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What Have You Seen?

John T. Wurzer

You ain't seen nothing yet, I ain't been knocking down your door

Don't even try to compare me to the one who went before

You ain't seen nothing yet, I ain't been pointing out your sins

Keep your judgements in a paper sack until the fun begins

You ain't seen nothing yet, there'll be some changes in the tide

You'll have to open your mind so it can swallow all your pride

If you think you've been around, you'd better check your maps and charts

Because I've lived through broken dreams and seen a thousand shattered hearts

How can you tell me that everything's come undone?

This ain't no shotgun wedding, I don't even own a gun

How can you tell me that everything's gone insane?

When you sit there like a picture postcard, fighting wars that have no name.

In a nightmare long ago I walked through villages of songs

Fighting for my rights and tying purse strings to their wrongs

Throwing questions at the wall, and getting no reply

Just like cancer, the same answer, kept on eating at my eye

You ain't seen nothing yet, you'd be surprised what I can do

As you sit there in your sweat socks, looking for a shoe

Tomorrows come and go, it's hard to know which road is warm

You ain't seen nothing yet, you're only waiting for the storm

How can you tell me that everything's come undone?

This ain't no shotgun wedding, I don't even own a gun

How can you tell me that everything's gone insane?

When you sit there like a picture postcard, fighting wars that have no name.

You ain't seen nothing yet, I haven't started to evolve

I've never met a puzzle I couldn't synchronize or solve

You ain't seen nothing yet, the whole wide world is shaky ground

A nervous quake, for heaven's sake, you can't lose what you've never found.

You ain't seen nothing yet, there is no potion in the breeze

That can take you up the mountain or bring me to my knees

Let's climb that rocky road, together, hand in hand

And conquer one last hillside and one last grain of sand.
Cyberspaced

By John T. Wurzer

There was a man who never checked his email

He worked on a construction crew

There was a man who never checked his email

He worked on a construction crew 

Turning pieces of things into structures

It was amazing the things that he could do

The man who never checked his email

Got promoted one fine day

The man who never checked his email

Got promoted one fine day

He was the foreman on the job site

And he noticed an unexplained increase in pay

The man who never checked his email

Somehow became the C.E.O.

The man who never checked his email

Somehow became the C.E.O.

He kept on getting dirty

With the guys who said they knew him long ago

The man who never checked his email

Was nominated to run for president

The man who never checked his email

Was nominated to run for president

He found himself on camera

Every time he left his apartment to pay the rent

The man who never checked his email

Became the leader of the world

The man who never checked his email

Became the leader of the world

Cutting ribbons on construction sites

Until he met a blue eyed girl

The man who never checked his email

Was forced into the Internet

With the blue eyed girl to guide him

He opened up his TV set

Forty thousand messages

He never knew just how bad things could get

The man who never checked his email

Checks it now, every hour or two

Wakes up feeling angry

And goes to sleep at night feeling blue

Too much information!

Watch out!

It could happen to you! 

Guest Toast

John T. Wurzer
Waited all my life

For this day to come

The holy ghost on jazz piano

Jesus on the drums

Two thousand years ago

Two thousand years away

The holy ghost on jazz piano

A manger and some hay

The whole world strung together by a sacred strand

Of kindness, peace, tranquility and pride

While Allah, God and Buddha form a three piece band

Playing Auld Lang  Syne and singing loud

Waited all my life

To hold you with my limbs

The holy ghost on jazz piano

Cupid singing hymns

The whisper of your smile

The wisdom in your tears

The holy ghost on jazz piano

Jesus buying beers

The halls of justice rest to watch the moon arrive

The traffic stops and the angels breath a sigh

While Allah, God and Buddha play a sleazy dive

Just for a moment, nobody has to cry

Drink a toast to the millennium, drink a toast to feeling live and free

Drink a toast to all the mountains climbed and the mountains that are yet to be

Pass the bottle to the one you love, then share your lips with family

Drink a toast to the millennium and see

Somewhere down the road

A naked child is born

In a cold enchanted alley

They're trying to keep him warm

Waited all my life

To hear the words he said

Woke up on an Easter morning

They told me he was dead

The Holy Ghost was taking five and lighting up

The air was filled with smoke rings and desire

The parents passed a warming smile and woke us up

I can almost hear the echo of a choir

Drink a toast to the millennium, drink a toast to feeling live and free

Drink a toast to all the mountains climbed and the mountains that are yet to be

Pass the bottle to the one you love, then share your lips with family

Drink a toast to the millennium and see

That every life is precious

Every thought is sacred

Every dream is naked

And everyone has to be what they have to be.

Sex and Ice Cream

By John T. Wurzer

Bruce and Sabrina were tipping a few at Reflection Of The Past after work

Sabrina was talking her husband down, wondering why she married a jerk

She was voicing cliches and marital platitudes when Bruce asked her, “Just what do you mean?”

She said, “A shot of Tequila can instantly seal ya,

But sex is just like ice cream!”

Sex and ice cream

Sex and ice cream

Step right up, come and get it

If you know what I mean

Sex and ice cream

And may I suggest

That you order some ice cream to go with the sex

They’re both very sweet when consumed as a treat with bananas served up in a boat

But they’re not quite as fun, when you’re feeling undone and they’re force fed down your throat

It’s important to savor each type and each flavor.  Take your time, let sensations accost you

Some are harder than rocks.  Some drip on your socks

Both can melt in your mouth and exhaust you

Sex and ice cream

Sex and ice cream

Step right up, come and get it

If you know what I mean

Sex and ice cream

And may I suggest

That you order some ice cream to go with the sex

Sabrina and Bruce ordered some shots.  The conversation began to switch

Bruce complained twice about his wife and his life, wondering why he had married a bitch

He was shaking his head, staring into his glass, saying, “She rejects everything she inspects!”

“I can buy her six drinks, but somehow she thinks.

That ice cream is better than sex!”

Sex and ice cream

Sex and ice cream

Step right up, come and get it

If you know what I mean

Sex and ice cream

And may I suggest

That you order some ice cream to go with the sex

Sex is alright if you’ve got half the night, but ice cream can instantly cool you

No one’s ever seen a bad dish of ice cream, but potential good sex just might fool you

When choosing a mate it’s important to rate personality wisdom and wealth

But ice cream is easy and it’s not even sleazy 

To lick on your cone by yourself.

Colorless World

By John T. Wurzer
July twenty-second two thousand and nothing, the aliens crashed through the atmosphere

Parked on the roof of a church full of bigots, crashed through the windows and ordered a beer

The preacher said, "Maybe a bo6ttole of wine would put some color back into your cheeks."

While the landscaper cursed another dandelion and the congregation stared at the freaks.

Their leader it seemed was a one eyed machine, and he spoke in a monotone groan

"All this color" said he, "Causes grave misery.  It must go and then we'll leave you alone."

He mumbled more words that sounded like birds being shot in an October storm.

A shadow moved through.  The red, green, and blue shards of stained glass no longer felt warm.

The traffic was gridlocked at a gray signal light

The old movies looked just like the new

The only difference between the dead plants and the live ones,

Was that only the live ones still grew

Millions were lost in the parking garages

Couldn't tell on which level they'd parked

During the week of the colorless world

The skies were all gloomy and dark

The spectrum was lost.  A cold summer frost clenched its fingers and shut off the sun

The lawyers it seemed were immune and serene, saying, "whose fault is this? Gee this is fun!"

On late night TV you could get it for free, a sample of what was the cure.

A pair of strange glasses that bring back green grasses, but make you ashamed and impure

During day number two the unholy few were selling the world on a song

"The colorless world is a lot better off.  We were somewhat misled, we were wrong!"

The Internet linked to a web site called PINK that was sadly a strange shade of gray

A one week free trial, learn the art of denial, and they charged just a dollar a day.

Days three, four, and five left the bees in the hive confused, frustrated and lazy

Suicide rates left the pearly gates understaffed, overwhelmed, and half crazy.

The world's greatest minds, had adjusted their blinds hoping no one would ever look in

Those who weren't scheming were silently dreaming and those who weren't dreaming would sin.

The barrooms were packed with theories and fact.  The six o’clock news was still on

The drunkards and fools, were ignoring the rules, and looting fine jewels until dawn

The National Guard held the senator's yards and patrolled better sections of town

While the rest of the city got no funds and no pity.  Block by block, home by home, it burned down.

In search of a fix, they met on day six; the religious and government leaders.

In a chat room they chatted from their office chairs padded with taxes and tithing from cheaters

They deemed and declared at full day of prayer effective sunrise on day seven

Hoping massive devotion would stir an emotion with the wise one enthroned up in heaven

The seventh day came.  It started to rain.  The survivors began to assemble.

From New York to Bombay, they chanted and prayed until the skies turned to black and then trembled

In the once racist chapel they stared down a gray apple and an off white bottle of wine

While out in the haze, the landscaper praised the sight of a fresh dandelion.

Somebody’s Blues

John T. Wurzer
Somebody’s got the blues and they’re hesitating

They’re drinking at the wrong end of the bar

Somebody’s got the blues and they’re hesitating

They’re drinking at the wrong end of the bar

They’d like to meet someone tonight

The perfect lover who could make them feel alright

They’d like someone to take them home

To a place where they had no other urge to roam

Somebody’s got the blues from dying

And they’re drinking in the wrong place on the street

Somebody’s got the blues and there’s no denying

Ain’t got no money left for to eat

And they sit there scribbling notes on a napkin

 Handing it to the latest tart who sits in his lap and…

Somebody’s got the blues, they never gonna use

A woman in high heeled shoes

Somebody’s got the blues.

Somebody’s got the blues from crying

Teardrops streaking down their face

Somebody’s got the blues there’s no denying

They’ve got to find some other place

They go to church on Sunday

They go to work on Monday

They’re watching their cholesterol levels

And in the graveyard they’re handing out shovels

Cause somebody’s got the blues

Somebody’s got the blues.

They keep looking for an answer in a worn out song

Keep looking for the reasons that they’ve hung on so long

Keep looking for an answer in the paper today

All that it read was that another one got away

Somebody’s got the blues. 

Distance

By John T. Wurzer
Far away

Everything I used to be is so

Far away

Far away from me

It was another day

Another game to play

Something else to say

It made me run away

From the serving tray

My eyes were bluish gray

When I left the fray

Now I’m so far away

Another time

Every song I used to write was just a

Nursery rhyme

Another fight to fight

I was far to blind to fight

It was a restless time

A multicolored crime

Through the muck and grime

Life was so sublime

Sometimes I think that I’m

Lost

In another time

A broken heart

Wanted badly to be fused

To a vacant part

Of anyone who’d been abused

A struggling broken heart

That never fell apart

While every senseless tart

Called his poems art

From the Moto-mart

To the grocery cart

Needing a brand new start

For that broken heart

Far away

With another point of view that seems so

Far away

Far  away from you

I feel my eyes decay

My thoughts have gone astray

I close them up and pray that

Without delay

You’ll change your mind and stay

Until the month of may

And we won’t have to stray

So far away

How Long Has It Been?

John T. Wurzer

How long has it been since you have been to the other side

Taken that ride with your eyes open wide

And your heart on display, for another day

Prepared to play and emotional game in the driving rain

Hopping onto a train that’s rolling into the night

Towards an invisible light, forcing you to recite

The same old prayers again

How long has it been?

How long has it been since you picked up a pen

That was begging to speak about the feelings that leak

From a swollen creek that’s been carving a path

Through the fields of wrath and the mountains that laugh

At the keepers of souls who write in the holes

Full of unworthy goals and ridiculous rules

Fashioned by fools using outdated tools

That they stole from your den

How long has it been?

How long has it been since you loosened your tie?

How long has it been since she told you good-bye?

How long has it been since you let down your hair

For a born again stranger who sat in your chair?

The last time you met wasn’t meant to be

The beginning of the end

How long has it been?

How long has it been since you looked at the men

In their fresh tailored suits playing magical flutes

Hacking off roots, that kept the trees alive

Helped us survive, from the church to the dive

Down a cobblestone street, where the lonely men meet

Take a load off their feet, drink a few beers,

Shed a few tears, count up the years

And try to remember when

How long has it been?

How long has it been?

How long has it been since you loosened your tie?

How long has it been since she told you good-bye?

How long has it been since you let down your hair

For a born again stranger who sat in your chair?

The last time you met wasn’t meant to be

The beginning of the end

How long has it been?
De Ja Vu

By John T. Wurzer
I think I might have passed this way before

About seven thousand three hundred and twenty six days ago

So much to learn, so much to remember, so many things to ignore

While the pretty people wait for another sale price at the store

The broken wheel of innocence lies rusting in a drainage ditch near a roadside

Where an escaped lunatic just killed his latest whore

I think I might have passed this way before

The ceiling fans and crystal chandeliers

Sparkle like the bubbles in thirty one thousand two hundred and sixty four bottles of beer

Sacrilegious music programmed by the keepers of our fears

It was in another lifetime but seems like yesterday when I was here

The poison in this ten-cent pen keeps dripping blood drops on the parchment 

That was once an ancient diary of sagacious lore

I think I might have passed this way before

The fluorescent green exit sign repents

Admitting that eight million four hundred seventeen people were unable to escape

In the wink of the devil’s eye, almost too subtle now to sense

The examined their illusions, hoping to hack through the red tape

It’s a lottery of ignorance, indulgence, indifference and diffusion

Where no one who plays the game really knows the score

I think I might have passed this way before

I’ve been listening to an overplayed refrain

That sounds like seven hundred forty three helpless kitty cats caught out in the rain

On an April morning or a September evening on a starving freshly planted Midwestern plain

That gets repeated just enough times to drive the hopelessness from by brain

I’ve been battling the demons who keep washing in like seashells with the tide upon a lonesome shore

I think I might have passed this way before

I’ve been flicking on and off the bedroom light switch

Like sixty million four hundred thirty two thousand times the sun has risen with an itch

It’s better to get better than to get obesely rich

It’s raining in the Land of Oz as Dorothy melts the witch

Too many miles from Kansas now, to remember how it felt to have it all and rarely want for more

I think I might have passed this way before 

Terrea

By John T. Wurzer
Terrea

Black eyed angel of the dark

How you gonna find another spark

Terrea

Spanish rhythm in you veins

What you gonna do if it rains

With your shopping cart full of memories, and dust upon your lips

There’s always somebody you can’t please, when you work for food and tips

Terrea

Tortured goddess of the street

Wearing leather work shoes on your feet

Terrea

I wish we’d met when we were young

I could have charmed you with the wisdom on my tongue

Terrea

I used to walk that lonesome mile

Is it true that you are putting me on trial

With your soft seductive whisper and your cynical knowing stare

The limp that you’ve developed and those faded ribbons in your hair

Terrea

Moistened beauty, tender child

How’d you lose that soft seductive style?

I got a feeling that when you were younger you used to drive the boys insane

Lead them to the edges of scented ecstasy and pain

They would try to tear your heart out to no avail, it was locked away

They’d wake up from hollow nightmares and scream your name in just this way

TERREA!

I feel forsaken and alone

How come you won’t let me take you home.

Terrea,

In the cold October wind

I ain’t got any money you can spend

Terrea,

Tattered intersection muse

A coffee can, a cardboard sign, and the blues

Money for food and shelter, is that all you’re asking for?

Too proud to be on welfare, too old to be a whore?

Terrea,

The light is turning green

So long until tomorrow, ancient queen.

Don’t Crawl Out Your Window

By John T. Wurzer
You answered the phone like you were out on your own

On a journey that never grows slow

You looked in the eyes of six thousand guys

Never fearing your heart might just blow

You’re kind of uptight at the end of the night

By the door on the couch in your room

So don’t crawl out your window tonight

To meet me beneath the summer moon

Don’t crawl out your window

Don’t open up the sash

Don’t crawl out your window

Unless you’re bringing lots of cash

I’ve had all kinds of worthless love

It always came and went too soon

So don’t crawl out your window tonight

To meet me beneath the summer moon

You’re vibrant and deep when you’re stealing my sleep

Like a thief in an upscale hotel

You’re certain and damp and you’re setting up camp

Until you’re saved by a cracked wedding bell

You’re kind of reserved, absolutely unnerved

By the sound of an old hobo’s tune

So don’t crawl out your window tonight

To meet me beneath the summer moon

Don’t crawl out your window

Don’t open up the sash

Don’t crawl out your window

Unless you’re bringing lots of cash

I’ve had all kinds of worthless love

It always came and went too soon

So don’t crawl out your window tonight

To meet me beneath the summer moon

You’re mystery’s home, never shy and alone

In a zone where generic men fade

They’re lost in a trance, an African dance

Not a chance to get saved or get laid

You’re just like the one who once turned on the sun

Made me run while the others would swoon

So don’t crawl out your window tonight

To meet me beneath the summer moon

Don’t crawl out your window

Don’t open up the sash

Don’t crawl out your window

Unless you’re bringing lots of cash

I’ve had all kinds of worthless love

It always came and went too soon

So don’t crawl out your window tonight

To meet me beneath the summer moon

Creatures of the Night

By John T. Wurzer

Tapestries wilt and fade upon the emerald wall

Someone had to describe them, and he did.

Now that he’s old and gray, the young girls seldom call

And he sits in a hotel lobby like a little kid.

I laid my guitar against the armchair to his left

Sat down, sank in, and lit a cigarette.

He shot me a glance, looking up from his crossword with a sigh

And asked if I’d learned to play that pine box yet

I told him that I pick a bit when the night comes caving in

He answered, “I know exactly what you mean.  

I used to play gigs with Lester Flatt and B.B. King

But I traded that life for a twelve cent wedding ring.”

I handed him Georgie, and he held him in his arms

Chuckled and cleared his ancient throat.

He struck an E-minor chord that rang like fire alarms

Started signing words I’d thought that I’d just wrote.

“It’s not even safe no more, to be walking around your floor

With the door unlocked and the windows not closed up tight

It feels like a nightmare tomb, a narrow and empty room

Where you have to decide will you run or will you fight.

And if you stand your ground, stay around, listen to the sound,

How you gonna tame the creatures of the night?”

He sang, “I’ve been paying my dues upon that midnight train

Drinking with the keepers of timeless gowns

Anxiously waiting alone in the foggy driving rain

Watching the world I knew dissolve in sound

So where do you go to find the effervescent moon

When the heart that once warmed you turns to stone?

Most of the world has turned its back and lost the tune

Where do you gone to build a home?

“It’s not even safe no more, to be walking around your floor

With the door unlocked and the windows not closed up tight

It feels like a nightmare tomb, a narrow and empty room

Where you have to decide will you run or will you fight.

And if you stand your ground, stay around, listen to the sound,

How you gonna tame the creatures of the night?”

He handed the guitar back, now blessed with years of pain

I tucked it away inside its case

He picked up his puzzle, unsolved clues that still remain

Twisted his worn ironic face.
No Vacancies

By John T. Wurzer

I saw two caterpillars playing in the grass

One said to the other, “ I could kick your ass”

The other one said, “You want a piece of this?”

Not a punch was thrown, neither one could make a fist.

No Karate kicks, their legs was t0o short

They mutually agreed to settle it in court

They hired a couple of lawyers who went into the ring

Issuing subpoenas, armed with mud they had to sling

Watching all this madness, the caterpillars sighed

Slithered from the courtroom, and had a beer outside

Decided not to chase the Eurodollar or the yen

Shook each other’s legs and said,  “Let’s start all over again.”

Every Butterfly that they’d ever seen

Was driving in a bulletproof purple limousine

Every boss man that they’d ever served

Became absolutely unnerved

When they said I’d rather be the rooster, I’m tired of being your hen!

The boss men said, “STOP”

There’s no room at the top 

You’d better start all over again.

I saw two mountain climbers clawing at the face

Of the ladder of success that we call the human race

One said to the other, “What happens if we fall?”

The other one said, “I don’t think of that at all.”

No daring moves, they were just trying to survive

They mutually agreed that they were better off  alive

They couldn’t reach their cell phones as the blizzard blew on in

There was nobody to call and the air was growing thin

Aware of all this madness, with their sponsors growing tense

They slithered down the mountain, trying to make some sense

Gathered at the base camp with the well paid lesser men

Shook each others hands and said, “Let’s start all over again.”

Every Butterfly that they’d ever seen

Was driving in a bulletproof purple limousine

Every boss man that they’d ever served

Became absolutely unnerved

When they said I’d rather be the rooster, I’m tired of being your hen!

The boss men said, “STOP”

There’s no room at the top 

You’d better start all over again. 

Baltimore Waltz

By John T. Wurzer

I just wrote a Baltimore waltz

Something that was close to my skin

I just wrote a song and I can’t sing along when the

Night caves in.

I just wrote a Baltimore waltz

Never quite aware what I’d done

Didn’t have the chance to explore this romance

When they said wait,

That’s great,

It’s about time that you came undone.

I just wrote a Baltimore waltz

When I heard my grandfather plead

Let me play along while you’re singing this song

And our hearts won’t bleed.

I just wrote a Baltimore waltz

Didn’t have a clue what I’d find

Seems when we’re apart I give up on my heart

Though I breath you

I need you

I can’t leave you behind.

Footsteps always climb up the stairs

When I fear that nobody cares

Every step annoys the three bears

Someone has been sitting in their favorite chairs.

I just wrote a Baltimore waltz

Tears upon the pillow have dried

I just realized that the look in your eyes was a

New start, a lost art, darling let’s go for that ride

We’re out there, I don’t care

Darling let’s go for that ride.

I could write a Baltimore waltz

If I had the time to retire

I could write a book about the way that people look

When they’ve lost hope

Can’t cope

And preach to an overweight choir
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