3MG

Three Messy Guitars explaining themselves.
TRIAD

Hammerin’ Hank, Guitar George, and Bessie Smith

Ever since I’ve been experimenting with MIDI interfaces, wave files, MP3 files, and digital audio; I wondered what I could do with my three favorite guitars.  Obviously, they talked me into it.  I hope it was as much fun for them as it was for me.  Some say that it’s unbalanced to personify my guitars.  I say, “Listen to the music that they make!  How can you not personify them?”  The trio plays together on this one.

NEON

Are there Neon Lights on the Road to Hell?
Georgie is playing beside himself on this one.  Many thanks to Mark S. for making this song happen.  It was his idea and my interpretation.  By the way, there are!

ROUNDER

The World Just Seems a Little Bit Rounder Tonight

The older you get, the more you understand.  You eventually lose the superstitions and myths that led you through your younger years.  Some of the world comes into focus and other parts of it get blurrier than they’ve ever been before.  It is infinitely frustrating that you don’t understand what is going on today or what will go on tomorrow, when at the same time, yesterday seems so clear.  How about that?  The trio plays together on this one.
ANYHOW

I Wonder What They’re Feeling Now

Watching other people’s children grow up in suburbia often makes me wonder how I was able to branch out beyond the universe within which I was born and subsequently matured.  In light of the war in Iraq, I really do wonder what the children are feeling now.  Bessie plays both parts of a duet on this one.  Lots of finger picking.  I love it.  My apologies go out to Mr. Bob Dylan for stealing so many of his lines and so many of his rhymes.

GO

They Gotta Go

Henry’s only solo performance on this CD.  It’s ZZ Top meets Bob Dylan’s “Cold Irons Bound” all set in suburban Ellicott City, MD.  It’s weird, but I like the way it came out.

AGAIN

It’s Happening Again

Watching those with who you have daily contact have their interpersonal relationships disintegrate is nothing short of heartbreaking.  If we are indeed put upon this earth to learn, it seems that it often takes too much trial and error.  Only the street sweeper knows how many tears have to be brushed aside in order to find what one is looking for.  Georgie and Bessie play somewhat awkwardly together on this track.  The uncomfortable mix, however unintentional seems to achieve the desired effect.

GONE

The Lawn Mowing Song

I thought up this song while I was mowing the lawn and watching the couple across the street fighting in their driveway.  Eventually, she got into her car, slammed the door and tore off down the street like a drag racer.  The song wrote itself when I finally got a guitar in my hands.  Living in an ideal neighborhood with all of these ideal people makes you wonder what happens when even this doesn’t work out.  Bessie and George kind of get their shit together on this one.  I really like the music, even if mowing the lawn is not a philosophical poetic experience.

HEALED

Have You Been To The Mountain?

Georgie is just being himself here.  I guess the real question that everyone wants answered is whether or not they are spending their time on this earth thinking about the things that they enjoy thinking about.  After all, it is our conscious thought that makes us what we are.  I fear, however, that we sometimes get so caught up in what we are trying to do that we forget about how good it feels to think what we want to think!

HEARTBEATS

I Only Want To Be With You

Georgie again!  I was trying to re-create the feeling I got when Charlie Reber and I played Bob Dylan’s “Crash on the Levee” about twenty years ago back in Texas.  The song is nothing more than a reaffirmation of my love for my wife. I may have gone overboard trying to be clever while getting my point across.  She is, after all, the best thing that has ever happened to me.

RAGTIME

That Time of the Month

The trio plays again, albeit a little out of tune.  They don’t make computers powerful enough to calculate the time I spent trying to learn the instrumental parts to this song.  If there is a moral to this song, it is that people work so hard that they sometimes forget to find time to do the things that they love to do and be with the ones they love doing them with.  Opportunities lost cannot be recaptured.

GOOSE

Is What Is Good for the Goose Good For the Gander?

George is showing off the fact that he is the guitar that I play best.  There are double standards everywhere.  The trick is getting what you want in spite of the hypocrisy.  Eventually, everyone finds a place to make their nest. 

DIRT

What Ever Happened to Dirt Cheap Wine

The trio says goodnight on this.  I used CD titles, song titles, and lines from 42 of my previous recordings while making up the lyrics.  I still miss the days when the music was the most important thing, however, I love it when the music is the payoff for a lifetime filled with interaction, inspiration, introspection, and wonder. 

What It All Means

Three Guitars, each purchased 11 years apart came together in the basement one night and changed each other’s strings.

They traded stories about a guy they once knew.  

Georgie described the guy as a sensitive poet who wore his heart on his sleeve.

Bessie insisted that he was a passionate fool who kept his heart in a box.

Henry spoke of a clever man who had no heart at all.

All three were so very right and so very wrong.

He was merely a man wearing a box on his sleeve that some speculated held a heart.

Still, through it all…

They played his music.

And he listened.

And he still does.

Perhaps it will all make sense tomorrow.

Thanks,  John.
Triad

By John T. Wurzer

Hammerin’ Hank, Guitar George and Bessie Smith.

Went out on the town to make a night of it

Wearing cheap cologne, cellular phones, and strings that fit

 Hammerin’ Hank, Guitar George and Bessie Smith.

They stopped into a bar and grill to feed themselves

And drop their tortured souls down some old wishing well.

Someone said, “The world has just gone straight to hell!”

Bessie said, “It looks the same.  How can you tell?”

Georgie said, “The times, they must be changing fast.”

Henry answered, “Nothing ever really lasts.”

Bessie crooned, “You reap whatever seeds you find.”

The barmaid brought the check and said, “It’s closing time.”

They played the twelve bar blues.

Over and over and over again

Put on their dancing shoes

And started rocking like who knows when

I’d ever heard before

Knocked on my door

I couldn’t turn them away.

Neon Lights

By John T. Wurzer

Lying in bed on a Friday night

My breath got short and my chest got tight

My arm went numb and I broke out in a sweat

My pulse like a drumbeat that I couldn’t forget

A shadow on the wall called out my name

In deep dark voice, it asked, “Are you insane?”

I said, “Hey God!  Are you talking to me?”

It said, “I ain’t no savior, now you’re coming with me.”

It said, “I ain’t no savior, you’re coming with me.”

And I said… “Gee.”

Chorus:

Are there neon lights on the road to hell?

Will I meet that barmaid that I knew so well?

If we have to travel down that long dark road

Can I stop in for a cold one before I go?

Can I grab myself a cold one before I go?

It stood there in its robe with its sickle and cup

It said, “I’ve got to take you ‘fore the sun comes up.”

“Did you really think all of those things that you said

Could hide the evil thoughts crawling around in your head?

I argued like a trader in the market square

Saying, “Life is hard!  Life ain’t fair!”

It said, “Death is harder, and soon you’ll see

That life ain’t hard, because life is free

You’re gonna pay for something when I take you with me.”

And I said… “Gee.”

CHORUS:

I did a lot of drinking in my younger days

I never found time for to change my ways

I smoked a bale of cigarettes and other stuff

Ignoring every sign that said, “Enough is enough”

Now I’m sitting here plucking out this ancient tune

In a patio bar beneath a full blown moon

Singing to the living and their half-dead eyes

I guess it wasn’t really such a big surprise

I guess it wasn’t really such a big surprise

CHORUS

Rounder

By John T. Wurzer

The world seems just a little bit rounder tonight

I slide off to the left; I never slide off to the right

Whenever I try to get in touch with my humanity

It makes me feel small, it doesn’t make me feel free

Still I’m spinning around on this insignificant sphere

In the void of space beneath this thin layer of atmosphere

You’re wishing you were somewhere, and I’m just wishing you were here

The world seems just a little bit rounder tonight

And a little less flat.  How about that.  Yeah, what do you think of that?

The earth seems a little bit farther away from the center of the universe

Some people say this is a blessing some say that it’s a curse

They’re rubbing butter on every burn mark, pouring salt into the open wound

I hear echoes of voices from December of 1999 screaming that we were doomed

But they’re still spinning around on this insignificant sphere

In the void of space beneath this thin layer of atmosphere

You’re wishing you were somewhere, I’m just wishing you were here

The world seems just a little bit rounder tonight

And a little less flat.  How about that.  Yeah, what do you thing of that?

When I started to smoke cigarettes I thought that I was cool

When I started to do drugs I thought my mind could break every law and every rule

When I started to have sex I thought it could set my soul on fire

I didn’t understand that all these things were nothing more than trappings of desire

And I’m still spinning around on this insignificant sphere

In the void of space beneath this thin layer of atmosphere

You’re wishing you were somewhere, I’m just wishing you were here

The world seems just a little bit rounder tonight

And a little less flat.  How about that.  Yeah, what do you thing of that?

The world seems just a little bit rounder tonight

And the truth is that you can only be successful if you walk around feeling uptight

Most of Newton’s laws were eventually blown to pieces, running scared.

When a third rate violinist, enlightened us and told us that E equaled MC squared.

But still we’re stuck here spinning around on this insignificant sphere

In the void of space beneath this thin layer of atmosphere

You’re wishing you were somewhere, I’m just wishing you were here

The world seems just a little bit rounder tonight

And a little less flat.  How about that.  Yeah, what do you thing of that?

Anyhow

By John T. Wurzer

I told myself once I was too good for this life

Still I shopped for a dream and I found me a wife

Night swallows day, and the day swallows clowns

I must be drawing this smile while I’m standing upside down

Is there anyone around?

Is there anyone around?

Is there anybody there who feels the chill inside the air?

Maybe the master of despair, or the girl who cuts your hair

Maybe the beggar on the street, who keeps trying to compete

With the fireman’s empty boot, that keeps sucking up the loot

That used to buy a meal, 

I remember when I first heard Mister Dylan ask the children

“How does it feel?”

I wonder what they’re feeling now.

Anyhow

I can balance the checkbook and the puzzles I can’t solve

I can balance the mortgage and the way debts revolve

I can cling to the branches of the trees I have climbed

Watch them all lose their leaves like an old man going blind

Is there something here to find

Is there something here to find

Is there anybody left who thinks that life comes after death?

Perhaps a savior drying out in a clinic full of doubt

Perhaps the prostitute next door who swears she’s not a whore

While the neighbors whisper low, about the love she used to know

And the love she that she can’t steal

I remember when I first heart Mister Dylan ask the children

“How does it feel?”

I wonder what they’re feeling now.

Anyhow

Gotta Go

By John T. Wurzer

I just watched another love song wilt and fade

Two young lovers thought they had it made

Another romance got tossed aside

Now they’re taking that long and lonely ride

Somehow; he thought it had to be her

She thought it had to be him but the thought wouldn’t stir

Two hearts that used to jump so high never felt so low

Now they gotta go.

I was watching the evening sun go down

In a mockingbird’s shadow in a wilted town

Joggers kept passing, getting into shape

Poised for a chance to make an escape

Running in circles like vultures up in the air

Trying to find a piece of mind or a reason to care

Hiding a destitute untouched piece of their heart that they’ll never know

Now they gotta go.

Man across the street keeps mowing his lawn

From dawn to dusk and from dusk to dawn

With a yard so big that when he’s finished the chore

He has to start over because it’s grown some more.

All he ever wanted was a chance to be free

I’m glad I’m not him and you’re glad he’s not me

He’s plowing his driveway with his tractor while we’re shoveling snow.

Girl, we gotta go. 

Happening Again

By John T. Wurzer

Softly it echoes and scratches the wall

Time in a teacup as love comes to call

Box cars and spray paint, graffiti that stains

A crossword, a lost word, it’s happening again

The meadow is wet with the fresh morning mist

The hunter and the black knight draw swords with their fists

The shadow of death speaks as if to explain

They’re killing themselves, yes, it’s happening again

The teardrops dried up, the parade passed on through

Glitter soaked sidewalks met the cold evening dew

As the street sweeper danced with his broom in the rain

A polka, a damp waltz, it’s happening again

White knights are riding through forests of black

She promised a lifetime and she can’t take it back

An elf on a moonbeam slides down with the flame

A slight pause, a lost cause, it’s happening again

The king’s bounty hunter is mounting his steed

He rides past the princess, his heart starts to bleed

She writes from the tower, until dawn dries her pen

A blank verse, a dry curse, it’s happening again

The teardrops dried up, the parade passed on through

Glitter soaked sidewalks met the cold evening dew

As the street sweeper danced with his broom in the rain

A polka, a damp waltz, it’s happening again

Icy black skies and a glimpse of the past

They seal up their hearts in a white plaster cast

Break the mold and admit that they lose what they gain

A tired phrase, a strange maze, it’s happening again

Moisture and moonbeams escape when they’re dry

The hole in his soul and the loss in her eye

A willow weeps silent for what might have been

In a place called tomorrow, it’s happening again

The teardrops flow fresh on the faces of clowns

Balloons and fresh flowers still parade through the towns

While all of these lovers fall asleep in the glen

Too late to awake, they’ve let it happen again.

Gone (The Lawn Mowing Song)

By John T. Wurzer

I see a wild deer bleeding by the side of the road;

She finally paid back everything that she owed

Her heart is beating soft and slow like the night

Her eyes wide open, stepping into the light

Now she’s gone, gone, gone

And she left me to mow the lawn.

I was swept off my feet by the straw in her broom

The light in her eyes and her ancient perfume

The glow of a body that just wouldn’t break

The bond we would grow and the love we could make

But now she’s gone, gone, gone

And she left me to mow the lawn.

On the road from the past to the road that I’m on

I’ve see the night fall, and I’ve seen the day dawn

I’ve captured the visions of what I should be

And weighed them against my will to be free

And now they’re gone, gone, gone

And I’m left here to mow the lawn

Rachael St. James and Willard St. Mark

Met in an alley, ended up in the park

Lying on blanket as the world came alive

Rachael was naked, and Willard survived

But now they’re gone, gone, gone

Who’s gonna mow the lawn?

Hearts keep breathing and rabbits wake up

His eyes are bleeding and her soul’s had enough

She’s laying there dreaming, and his pillow is hard

While the neighbors have started pulling the weeds from their yards

It’s hard to tell just what went on.

Because it’s gone, gone, gone

Are You Healed

By John T. Wurzer

Do you ever see the footsteps on your ceiling

And wonder who’s been walking upside down?

Does it bother you that someone might be stealing what you’re feeling

Double dealing while you’re stranded on the ground

Do you ever hear the echo of a teardrop

As the politician takes his solemn oath?

Does irk you that he’s climbing up the ladder, getting fatter

Does it matter that he somehow got your vote?

Sometimes broken limbs cannot be mended

Sometimes shattered hearts cannot be sealed

Sometimes broken minds lock their doors and close the blinds

Until they find the lines that nursery rhymes concealed

Are you healed?

Have you been to the mountain?

Are you healed?

Have you been to the bottom of the deepest sea?

Are you healed?

Did you jump in the fountain?

Were you counting on a savior who was mounting one last meal?

Is this for real?

Do you ever see the lipstick on your ashtray?

And wonder who’s been smoking in your house

Does it bother you that tears seep through the years of melted fears

And leave you sniffing at the garbage like a mouse?

Do you ever hear the hoot owl at your window?

And want to answer, “Hell yes!  I’m the one!”

Are the bridges that you’re crossing, burning slowly with the tossing

Of the river as it dances in the sun.

Sometimes broken limbs cannot be mended

Sometimes in the same place where you kneeled

Sometimes worker ants build a wall of circumstance

That doesn’t chance to change the order of the deal

Are you healed?

Have you been to the mountain?

Are you healed?

Have you been to the bottom of the deepest sea?

Are you healed?

Did you jump in the fountain?

Were you counting on a savior who was mounting one last meal?

Is this for real?

Heartbeats

By John T. Wurzer

Your heart’s beating baby and that’s all I really need in a wife

You’re not driving me crazy, and you’ve got your own secret life

My friends keep telling me you’re gonna leave me flat black broke

I told this to my analyst, and these were the words he spoke.

That ring around your finger ain’t eternity bonded to bliss

No circle of enchantment kept alive by a hot wet kiss

And if you’re ever thinking that you’ve had enough of this

Just go wishing for another and you just might get your wish.

I remembered all the others some were friends and some were lovers divine

But none of them were thinking they’d be drinking here at closing time

Michele, Laura, Maria, Suzie, Paula, Misty, Jess and Flo

They were only weekend lovers, Monday morning, they just had to go.

Your heart’s beating baby, I can hear it when I check your pulse

It sounds like an Appalachian three quarter time bluegrass waltz

My friends keep telling me I shouldn’t drink, write songs, and smoke

I told this to my analyst and these were the words he spoke

That ring around your finger ain’t eternity bonded to bliss

No circle of enchantment kept alive by a hot wet kiss

And if you’re ever thinking that you’ve had enough of this

Just go wishing for another and you just might get your wish.

I remembered all the love songs, the hate hymns, and the Friday night blues

The sweet poetic rhymes that spoke of lifetimes of nothing to lose

Melinda, Cary, Sally, Crystal, Rachael, Kelly and Daniel

I got to go to heaven, cause I know I’d meet them there in hell.

Your heart’s beating baby, and that’s how I know you’re still the one

Like a drum beat vibrating and mating with the rising sun

My friends keep telling me I ought to do what I love to do

I fired my analyst; I only want to be with you.

Ragtime Blues

By John T. Wurzer

The sun comes up and the moon melts away.

The moon melts away with a song

That plays in your head at the end of the day

A day that has gone on too long

Sleep walks in and it captures your soul

Captures your soul in a box

Ragtime blues playing yesterday’s news

And somebody’s shoes find their socks

My heartbeat warms up an alien band

An alien band still alive

Through civil war, famine, and a curse on this man

A curse on the man who survived

Sleep walks in and it lends you a dream

Lends you a dream and then leaves

Ragtime blues while you’re hitting the snooze

Nothing to lose while I freeze

The pot boils over and the stove is a mess

The stove is a mess with hot stew

Hot stew dripping down the side of your dress

I have to confess, it’s not you

Sleep walks in and it carries you up

Carries you right up the stairs

Ragtime blues always missing their cues

A couple of brews and I’m there

What’s a matter with a life when you can’t find your wife

But you’re living with the one that you wed

What’s a matter with this song?

No one else sings along

And they whisper that it’s all in his head

I keep throwing stones at an ocean of poems,

But I get voicemails and emails instead

While these Ragtime blues have got nothing to lose

And they’re dancing around in my head.

Goose and Gander

By John T. Wurzer

A lively romance in the middle of the swamp

Lit up by the autumn moon as they romped

Leaves turning colors like the dancing of fire

At a campsite lit up with teenage desire

They got lost in each other without losing themselves

Took pictures of ex-lovers off of their shelves

Were married in the spring by the Keebler elves

And vowed to honor, love and inspire.

He said, “Excuse me, may I inquire?”

The goose found a job with a corporate crew

The gander got lucky and he found one too

They made themselves a nest near a peaceful lake

Dreaming about all the love that they’d make

The gander would hurry home every night

Tidy the love nest and leave on the light

The goose would call, and say, “Hey, let’s not fight.”

I’ll be out at the bar until eight.

He said, “Can you clear up one thing while I wait?”

If that’s what’s good for the goose is it good for the gander?

Can I follow the golden rule, or is it double standard?

You’re out there painting the town while I’m painting our family room

Life used to be so black and white, now it’s an eerie shade of blue

Seems you have to do unto others, if you don’t want it to be done to you.

The anniversary of their wedding day

Came for the fifth time yesterday

He sent roses.  She sent a plant

He wrote, “I love you”.  She wrote, “I can’t.”

She called him at work to say thanks for the flowers

And to tell him she was stopping off at happy hour.

He misunderstood, went home and took a shower

He thought she left early to be with him

While his heart kept singing this hymn

If that’s what’s good for the goose is it good for the gander?

Can I follow the golden rule, or is it double standard?

You’re out there painting the town while I’m painting our family room

Life used to be so black and white, now it’s an eerie shade of blue

Seems you’ve got to do unto others, if you don’t want it to be done to you.
Dirt Cheap Wine

By John T. Wurzer

Whatever happened to smiles and dirt-cheap wine?

Whatever happened to the worn-out nursery rhyme?

Whatever happened to all those friends of mine?

They must be around, afraid to make a sound, afraid to run out of time.

A ticklish man with the infirmary blues

Reading yesterday’s mail like it was front-page news

Granola and health food gives him nothing but the blues

He wants some fruit loops, a little love, and a silver moon

He doesn’t want to die in some foreign land

Afghanistan, Iraq, or Iran

He didn’t vote for this President or make this plan

Give him the last dance, he wants a chance to scratch out a tune

Too many days on a blood soaked rag

Piles of manure and faded flag

Couldn’t get him into heaven, and hell was a drag

He’s got a terminal disease, if you please, he’d like to save his soul

Watching a cockroach swimming in his lukewarm beer

The quintessential fool with a lipstick tear

Picking his nose and scratching his ear

In a city of sadness, with nothing there to make him whole

Celia was looking kind of weird and shady

She was either a ghost or a lovely lady

Little miss Arkansas almost drove him crazy

So he slipped into the devil’s nightclub with a girl named Flo

It takes a lot of rain to make a rose grow tall

Those Dagg Gone Blues don’t grow nothing at all

He can hear those footsteps right down the hall

He’s dragging that river but he’s sure that he’s gotta go.

Another all-nighter and he’s coma-toes

Songs from inside the freezer just froze

Artificial sweeteners cheer up everyone’s clothes

Inside of poetry, rhythm and rhymes and an empty room

In a run down alley with a bottle of gin

No room at the top, no place to begin

Sex and ice cream, no you just can’t win

Trading tap shoes with a dancing bear who was gone too soon.

