling half insane and come up with a weird acoustic guitar part that doesn’t translate unless you over-orchestrate it and add electric guitar.  That’s what happened here.  I couldn’t find any words, but had this guitar part that I couldn’t shake.  After about thirty-seven tries, this is how it ended up sounding.

Be My Girl

This was the last song written for this CD.  I get so wrapped up in projects like this that I spend countless hours in the basement recording, writing, re-recording, re-writing, and re-mastering the songs.  I end up missing the little time that my wife and I have available to spend together.  We both have very busy schedules and it amazes me that she lets me do this kind of thing.  I just wanted her to know that I missed her on this particular night.

Fat Assed Woman
This was written at the Bluestone restaurant in a stolen moment of Bob Dylan like inspiration.  It really doesn’t mean anything, but it was fun to write and fun to record.  Sometimes people are so weird.

It Was Love

Some songs take awhile to develop.  This one was booted from the “Midlife Crisis” CD over two years ago because I couldn’t find a decent melody for it.  It is essentially a political song, although few will ever see it that way.  “You never know what you have until it is gone.”  That’s all I was trying to say.  Lives, friends, loved ones, and relationships sometimes disappear so suddenly that one finds that they’ve missed the joy and are left only with the loss.

Directly Into the Sun

There is something about an upper middle class bar, or a shiny office building that eventually has to make me ill.  Displaced misplaced attitudes and values; cell phones and trite expensive phrases, ridiculous men and women who probably have redeeming qualities hidden inside of them somewhere; just baffle me.  It’s pretty amazing, considering that I’m one of them.
Moron

Only the “Regional Managers” at Diamond Comic Distributors will understand this one.  We were given a “homework” assignment to write something about people being morons.  After agonizing about the task for about thirty minutes, I wrote this song as I drove home from work on the Baltimore beltway.  Thank God for cell phones that have voice notes.

One More and Throw Me Out

If one pays attention, one can see more happening in bars than meets the eye.  This is simply a song borne of observations made during one too many beers.  Special thanks to Diane for the phrase “One More and Throw Me Out”.  We’ve been using it for years, but I never realized there was a song in it.

One More Beer – Part Two
O.K. So I already wrote a song called one more beer.  It’s not like anyone is buying this stuff!  This was obviously written during a period of writer’s block.  The key seems to be writing something anyway. (Even if it’s not art.)

On and On

There are so many things that we will never finish.  The lawn grows and the laundry piles up, the car gets dirty, your hair keeps growing (if you’re lucky), you beard reappears…well, you get the point.  As long as love keeps growing, then it’s all worth it.  This was the first song written for this CD.  I originally thought it was going to be a collection of totally silly songs.  Then I realized that this song wasn’t quite as silly as I thought it was.

Bottom Line

I’d been remodeling the garage, drinking beer, and listening to bluegrass music all day long; and when I was finished I went into the “studio” and wrote this in about a half an hour.  I made my way back up to the deck and played it for my wife.  She thought I was nuts.  It’s just my way of saying that no matter how disillusioned I get, I really do appreciate all that I have.  I am a very lucky man.

Aftermath

When all is said and done, all that I know is that I love my wife and the man that she has allowed me to become. (Yes, that’s me.)  Regardless of the dichotomies of philosophy and reality that consume my mind on a daily basis, she is always there.  She always loves me, and she allows me to create.  I write songs about the moment; no matter how ignorant or sublime the moment might be.  Maybe someday I will be able to write a song about the whole of life, but even if I did, there would still be more life to contradict that song.  When I die I won’t have the opportunity to analyze or write about life or death.  In the aftermath; it is who you have loved and how you have loved them that matters; not how others have loved you.  In the aftermath; love conquers all.

Aftermath
After Math, there was Philosophy, and after Philosophy there was Psychology, and after Psychology there were Politics, and after Politics, there was Religion, and after Religion, there was Business, and after Business there was a career and after the career, there was a wife, a life, and a house.

I guess I never really figured out what I was looking for, but what I have is pretty great.  There are, of course, ironies, dichotomies, hypocrisies, and idiosyncrasies working their way through every thought that vaguely defines every second of every day that I live through; but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

In the aftermath, we should all be on the same team.  Mildly codependent, inherently individualistic and self absorbed, passionately searching for truth, endlessly reaching for justification, consistently reexamining our dreams, and mindlessly falling in love.
…And staying there forever.

Lots of Love,

John T. Wurzer

Help Yourself Music

C2004 HYM
(2004 is going to be a monumental year because it looks really cool when it is thrust into in italics.  It is suitable for a multitude of footnotes.)
Company Man

As a kid he was a little wild

You could tell he was a middle child

His parents would mutter “potential” as he passed by.

He chose not to go to Notre Dame

They said, “We always thought he might be insane.”

So they let him move to Texas on the sly.

Liberal philosophy, communist blasphemy, socialist hypocrisy, they said, “God does he have to be so cavalier and indifferent, can’t he even try?”

Ain’t it funny how things change as the years pass by?

Somehow he became a company man

He can’t tell right from wrong

True love slips through his hands

He traded in his sanity for the perfect financial plan

Somehow he became a company man.

An adolescent with a wedding band

Almost unconscious, trying to make a stand

Flying so high that no one could ever bring him down

His wife was sleeping in another bed

His eyes were a permanent shade of red

He would stay up all night just trying to find that sound

Bob Dylan tragedies, Leonard Cohen comedies, John Prine melodies,

he thought that there had to be something questionable, and a sign that he hadn’t found

Ain’t it funny how things change as the years wind down?

Somehow he became a company man

He can’t tell right from wrong

True love slips through his hands

He traded in his sanity for the perfect financial plan

Somehow he became a company man.

I met him just yesterday

He didn’t have a word to say

All of the poems that once were stolen had gone dry

like a piece of fresh home grown fruit 

He was wearing a business suit

Adding points to his margin, downsizing and looking to buy

I remembered the years and the half frozen beers, the vagabond tears, and sneers of his peers when they told him that someday he’d figure out why

Ain’t it funny how things change as the years run dry?

Twelve Foot Room

There’s a black hole in the middle of the angel’s stomach

Sucking in everything she cannot see

There’s a white line following the angel’s teardrop

Drying in the afterglow of what might be.

Can you hear those voices of the wind at midnight?

Can you hear the crickets dance around your tomb?

I’ve been far away from where the sunrise lingers

Making a living in a twelve foot room

Somewhere in the darkness there’s a candle burning

I can’t see it from my foxhole dive

Somewhere in the shadows there’s a whispering promise

Whispering that nobody gets out alive

Can you hear those voices in a twelve foot nightmare?

Can you hear the closing of the prison door?

I’ve been far away from where sunset trembles

Lighting up the shipwrecks on this ocean floor

I can hear the pitter patter of the dollar bills that matter

As I make my way and flatter everyone I meet

Staring out the window at the sunrise and the moon glow

In the echo of a long ago feeling of feeling incomplete

From The Heart

It’s hard to remember yesterday, it’s even harder to unwind

With oh so many games to play and no chains upon my mind

Now I’m living in the aftermath of the man I’ve come to be

I’ve acquired wealth and mental health, but somehow I’m not free

There was salvation in the music back when I was twenty-three.

But I’m still writing from the heart

Though none of those songs ever lasted long or broke the record charts

I’m still spitting out my soul

For princes and kings with their diamond rings who can’t find a worthy goal

I’d rather be clever, trite, and smart

But I’m still writing from the heart

I scattered love like ashes upon an ocean at high tide

At sunset with an angel sitting closely by my side

There’s a warm and willing whisper in the weeds out in the yard

Saying, life is good, and you really should, ignore the man you are

And if you’re getting frustrated, just buy yourself a car

But I’m still writing from the heart

Though none of those songs ever lasted long or broke the record charts

I’m still spitting out my soul

For princes and kings with their diamond rings who can’t find a worthy goal

I’d rather be clever, trite, and smart

But I’m still writing from the heart

Stolen poems and faded memories wash out with an ounce of bleach

The man I was is frozen in the ice and out of reach

His fingers feel like corncobs as he plucks on that guitar

The willow weeps in silence and I spot a falling star

I don’t know how I let my conscience run away so far.

But I’m still writing from the heart

Though none of those songs ever lasted long or broke the record charts

I’m still spitting out my soul

For princes and kings with their diamond rings who can’t find a worthy goal

I’d rather be clever, trite, and smart

But I’m still writing from the heart

Baby Steps

The sun sits low, late in December

The cold winds blow, dirt starts to freeze

It starts to snow, and I can’t help but remember

With so far to go, back when we were crawling on our knees

You came to me, dressed like an angel

Alive and free, like a child with no regrets

Found one like me, preparing for the springtime

In harmony, we were taking baby steps

The days were short, cold nights in January

The moon and stars, acted as our guide

The news reporters said we’d never marry

Where are they now that we’ve begun to hit our stride?

You came to me, dressed like an angel

Alive and free, like a child with no regrets

Found one like me, preparing for the springtime

In harmony, we were taking baby steps

The spring will rise, and I will be your lover

Cleansing rain will wash our salty cheeks

Summer sun will help us both recover

And I will love no other, and my conscience need not speak

You came to me, dressed like an angel

Alive and free, like a child with no regrets

Found one like me, preparing for the springtime

In harmony, we were taking baby steps

The orange leaves will smell like moistened memories

As autumn breathes upon the wildlife from our deck

The yellow birds, inverted as they’re feasting

Can’t sing these words, but whistle, “What the heck”

They met one night, dressed up like angels

As Christmas lights, reflected feelings warm and deep

Found themselves, quite ready for the springtime

Seems they were born, to take a giant leap.

Whatsamatter

Whatsamatter with your heart?

Did somebody blow apart what you were feeling inside?

Whatsamatter with your soul?

Did your guardian angel run away and hide?

Whatsamatter with your dreams?

Whatsamatter with your mind?

Whatsamatter with your face?

Are your memories going blind?

Whatsamatter with an end

That hasn’t got the means to start?

Whatsamatter with your heart?

Walking two by two through this human zoo

Is anything the way that it seems?

Walking four by four through an open door

With every side on separate teams

Still the money rolls in, like the wages of sin

And steals the moisture from your tears

Whatsamatter with your heart

Have the two of you been apart for too many years

It rains and snows, on the poems and prose

And you don’t have the urge to empathize

With the half grow men and the women who bend

But don’t break when they look into your eyes

Every evening is scented laughter

Every night is a Broadway play

Whatsamatter with your heart

Has it finally started slipping away?

You see an evil man; he’s a one man band

And he doesn’t have a song to play

He’s excessively rich and his girlfriend’s a bitch

And she won’t give you the time of day

His insides are slowly dying,

And nothing that he says rings true

Whatsamatter with your heart

Did it slip off the chart, were you afraid he was you?

The Wrong Side of The Song

Where’s the answer?

Who asked the question?

Was it someone who ignored another unsolicited suggestion

At the bar?

It’s gone too far

It’s been too long

Have you been living on the right side of the law

And on the wrong side of the song?

Out in the backwoods

Near a wooden shack

There’s a woman who can’t recall your touch but wishes she could take you back

She strips her clothes off

Jumps in the stream

And lets the rippling waters cool her lust and wash her conscience clean

Sometimes the truth hurts

When it requires

Moving on

‘Cause you’ve been living on the right side of the law

And on the wrong side of the song

A wandering poet

Packs up his shoes

His feet hurt when he’s walking

But standing still he gets the blues

He sits by the river and pens another poem

Cries his eyes out when he reads it

For too long he’s been alone

He floods the waters

With silent fears

Watches the stream become a violent river cleansing bitter years

The critic sneers

Somehow his tears

Were cried all wrong

While he was living on the right side of the law

And on the wrong side of the song

The woman drown there

Without her clothes

Was she drinking?

What was she thinking?

It seems that no one cares or knows

The clown rehearses

The broken verses

But can’t go on

Living on the right side of the law

And on the wrong side of the song

Who asked the question?

Who built the dream?

Is there anybody left who can divide the in-betweens?

Although it’s not fair

I’m going nowhere

Will you come along?

Or are we living on the right side of the law

And on the wrong side of the song?

It seems upside down and inside out

Sometimes destiny is riddled with doubt

Two people come together

With syncopated hearts

Watch their lives escaping

While their minds go off the charts

It’s hard to believe

That it could take

Such a long, long time

Living on the right side of the law

And on the wrong side of the rhyme.

Where’s the answer?

Who asked the question?

Was it someone who ignored another unsolicited suggestion

At the bar?

It’s gone too far

It’s been too long

Have you been living on the right side of the law

Talking out the wrong side of your jaw

Living on the right side of the law

And on the wrong side of the song?

Fade Into The Night

It wasn’t so very long ago I wondered

Where will this crooked highway take my eyes?

I wasn’t so very long ago

But somehow I just had to go

And wipe those subtle teardrops from your thighs

In the absence of a cold and clammy basement

I built myself a factory full of dreams

And watched it spewing smoke rings

As the others had their heart strings

Broken like the tired October leaves

Where are you?

Where am I?

Will we have time to say good-bye?

What was right, ain’t never wrong

Can’t find the words to write another song

So I just fade into the night

Is there patience in the dry midwestern sunset?

Is there solitude in sunrise on the bay?

While the tourists come to breathe

The air that others long to leave

Ain’t it amazing all these games that people play?

I can see my world invisibly escaping

While the sewers fill with lifeless threads of dreams

The strings on these guitars

Can’t take me to the stars

They only prove that nothing is quite the way it seems

Crossroads twist and wind

No treasure there to find

No ice upon your breath

But still no need to get undressed

Love songs with no name

Label me insane

While I’m running down the road

Through the constant driving rain

With revelation only two miles out of sight

I just fade into the night

Be My Girl

I’m going crazy in my own little world

I wish you’d knock on my door

I wish you’d be my girl

I’m going crazy in my own little world

I wish you’d knock at my door

I wish you’d be my girl

Again

I remember a time when life was black, red and white

My heart was on fire, and you lit up the night

The winter wind would blow its spikes through the air

But my soul was ablaze and I had so much to share

They transferred me from that place and that time

To write a whole other song, to carve a chillier rhyme

On the base of a tree that we keep trying to grow

Sometimes life is too hard, and the time gets too slow

My friend

And now I’m going crazy in my own little world

I wish you’d knock on my door

I wish you’d be my girl

I’m going crazy in my own little world

I wish you’d knock at my door

I wish you’d be my girl

Again

I remember a time when life was fluorescent green

The vows that I made and the people I’d seen

Dancing like shadows on a forbidden wall

Hoping someone would breathe, hoping someone would call

Until I packed up my dreams and drove up north through the night

Dissolving the past, with my chest feeling tight

Until you rescued my heart, put a light in my smile

I was praying that you’d stay around for awhile

And you did.

I’m going crazy in my own little world

I wish you’d knock on my door

I wish you’d be my girl

I’m going crazy in my own little world

I wish you’d knock at my door

I wish you’d be my girl

Again

Fat Assed Woman

Fat assed woman in a black negligee

Turns my way

Runs her fingers through her long black hair

Breaks the silence with a shrill, “Hello, What do you know?”

And a softer whisper of intention

Too strange to mention but obviously there

So many frequently repeated vulgarisms are uttered

My conscience never knows that it stuttered

There’s a chastity belt wrapped around my wallet

To which I can never find the key

She waits there for twenty-seven seconds and then leaves me.

Fat assed woman in a black negligee

Walks away

She’ll never know just what she’s missing

Everyone within a twelve foot radius is smitten with the possibilities

As a man emerges with a small child in his arms, from where he’s been working in the kitchen


Wrapped up in a life so full of potential

Three cheeseburgers catch fire on the grill

Man leaves with his child on his shoulders

Heads off to visit his wife in a mental institution where the air is colder

Where she’s thinking about all the things they could have done together

As the night nurse bring her a pill

She waits for twenty-seven seconds, and swallows it, and knows they never will

Fat assed woman in a black negligee

Had nothing to say

But a picture is worth a thousand words

The destitute sailor can’t find the blond woman in the tavern

She escaped with a midget from Istanbul, a vulture, a raven, and a thousand other birds.

It rained earlier today

Perhaps the air was temporarily warmed

The sailor drinks several pints of dark ale and writes poems about a dead bartender whose eyes used to sting like a thorn

A woman he used to date during the ticking of the clocks

When his mind was not quite so sealed in a box

Fat assed woman in a black negligee taps him on the shoulder

He marries her in a hurry, No time to waste!

Both of them finally had to face the fact they were getting older.

It Was Love

It came down from the heavens

It rose up through the earth

They summoned appraisers

To find out what it was worth

They gathered their samples

Sealed them up in their vests

Sent them off to the lab

And put them through tests

It seeped through the topsoil

It rained down from above

And when it had dried up

They realized it was love

A mystery solved too late to enjoy what it had to give

An unused plate at the table, a life they forgot to live

Solitude dances alone, unwilling to take a chance

A destitute hound dog digs up a bone, 

But he’ll never find romance in the dirt.  

They never released him

They never gave him a trial

They put him in prison

With the ultimate smile

Sent him to breakfast

And walks in the yard

They said you’re too vain

To be insane

And life just isn’t that hard

It seeped through the topsoil

It rained down from above

And when it had dried up

He realized it was love

A mystery solved too late to enjoy what it had to give

An unused plate at the table, a life they forgot to live

Solitude dances alone, unwilling to take a chance

A destitute hound dog digs up a bone, 

But he’ll never find romance in the dirt.  

She climbed up a mountain

With blood on her hands

Drank from a fountain

While poets and one man bands

Watched her undress there

And fall to her knees

A goddess repenting with no one to please

Look Directly Into the Sun

Everyone here is very proud of themselves

It has little to do with achievement

Survival mechanisms wrapped up in fear

Lost opportunities and bereavement

They walk into the place with a tight borrowed face

As if they’ve never had any fun

In the lives that they’ve made and the dues that they’ve paid

Looking directly into the sun

In a world full of sin with no place to begin

And no place to start all over

Most absent desire gets drown out by the choir

Looking over a four leaf clover

It’s a filthy rich town with no time to slow down

Where they’re constantly on the run

Through the frozen remains of their losses and gains

Looking directly into the sun

So many balls in the air, that it doesn’t seem fair

The notebooks can’t even list them

So much on the plate that in a world full of hate

We keep defying the solar system

Things stop spinning around as someone hits the ground

Shot to death by a legalized gun

One more barb on the wire, it seems the world is on fire.

Headed directly into the sun.

Teardrops drip from the wall, flood the ants in the hall

Forming waterfalls on the stairs

The clock strikes again, someone raises a pen

As the poetry strains and tears

Another line from the verse, another life from the curse

Another attitude lying undone

Drying too many tears, living too many years

Looking directly into the sun

If you start acting today, your face could freeze that way

While your mind loses touch with the ground

Never taking a chance, living a borrowed romance

With your footsteps unsure of their sound

The original sin wears a satisfied grin

Knowing the losers have already won

Living life in a trance, never stopping to dance

Looking directly into the sun.

What Moron?

What does it mean to be a moron?

I was asked to write a verse.

They read me an example,

I figured I couldn’t do much worse.

I’ve seen idiots and imbeciles,

Dimwits, drunks and fools,

But what does it mean to be a moron?

I’m not sure I know the rules.

What does it mean to be a moron?

Don’t ask me, I don’t know

Is it someone who always moves too fast,

And at the same time thinks too slow?

Is it a dullard walking ignorant

Dumbfounded and inane?

What does it mean to be a moron?

I’m pretty sure I can’t explain

What does it mean to be a moron?

Someone yelled, “Look in the mirror.”

I asked them to repeat themselves,

Said, “You’re directions are unclear.”

Besides all I see reflected is a handsome man of wealth.

And if I knew I was a moron, I’d be brighter than myself.

What does it mean to be a moron?

I can’t seem to pen the lines

No metaphors, no similes, 

No clever witty rhymes

What does it mean to be a moron?

It doesn’t mean a thing to me?

Why must they ask such questions?

Can’t they just sit and watch T.V.?

What does it mean to be a moron?

Someone yelled, “Look in the mirror.”

I asked them to repeat themselves,

Said, “You’re directions are unclear.”

Besides all I see reflected is a handsome man of wealth.

And if I knew I was a moron, I’d be brighter than myself.

One More and Throw Me Out

“One more and throw me out”, he said

“I’m not ready for the door

I’ve still got that white-hot feeling, and my feet can’t touch the floor

I’m still flirting with the napkin girl and trying to get her name

There’s nothing left at home, but memories running down the drain

And just as long as there’s a chance

Or some remaining sense of doubt

Don’t cut me off quite yet

Bring me one more and throw me out.”

“One more and throw me out”

He said while falling from his chair

He was having conversations with a girl who wasn’t there

Ogling the waitress and slurring as he spoke

Convincing the invisible that life was just a joke

When the bouncer came and grabbed his arm

Like a boxer in a bout, he said, “Before you count to ten,

Give me one more and throw me out!”

“One more and throw me out”

She whispered soft under her breath

“The thought of being home alone just scares me half to death.”

She was hitting on a businessman who wore a wedding ring

Explaining how ones piece of mind doesn’t mean a thing

She undid another button on her sequined satin blouse

Put her hand upon his thigh and purred

“One more and throw me out.”

“One more and throw me out.”

Six words he’d heard on one fine day

But when the night was over, he asked her if she would stay

Now she’s asking him for money; lying on the couch, watching T.V.

Somehow he can’t remember when she used to kiss him on the knee

And work her way up to his inner thigh

Look up at him and pout

“We’re halfway there.  I’ve got time to spare.

One more and throw me out.”

“One more and throw me out.”

He says for the second time tonight

“I’ve got to lubricate my conscience before I lose my sight.

I’m still flirting with the napkin girl; trying to get her number

I’m pretty sure there is no cure for this spell that I am under.”

And they find each other later in the parking lot without

The urge to leave or breathe the words,

One more and throw me out.

One More Beer Part Two

One more beer,

One more song,

One more cigarette to help me along,

One more anthem,

One more poem,

One more house that won’t become a home,

One more diamond in the rough,

One more line slips off the cuff,

One more chance to call my bluff,

One more dream that’s not enough,

Do you get tired of all this stuff?

When the easy life gets tough

One more chance to make sense of my destiny

Before fate finally blows it apart

One more beer,

One more song,

No more art!

Two more patterns,

On the wall,

Asymmetric as they call,

Two more memories,

From the dirt,

Is there lipstick on your shirt?

Two more candles burning bright

Throw a hurricane of light

Upon a terrifying night

Where the focus lost its sight

Is it a plague or just a plight?

I can’t decide, both seem alright,

Two more chances to make sense of my destiny

Before fate finally blows it apart

One more beer,

One more song,

No more art!

Three more thoughts,

Three more thumbs,

Three more hoodlums with three more guns,

Three more rooms,

Three more roads,

Three more scientists can’t break these codes,

Three more maps that suck you in,

Three more heads begin to spin,

Three more balls up in the air,

Three more jugglers stop and stare,

Three more footprints in the snow,

I guess the fourth one didn’t show.

Three more chances to make sense of my destiny

Before fate finally blows it apart

One more beer,

One more song,

No more art!

Too many numbers on the wall,

In this sacred bingo hall,

Too many lives are now at risk,

I’m not trying to make sense,

Of these human accidents,

The missing link is there clenching a fist,

I’m just trying to define

Piece of mind before it 

Finally slips off the chart.

One more beer

One more song

Can you find a way to help me along?

It’s breaking apart

No more heart

No more art!

On and On

You never finish doing the laundry

You never finish mowing the lawn

You never finish washing those dishes

Some things go on and on

You’re admiring the perfect wax job

So proud of the man you are

Not a spot or a stain but look it’s starting to rain

Oh no, you never finish washing your car.

You never finish doing the laundry

You never finish mowing the lawn

You never finish washing those dishes

Some things go on and on

You’re looking at your life-long partner

Some kind of angel from above

A thought starts to stir and you’re finally sure

That you’ll never finish falling in love

You never finish doing the laundry

You never finish mowing the lawn

You never finish washing those dishes

Some things go on and on

Bottom Line

Baby, stash a little of our money away before I see the bottom line

If I didn’t know we were rich I’d probably get the itch to stop drinking all the time

I’d have no nightmares about paying taxes,

I’d be dreaming about that railroad line

If you’d just stash a little bit of our money away before I see the bottom line.

When you and I first met we were both in debt up to our foreheads and sinking fast

And one of my friends who drove a Mercedes Benz asked, “Do you really think your love will last?”

But it’s been eight long years and twenty thousand beers since I met you in the Texas dust.

In a wink and a flash, we acquired so much cash, that now the creditors are begging us.

Baby, stash a little of our money away before I see the bottom line

If I didn’t know we were rich I’d probably get the itch to stop drinking all the time

I’d have no nightmares about paying taxes,

I’d be dreaming about that railroad line

If you’d just stash a little bit of our money away before I see the bottom line.

When I was young and free, I was a sight to see, I worked for bong hits, drinks, and tips

A real good day was when I didn’t have to pay the rent, and got a kiss on the lips

But now our bank account reads an absurd amount and I keep logging on to verify

That what I see is real, not some crooked deal, and that I don’t have a tear in my eye.

Baby, stash a little of that money away before I see the bottom line

If I didn’t know we were rich I’d probably get the itch to stop drinking all the time

I’d have no nightmares about paying taxes,

I’d be dreaming about that railroad line

If you’d just stash a little bit of our money away before I see the bottom line.

When I’m old and gray, I’ll remember this day, when I sat here watering the lawn

Giving back to the earth, what I thought it was worth, and waiting for the break of dawn

Trying to be sure with all my thoughts in a blur, that I’m the man I’m supposed to be

I should probably trust, my feelings, I must be the luckiest S.O.B. that ever lived.

Baby, stash a little of our money away before I see the bottom line

If I didn’t know we were rich I’d probably get the itch to stop drinking all the time

I’d have no nightmares about paying taxes,

I’d be dreaming about that railroad line

If you’d just stash a little bit of our money away before I see the bottom line.

Aftermath

In the aftermath of what might be,

You stole it once and then you set it free

You brought my crooked heart to me

Like a puzzle still unsolved

In the stolen wheel that we knew as time

You pressed your body into mine

More like a blessing than a crime

It made your mind revolve

In the aftermath of might have beens

You stole my favorite writing pen

While I swore not to go back again

Into scenes that don’t resolve

Now we’re standing on a ledge of crime

What’s yours is yours, what’s mine is dying

There’s never been a reason for crying

Or watching tears dissolve

This must be the way that love evolves

With an ounce of pain and a pint of trust

I’m sure it’s gonna rain, but if we must, we must

The leaves of spring know that somehow they’ll be turning colors in the fall

In the aftermath love conquers all.

In the aftermath of a life long search

Sitting there up upon my perch

Like a virgin nun in a catholic church

Watching the hands of God entwine

The stains of life that stick to my skin

He washes them out, I put them back again

When you reach the end you have to begin

To continue to unwind

In the aftermath of what we lost

No time to figure out what it cost

To cross the rivers that we have crossed

With no urge to get involved

Now we’re standing on a ledge of hope

Wondering how the others cope

With lies hung from a fraying rope

That stings like cold wet towels

This must be the way that love evolves.

With an ounce of pain and a pint of trust

I’m sure it’s gonna rain, but if we must, we must

The leaves of spring know that somehow they’ll be turning colors in the fall

In the aftermath love conquers all.

