Rhythm and Rhymes

By John T. Wurzer

Barren trees, dried blowing leaves, municipal fees, choppy seas

And knees scraped up from crawling out the door

Financial tools, broken rules, vocational schools, obnoxious fools,

On barstools buying shots for the local whore.

Perpetual motion, blurry commotion, a scented potion, crosses an ocean,

With a misguided notion and a list of perfect crimes.

Dark afternoons, Bob Dylan tunes, December moons, clocks and spoons,

And platoons in their sharp pressed uniforms back me into rhythm and rhymes

You’d better watch out

It feels like I’m coming home

Without a doubt

I’ve lost the urge to get lost, ramble, and roam

I feel the passionate heat of love inside my lungs

And I’m breathing in and out in fractured lines

That crack

Like a midnight snack

I’m back

Into rhythm and rhymes.

Excessive waste, home-made paste, questionable taste, around a waist

That faced the concrete wall and turned to stone.

Faded jeans, slot machines, melted scenes, tomorrow’s dreams

Fraying seams and fabrics freshly sewn

Occasional insight, restless at midnight, fighting the good fight, following white lights

In spite of the plight and the sight of these troubled times

Covered with ashes and poisonous gasses, the moment just passes into hot and cold flashes

The system crashes and backs me into rhythm and rhymes.

Standing Still

By John T. Wurzer

Standing still

At the top of the hill

Poison thoughts

And lessons untaught

Helpless Popes saying, “He never learned.

Get too close to the fire and you’ll never retire

But you’re bound to get shattered and burned

Frozen there

On the outskirts of crime

Without maps

Without reason or rhyme

On the road to a far better time

In the back room with familiar refrains

I think about those who once touched me

But I can’t even remember their names

You and I drifting in and out of what we once were

Breaking new ground without making a sound

As the moment turns into a blur

Every day is a journey towards laughter

And a means to an end to these chains

We’re dining with lawyers and CEO’s

But we can’t even remember their names

Photographs

Force you to laugh

They make you cry

They kiss you good-bye

Fractured time

Says, “She’ll never return.”

She’s too close to the end to harbor a friend

Pretend, or even unlearn

Tucked away

In a stack of old needles

A strand of hay

A song by the Beatles

Try to step in and you’re attacked by boll weevils

In a hayloft playing those childhood games

You think about those who once loved you

But you can’t even remember their names

Transfer Train

By John T. Wurzer

Everybody get on board

Everybody get on board

Everybody get on board that transfer train

Ride from here to there before you go insane

Buy a one way ticket through the driving rain

Everybody get on board

Put on your traveling shoes

Put on your traveling shoes

Everybody tie those laces on your traveling shoes

If you wait to long you’ll acquire the blues

Ride from here to there until there’s nothing to lose

Everybody get on board

The rhythm of the rail is free

The rhythm of the rail is free

Everybody play the hand bone on your favorite knee

The rhythm of the rail is alive and free

Nobody knows what they’ll end up to be

Everybody get on board

We’ll sing this little transfer song

We’ll sing this little transfer song

Through the boxcar door of this transfer train

Out to a world full of ignorance, fury, and pain

If we don’t change it now, it’s gonna stay the same.

Everybody get on board.

Syncopated Rhyme

By John T. Wurzer
It’s a syncopated rhyme

You miss your lover’s touch

She says she’s feeling fine

Says she misses you so much

You throw your shadow to the breeze

You hear the freight train whistle moan

You drop down to your knees

And wonder, will it take you home.

It’s a syncopated rhyme

Full of laughter and disease

A touch of salt and lime

Help the memories to freeze

Can’t find the rhythm

Can’t find the beat

Sold all your passion

To the man down the street

Destiny led you

Towards this chance to compete

Holes in your pockets

Plastic bags on your feet

It’s a syncopated rhyme

The words are only sounds

You pay a nickel for a dime

And you think you’re gaining ground

You see the peasants at the store

Pulling coupons from their jeans

As your conscience starts to snore

And you wonder what it means

It’s a syncopated rhyme

Beating on the ocean floor

Like it’s been there for all time

Like a heart that’s feeling sore

Can’t find the rhythm

Can’t find the beat

Sold all your passion

To the man down the street

Destiny led you

Towards this chance to compete

Holes in your pockets

Plastic bags on your feet
Tell Me

By John T. Wurzer

Tell me when

Does the world step in

Tell me why

Does it say goodbye

Tell me what

Is the point in thought

What’s the point in pain

What’s the point in rain

Does it drive you mad

Does it make you sad

Does it leave you vain

I looked outside my window

I looked inside my room

I tried to disguise the man inside

Until he stepped on an upturned broom

I vanished without warning

And nobody seemed to care

An ounce of relief soaks up a ton of grief

It doesn’t matter if it was fair

Up on a mountain

Making up songs

Watching the sunrise

Wondering if I was wrong

Tell me what

Is the point in thought

What’s the point in dreams

What’s the point in scenes

Does it ever seem

Like it drove you mad

Does it leave you vain

Out in the moonlight

I feel a glow

Hear the crickets laughing

As if they know

Tell me what

Is the point in this

What’s the point in peace

Can I make you a list

Does it ever seem

Like it came unglued

Does it leave you vain
Limbo

By John T. Wurzer

It’s like I’ve been lying in the sun too long and my skin is peeling off

I can’t feel my swollen ankles and I’m much too weak to cough

On this dead deserted island where no one listens close enough

I scream, “I took a wrong turn on this highway and I can’t get off!”

If this is Limbo.  Let the Limbo roll.

If this is paradise.  Where is my soul?

If this is the aftermath.  What came before?

I can’t even remember the time and place when I passed through Satan’s door.

If this is Limbo, let it roar.

It’s like I’ve been living in a Laundromat but I never get quite clean

They lost my reservation.  I’ve got no hotel, flight, or dream

Someone talked me off the ledge.  They said, “We’ve seen everything that you’ve seen.”

Then locked me in a room with padded walls, hobo calls, and kerosene..

If this is Limbo.  Let the Limbo roll.

If this is paradise.  Where is my soul?

If this is the aftermath.  What came before?

I can’t even remember the time and place when I passed through Satan’s door.

If this is Limbo, let it roar.

It’s like I’ve been digging a hole in my bedroom floor too deep to crawl back out.

Spending a night with a fresh green whore, jealousy and doubt.

Ignoring the signs while a one-track mind drives face first into the wall

If I weren’t here sipping on a beer, I’d probably be nowhere at all.

If this is Limbo.  Let the Limbo roll.

If this is paradise.  Where is my soul?

If this is the aftermath.  What came before?

I can’t even remember the time and place when I passed through Satan’s door.

If this is Limbo, let it roar.
Midnight Train

By John T. Wurzer

Where will you be if tomorrow never comes

Will you be standing by my side

Waiting for a ride

On a midnight train

Where will you be if yesterday gets lost

Will you rest your weary limbs

In my arms again

Will it feel the same

I only have a moment have you got some time to spare

If time is money, then it ain’t so funny that all my pockets are bare

If we had all the time in the world, my honey, would you still be sitting there

In your favorite chair

Calling out my name

If tomorrow ain’t coming and yesterday’s gone I’ll love you just the same

Where will you be if the world comes to a stop

Will you be wrapped up in my skin

Feeling me within

On a midnight train

Where will you be if the universe should freeze

Will you touch me through the ice

Will it still feel just as nice

Will it feel the same

Where will you be if we lose our house and home

Will you be walking down the road

With the things we haven’t sold

Waiting for a train

Where will you be when I’m mopping up the floors

Locking up the bar

If I ever go that far

Will you feel the same

Mirrors

By John T. Wurzer

They go to church on Sunday

At a chapel on the hill

They go to work on Monday

That’s how they pay the bills

Somewhere between the spaces

They find their piece of mind

The reflection of lost places

Just a mirror growing blind

They champion all the causes

That keep them barely sane

The avalanche, it pauses

On this trite suburban lane

Somewhere between the spaces

They find what they can find

In the strange familiar faces

In the mirror growing blind

Is that you?

Is that me?

Is this what we’re supposed to be

Is it blank, is it null?

Is it beating on your skull?

Is it strange the way this ball of yarn unwinds?

In the mirror of our minds.

Did they ask you to leave last Thursday?

Did they pack up all your things?

In a cardboard box with your antique clocks

And three sets of wedding rings

Somewhere between the spaces

There’s a contract we once signed

That time somehow erases

From a mirror growing blind

The sunsets on the floodplain

The wildlife gnaw their kill

If I wasn’t insane

I’d be sure that I was I’ll

Somewhere between the spaces

As the crossroads twist and wind

I see a shadow that displaces

Another mirror growing blind
Saturated

By John T. Wurzer

I’ve got a bottle of memories and a one way ticket and paint on my new blue jeans

I keep watching the house of cards try to fall into a valley of melted dreams

A personal savior, that’s what I want, I try to download her profile

She says, “You’re not my man, you’re just something to haunt.” But she stays for a little while.

I’ve got to take my song to the river

Soak it in a muddy tune

I’ve got to beat the chords against boulders

My God!  I’ve got to get there soon.

Hot Molly broke the bathroom window with a towel wrapped around her fist

Crawled out into the April night saying, “I’ve had enough of this.”

Hitched a ride with a tattooed trucker, trying to go the extra mile.

“Only a matter of time,” She said, “Before they put my soul on trial.”

She had to take her song to the river

Soak it in the muddy tune

Beat the words into gold-dust

My God!  She died too soon.

An empty wallet and a bottle of rum bought the house just down the street

A swollen finger and a broken thumb always jealous of their feet

Put themselves on a two week diet for a couple of years in style

Asked the banker for a line of credit and then learned the art of denial

They had to take their song to the river

Soak it in a muddy tune

Beat the melody softly

Always awed by the frozen moon.

Plastic Jack packed a pile of groceries in a pickup truck at dawn

Left Liza in the hallway crying with her negligee still on

Found his conscience in the glove compartment underneath some greasy rags

Ended up in an institution breathing into paper bags

He had to take his song to the river

Soak it in a muddy tune

Beat the bass-line to death with

Another gunfighter at high noon.

She’s quite a woman, in her high-heel shoes, but I miss that silent call

When she’s holding me in her arms and wearing nothing at all

Right now I feel like a big game hunter, but their ain’t no game to kill 

I get the feeling that I always knew her, but then again I never will

We’ve got to take our song to the river

Soak it in a muddy tune

Find each other to cling to

As we’re sipping from the silver spoon.
It Must Be Love

By John T. Wurzer
The floodgates open

The water flows

Down by the river

The sunset glows

Your hand in my hand

Finger and glove

The floodgates open

It must be love

It must be love dear

It feels so strange

This swollen river

Calls out your name

When it starts raining

And skies turn black

I hop a freight train

And make it back

Into your arms dear

Into your room

Where silence trembles

And passion looms

It must be love dear

It feels so strange

This swollen river

Calls out your name

We’ll get much older

We’ll fight the years

I’ll watch your footsteps

Soak up my tears

Though friends may vanish

Into the dust

Your hand in my hand

It must be love

Everybody’s Blues

By John T. Wurzer

The piano man keeps spitting in his beer

The piano man keeps spitting in his beer

Nobody hears the music, Nobody sheds a tear

The piano man keeps spitting in his beer.

The preacher finds the peasants at the well

The preacher finds the peasants at the well

He asks them, “Are you lost?”  They ask what heaven costs.

Someone shouts, “For free, you can go to hell!”

The doctor sees his patients in the bar.

The doctor sees his patients in the bar.

He asks them, “Are you ill?”  They say, “Hell no, we just got your bill!”

Then run outside and drive off in his car.

The lawyer buys the broker shots of rum.

The lawyer buys the broker shots of rum.

She asks him for a tip.  He bites her on the lip.

Then locks him up for chewing on his gum.

The jazzman bites the head off of the queen

The jazzman bites the head off of the queen

Nobody calls the cops.  The bass line never stops.

It vibrates through the remnants of this dream

The poet meets his maker at the zoo

The poet meets his maker at the zoo

Burns him with his lighter.  Mistakes him for a spider.

Then finds him stuck to the bottom of his shoe.

It seems like everybody here has got the blues.

It seems like everybody here has got the blues.

They’re all looking for an answer to a question they refuse.

It seems like everybody here has got the blues.

In and Out

By John T. Wurzer

What’s going on?  Who’s looking in?

What kind of person have you been?

Did you free the world from sin?

And complicate its mind?

When tired souls knock at your door

Asking you for a little more

Do you show them to your floor?

And ask them to unwind?

Some kind of silent prayer

Fills the smoke filled room with air

It’s almost like there’s someone there

And you were never left behind.

The tired curtains start to dance

Like a child who has found romance

Still young enough to take a chance

Still thinking love is mostly blind

Outside, the drizzling rain relents

The sunbeams filter through the vents

Light the drapes like accidental

Dewdrops clinging to a vine as day begins

What’s going on?  Who’s looking in?

What’s going on?  I’m looking out

Eyes filled with mystery and doubt

There ain’t no one about

It must have been the breeze

I see a fox.  I see a deer.

I see a rabbit creeping near

A groundhog whispers in my ear

“It wasn’t me.  I never sneeze.”

Some kind of empty phrase

Burns off the morning haze

Walls dissolve within the maze

My heart is warming by degrees

The summer sun gives birth to plants

The earthworms swallow up the ants

Before they’re eaten up by chance

By birds descending from the leaves

The grass blades turn up towards the skies

Like a child with open eyes

Growing swiftly, growing wise

Crawling on its hands and knees it wants to shout

What’s going on?  I’m looking out.
Notes:  An insatiable urge to explain myself.

It doesn’t seem like it was so very long ago.

Trudging through the snow.

Delivering newspapers.

Terrified by the bark of a familiar sheepdog while apprehensively delivering calendars and collecting payments from strangers.

Somehow I managed to save three hundred and sixty two dollars to buy a guitar.

It wasn’t as nice as the guitars that my relatives owned.

It wasn’t named Martin.

It wasn’t even Guilded.

Still, it was the first thing of value that I ever bought for myself.

All I really wanted was an instrument that didn’t embarrass me when I walked into the music store to take my lessons.

The twenty-dollar guitar that my parents had bought me was comical at best.  

Now, I would learn to play guitar!

I can’t remember how many lessons I took.

I think that it was less than a dozen.

The most important thing that I learned was the pentatonic scale.

I remember my teacher telling me that my fingering sucked, but that he liked the melodies that I worked into my improvisation.

I didn’t practice very much back then.

I seemed to learn more during weekends at the lake playing folk songs with my cousin Paul.

When we played, the rest of the world seemed to disappear.

It’s a feeling that I’ll never forget.

It’s a feeling that I’ve been lucky enough not to lose.

I received a scholarship to Texas Christian University to study accounting.

I wanted to be a professional golfer.

I was obsessed with trying to write songs.

Occasionally, people even liked the songs.

A couple of Catholic girls from New York asked me if my guitar had a name.

I’d never thought of giving it a name, however, I remembered a Dire Straights song and told them that his name was Guitar George.  (He knows all the chords.)

Eventually he came to be named Georgie.

I envisioned Paul and I getting back together and becoming famous songwriters.

In my fantasy, he named his guitar Ringo, and we became John, Paul, George, and Ringo.

Georgie and I became special friends while I was working very hard at flunking out of school during my freshman year.

I wrote about forty songs and lost my scholarship.

I wrote my father a letter letting him know that I’d flunked out.

I told him that I wanted to move back home and study guitar.

In an unprecedented act of cowardice, I left him this letter and went to New York City with my best friend Andy.

Dad, of course, didn’t understand.  

I spent that summer pretending to take guitar lessons that I usually skipped, working for a roofing company, and playing guitar in a blue-collar bar called The Answer.

Georgie was developing character.

The songs were getting better.

Sometimes Paul would join me at the end of the bar in front of the jukebox where they let me play.

The songs were getting better.

One night, however, someone walked up while I was playing, walked behind me while I was playing one of my own songs, and loaded the jukebox with five dollars worth of quarters.  

I decided to go back to college.

Georgie followed.

At the inaugural cheap wine and cheese party while Cathy Ward was holding Georgie in her arms, someone threw a corkscrew across the room and it poked a hole in his face.

It’s a scar that he still shows today.

I attended college for another ten years or so.

I married one of the Catholic girls who had forced me to name Georgie in the first place.

She was a talented poet when I met her.

She was a struggling alcoholic when I left her.

Georgie suffered more than I.  

On the way to enlighten a group of “gifted children” about the roots of blues music, I tripped over a trashcan, slipped in a puddle of water and landed on him.

Georgie was all busted up.  

His tuning pegs were broken off and I thought I would never play him again.

I borrowed a guitar from an ex-girlfriend down the street and we played the blues for the gifted children while I had blood dripping from my knees where they’d scraped the pavement when I landed.

The songs, however, seemed to get better.

My Uncle Bernard, who had taught me to fingerpick years earlier, lent me his Martin until I could find a guitar to play.

I found five tuning pegs at a garage sale and fixed up Georgie to the point that he was playable.

I didn’t have any money back then, but then again, I didn’t care.

I had my guitar back.

I became a bartender and lost my voice shouting at customers after moving into a cheap apartment with the Catholic girl and a cat named Dylan.

Georgie pulled my through by learning an incredible instrumental version of “Is Your Love In Vain”.

It was.

Eventually I left the Catholic girl and decided once again that I’d become a famous songwriter.

The first time that I played in front of an audience, a salesman walked up to me and told me that I needed a new guitar.

I promptly went out and bought one with my ex-wife’s credit card.

Georgie took a back seat.  

The songs, however, seemed to become more calculated.

With Georgie on the sidelines I worked my way up through a comic book distributing company, married a fabulous woman named Diane, bought a ridiculously expensive house, became the Executive Director of purchasing, and looked at Georgie one night with empty eyes.

I picked him up and wrote two songs to which the strings buzzed, hummed, and twanged.

It was time to give something back.

In a place called the Appalachian Bluegrass Shop I asked the owner what I could do for this guitar.

Every suggestion that he offered was answered with, “Let’s do it.”

He commented, “You’re spending a whole lot of money on an old Takemine.”

I said, “There were a whole lot of years when I had nothing but this guitar to get me through the day.  

It gave everything to me.

This isn’t about money.

This is about giving something back.”

After undergoing considerable reconstruction, I held Georgie in my arms and he started to spew out songs.

I had promised myself after the last CD that I wouldn’t be spending time orchestrating and recording music for a while.

After all, I had more important things to do.

Georgie, however, had other ideas.

He asked me if we could just play them, like in the old days.

Perhaps people would listen.

I agreed.

This is from me and Georgie to anyone who listens.

As they say in the Purchasing department at Diamond Comic Distributors, Inc.

IT IS WHAT IT IS!

 Enjoy.

Lots of Love,

John

