The Diamond Basement Tapes

Damp

Dusty

Moist

And almost unbearably cold

When it rained cats and dogs, the water would seep in where the concrete blocks met the floor.  I kept rolling up old towels and pressing them against the seam, trying to prevent the weather outside from drowning my universe.

Stranded

On an island of confusion that was littered with information

Divided between myself and what I was supposed to be

……..I took my shoes off…….

Found a guitar, a pool table, an ice cold beer, a table tennis court, and a golf course.

I stuffed a comic book into my pants and wrote a few songs.

The songs were supposed to be a stress relief, meant for my pleasure and no one else.  Eventually, the rest of the world became curious.

OK, fine.

Here it is!

May your basement never leak
Diamond Basement Tapes –

1.          Geppi’s World

2.          Talking New Account Solicitation Blues

3.          Operations

4.          Phil Pankow’s Back In Town

5.          The Ballad of Henry Priller

6.          Electronic Male

7.          Hung up in Houston

8.          To Err Freight Is Human

9.          Linda

10. Passion Fruit

11. It’s A Comic Book World

12. One of Those Days

13. Everything’s Artificial

14. Bastions Of Bureacracy

15. You Never Even Helped Me Buy My Games

16. The World’s Greatest Comic Book Entrepreneur 
Geppi’s World

By John T. Wurzer

You wake up in the morning and your eyes are thick and puffy like a bun

Then someone comes around and tells you last night ain’t the way to look for fun

So you stumble to the kitchen for some cereal and orange juice like you do

When someone comes around and tells you “Sonny, that ain’t what you’re supposed to do.”

You’re supposed to live in Geppi’s World

Feeling fine

Yeah, I’d like to live in Geppi’s World

But I’d like to see him try to live in mine.

So I hop into a broken-down old car with twenty payments left to make

Move on down the highway towards a life I cannot justify or fake

Open up the door, hit the alarm and start another comic dance

When someone comes around and tells me, “That ain’t any way to find romance!”

You gotta live in Geppi’s world

Feeling fine

Yeah, I’d like to live in Geppi’s world

But I’d like to see him try to live in mine.

While the books arrive by land or sea or air or somewhere halfway in between

I’m filling out the forms and sending pages of bureaucracy upstream

I’m trying to balance Superman with Spawn and X-force tugging at my sleeve

When someone comes around and tells me, “This is not a place to think or breath.

You ought to live in Geppi’s world

Feeling fine

Yeah, I’d like to live in Geppi’s World

But I’d like to see him try to live in mine.

So the sun goes down, the answering machine turns on and I am on my way

To face another topless cocktail waitress who has nothing good to say

While the world is spinning upside down and inside out my head with no remorse

Someone comes around and tells me, “Geppi’s world is waiting there, of course!”

Talking New Account Solicitation Blues

By John T. Wurzer

Got a call today while I was lying on the floor

From a guy who was opening a comic book store

He said, “Send me a catalog!  I want to order!”

I said, “Hold it son; before you cross the border,

There are just a couple of things that we’ve got to know.”

I said, “I need your name, and your tax I.D., your store address, your credit history;

The name of your bank, and your kitchen sink,

Your driver’s license, and your favorite drink;

A picture of your store, your favorite color,

The names of twelve living relatives, and your blood type!”

He said, “RED”.

So we faxed up the paperwork.

It was twenty years later; I was cleaning my phone,

When he called me up and said, “I feel so alone.

I’m breaking out in a bright green rash.

I’ve got this letter here that says ‘COD CASH’.

I’ve never bounced a check in my life!

What are you?  Crazy?”

I told him that I had a bad case of the flu,

But I’d make a few calls and see what I could do.

I called the credit department.  They said, “We’ve got to refuse him!”

I called Customer Service.  They said, “Why did you lose him?”

I was caught between a Deathlok and a Scarface

Queen of the Damned if you do and damned if you don’t.

I turned a Betty Page.

Figured my whole life was a second printing.

Shame shit.  Different Cover!

It was the end of the year, and my bonus was coming.

I said, “COD CASH?”  They said, “Keep on strumming!”

I’m just a Valiant guy with Bloodshot eyes.

No Image to protect when he weeps and Cries for Dawn.

Must be a new day coming on.  I can’t live this way forever.

Operations

By John T. Wurzer

Operations

I heard the word from the email bird, quite absurd, and I’m not sure what it means

Operations

Like the Lord above, without faith or love, take a leather glove to your face for a hill of beans

You’ve got to guard your assets.  Read your Diamond facets.

Keep a smiling face, when the human race, is descending into your private place, and pretend that you’ve got control of hopeless scenes.

Operations

Keeps performing operations on my dreams

Operations

Flew me way up north, about the third or fourth, time in my life that I ever felt the fire.

Operations

Better use good taste, keep a calmer face, when another place might be burning with desire.

Got to have the answer.  Be a corporate dancer.

Believe it or not, this is your best shot, no matter what you got; someone else has got it worse just down the wire.

Operations

Keeps performing operations on desire.

Operations

In my thoughts tonight, making me uptight, fight the better fight, or don’t fight what you can’t see.

Operations

Says your work’s OK, but it takes all day, when you ought to be through by six-o-three.

You’ve got to train your people, to bow and be feeble

Manipulate, regurgitate, delegate, track that freight; from sea to shining sea

Operations

Keeps performing operations on me.
Phil Pankow’s Back In Town

(To the tune of “Lulu’s Back in Town”

Adapted By John T. Wurzer

You’d better clean your warehouse.  It’s a mess.

Someone’s flying in from way out west.

You’d better track four inventory tests.

Phil Pankow’s back in town.

He’ll be watching out for theft and vice.

If he says it once, he’ll say it twice.

By the third time, he’s clear and concise.

Phil Pankow’s back in town.

You can tell your accounts,

They’d better pay their amounts,

Mr. Pankow double counts

And he makes them load at your back door.

Gotta find a half a buck somewhere

Gotta shine my shoes and cut my hair.

Gotta give your part-time help a scare.

Phil Pankow’s back in town.

Your head begins to ache, sweat, pulse, and throb.

When he’s checking locks on your doorknob.

You’ll be lucky if you keep your job.

Phil Pankow’s back in town.

You can try, as you will.

But you’re sliding downhill.

Mr. Pankow’s big thrill

Is pacing up and down your warehouse floor.

The Ballad of Henry Priller

By John T. Wurzer

“You’d better lock up your trash, search your employees at the door.

Sign a slip for Petty Cash, or I’ll show you what for,”

Said Henry Priller, chief of security.

Don’t you write no credit memos for two hundred and one dollars,

Or you’ll find yourself on weekend nights explaining them for hours

To Henry Priller.  He’s checking up on you and me.

He’s officially entitle the department of audit,

There was a paranoia epidemic, and I swear to God he caught it.

He’ll tell you about Los Angeles and employees stealing books

But what he’ll never understand is that I ain’t been hiring crooks.

Oh Henry Priller, Henry Priller, Worf Priller.

So let your fingers do the walking, get three quotes on scissor-gates

While the competition is balking and your airfreight’s running late.

Oh Henry Priller.  Go away, just let me be.

I’ve got this sinking feeling in my heart and in my chest

That we’ll soon be screening drug use and giving lie detector tests

For Henry Priller, chief of security.

Stock relocate that Spider-man, don’t sell those comics there

Send them to Seattle by land or sea or air

Says Henry Priller.  That’s the way it’s got to be.

So you’re sitting in the back room on your fourteenth case of Spawn

Wondering how you’ll sell it before the break of dawn

When Henry Priller comes to audit you and me.

Electronic Male

By John T. Wurzer

I was broken down in Plattsburgh without a dollar in my pants

She was sitting in the diner, willing to take a chance

I was scamming hard for breakfast; she was tugging at her dress

I wasn’t willing to admit it, but my life was still a mess

She looked like a librarian; I’d met when I was twelve

She smelled like an Arabian princess.  That’s how she smelled

She set her small computer between her coffee and my paper

I asked what she was working on, perhaps another junk-bond caper

She said, “I’ve been running fast to keep my ass from landing down in jail

And I’ll let you ride my information super-highway

If you’d only be my electronic male.

How much mail could an e-male mail if an e-male could mail mail?

This computer screen is getting more obscene with the downing of my ale

It’s plain to see that you can’t be free when the world’s in your backyard

It’s a crying shame; nothing stays the same, when the dealer throws a card.

No matter how I try, I can’t deny that privacy’s for sale

At the toll booth on that information super-highway

When you’re forced to be an electronic male.

We moved on to her hotel with its terminals and wires

A place where anyone gets anything that one desires

Provided that your password’s in her system in its place

And that you’re moving from the upper to a slightly lower case

The multiplexor’s lights were like a Christmas tree at night

Her fax machine kept spitting lean reports in black and white

By the time she used her last leased line, I’d almost lost my mind

You see, I’m just a lonesome comic geek, not “mister 2099”.

She said she had a quick proposal at her disposal to unveil

She’d let me ride her information super-highway

If I’d only be her electronic male.

Hung Up In Houston

(To the tune of “Midnight Special”)

Adapted by John T. Wurzer

If you ever go to Houston, you’d better walk right

Better sell a lot of comics, better sleep at night

Or Cindy Sherwin will digest you, and leave you out on the street

And then before you know it, you got no shoes on your feet.

So let the Midnight Special shine it’s light on me

Let the Midnight Special shine it’s ever loving light on me

When you wake up in the morning, you hear the fax machine ring

You head off to the office, and it’s the same damn thing

New accounts all want credit, credit department isn’t hip

You’ve got to try to make a deal here, or your sales will slip

Way out yonder comes John Christian, tell me how do you know

By the color of his checkbook, and the clothes he wore

Paper heroes on his shoulder and order forms in his hand

He says to Bill Neuhaus, “Time to make a stand!”

They say you want to do a truck run, across the great gulf coast

But you’ll never justify it, if you can’t find a host.

But they won’t give you their order, unless you guarantee a truck

And you can’t guarantee a truck run unless the deal is struck.

So if you ever go to Houston, then you’d better be sure

That it’s an answer to a question, and not some gypsy cure

You’ve got to make a commitment, to make anything fly

We can sell Diamond Comics, but we can’t look them in the eye.

To Err Freight is Human

By John T. Wurzer

To err freight is human, but to live is divine

And if I had my druthers, I’d be drinking wine

At a tropical bar just Joanna and me

Instead of calling each other at quarter past three

In the wee hours of morning, there are comics and more

On a truck to Chicago or West Singapore

Ending up on a runway in Des Moines or O’Hare

Praying to God that they take to the air

There’s snow in Chicago, and ice in New York

While I’m eating my Wheaties with a knife and a fork

So I dial 1-800-CARGO-22

And they say I’m not scheduled, but I shouldn’t feel blue

I’ve got cans in Kentucky, and cans in LA

Cans in Chicago, New York, and Bombay

My cans fly around, but they never fly here

While I’d give my life for a cold can of beer

The day turns to evening, my comics are lost

The airlines say, “Trash doesn’t fly well in frost!”

It looks like I’ll sit by this phone through the night

Praying that somehow my books make a flight.

Linda

By John T. Wurzer

You can call me anything that you want to call me

I ain’t offended

You can tell me that tonight begins in the place where last night ended

You can brace yourself for something smooth upon which you can depend

Ah!

But don’t let me start falling in love with you

Or calling you Linda

I don’t want her to surrender

I don’t want to defend her

Just put my heart in a blender

And live with what it will render

Although the answer might be blowing

And everybody says it’s just the wind…ah!

Don’t let me start falling in love with you

Or calling you Linda

You can tell me I was grasping at a straw inside of your drink before it was empty

You can smile with the eyes of an infant child and deny any message that you might have sent me

You can look in the mirror for a face that is clearer than any photograph that you might have pinned up.

But don’t let me start falling in love with you

Or calling you Linda
Passion Fruit

By John T. Wurzer and Catherine Houston

They say some ladies got great melons

Some are the apple of your eye

Some are mixing up their peaches

With the pears inside your pie

You ain't no teddy bear, and you ain't real cute

But when you walk around the house in your birthday suit

Ooooh, baby you're my passion fruit

(Let me squeeze you.)

You're the icing on my cake

You're the jelly in my roll

You're the only doughnut

For this boy's doughnut hole

You ain't no teddy bear, and you ain't real cute

But when you walk around the house in your birthday suit

Ooooh, baby you're my passion fruit

(Let me squeeze you.)

I don't wanna see no sacharrin

Not a trace of nutra-sweet

I gotta have real live sugar

When I'm falling at your feet

You ain't no teddy bear, and you ain't real cute

But when you walk around the house in your birthday suit

Ooooh, baby you're my passion fruit

(Let me squeeze you.)

I'm kinda fond of dessert

But I go straight to the source

So give me your passion fruit

I'll make it my main course

You ain't no teddy bear, and you ain't real cute

But when you walk around the house in your birthday suit

Ooooh, baby you're my passion fruit

(Let me squeeze you.)

You ain't no teddy bear, and you ain't real cute

You ain't no goddess devine with a magic flute

Take dead center aim babe, I'm about to shoot

'Cause when you walk around the house in your birthday suit

Ooooh, baby you're my passion fruit
A Comic Book World

By John T. Wurzer

It's a comic book world when reality grieves you

Sanity traces the lines of your heart, then it leaves you

Suspended by threads spun of friendship and time

I can't say what I'm thinking, cause my thoughts never rhyme

On a cold day in hell by the light of the darkness

You'll find yourself wondering where life's other spark is

Infinity gambles that you won't make a sound

When time breaks the bank on this merry go round

They'll keep you down on the farm, as long as you let them

They'll put a girl on each arm, then say you have to forget them

They'll put a song in your heart, and say you have to keep quiet

Send you the perfect love, and say you have to deny it

I can't give you no money, you see I've already spent it

Can't break the golden rule, you see I've already bent it

If you should follow her smile, I'll be there to guide you

If only just for awhile, when you need me beside you.

The angels are bowling, the devil's in jail

God's on the golf course, the check's in the mail

The dragon is weeping, the princess is blue.

Love is the answer, the question is you.

One of Those Days

By John T. Wurzer

I woke up this morning and the alarm clock exploded

Put a gun to my head, it turned out to be loaded

With my pulse on the trigger, I slipped on some ice

Shot holes in my waterbed and almost drown twice

The phone rang; I answered, in a hung over haze,

It looks like I'm having one of those days

I tried to fix breakfast, set fire to my eggs

I drove to work hungry, weak in the legs

I drove through a stop sign and there in my mirror

Was a state police trooper, his siren rang clear

He put me in handcuffs saying; "Crime never pays"

It looks like I'm having one of those days.

They took me to jail and I was strip searched at nine

By a six-foot policewoman who laughed the whole time

The took me to court, the first time in my life

And there to my horror was my judge, the ex-wife

She gave me ten years to be changing my ways.

It looks like I'm having one of those days.

They put me in prison; I had a roommate named "Meat"

He had an attraction for unblemished feet,

And so I tore off my toenails and I threw them away

When he broke into laughter and said, "I'm not gay!"

So hear in my bunk I lay back and rephrase

It looks like I'm having, one of those days.

Everything's Artificial

By John T. Wurzer

Eat that shit, do that stuff

Everything's artificial

Eat that shit, do that stuff

You never find piece of mind

When the word comes down from the man uptown

And he's about to steal you blind

Eat that shit, do that stuff

Drown yourself in the corporate fluff

Everything's artificial all the time

I talked to a woman but it wasn't the same as talking to you

When you were playing that game, with your insides out and

Your outsides in, while I was locked up in chains with

Original sin. So I packed up my ladder and I shot my guitar,

With a sense of direction in a pickle jar

I was leaning.  Cleaning the cobwebs out of my heart

Bursting.  Thirsting

For a brand new place to start

I couldn't find my way out, I couldn't find my way in

I couldn't find you in the places where our hearts had been

I ought to be singing, but all I ever do is whistle

Everything's artificial

Eat that shit, do that stuff

Everything's artificial

Eat that shit, do that stuff

You never find piece of mind

When the word comes down from the man uptown

And he's about to steal you blind

Eat that shit, do that stuff

Drown yourself in the corporate fluff

Everything's artificial all the time

I got me a job selling valuable toys to impressionable little girls and boys.  Vigilante justice and death on parade.  Stories for those who have never been laid.  Trading cards full of sex, blood, and gore.  I wonder sometimes if should’ve done more.

With the music, I couldn't refuse it when I was younger and full of hope

I'd let the poetry get the best of me.  It was the only way I could cope

Now I'm climbing a ladder without first setting a net

Forgetting a woman that I can never forget

My life was once a novel and now it's just a short epistle

Everything's artificial.

Bastions of Bureaucracy

By John T. Wurzer

Sitting down at the table with my bills

Writing out checks and sipping down my daily pills

There once was a time when freedom rang

The sun came up and the children sang

But now I gotta pay the tax man for my thrills.

Now I'm back in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

Well all that I bought was a car just to drive through the snow

I never thought you had to sign yourself off just to grow

Twenty-one years and they're chaining me down

I've never been one who had his head in the ground

But I'm tied to the TV soap operas and they won't let me go.

Now I'm stuck in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

Twenty-six days of the year have been left underfed

I shouldn't have paid for the water that fills up my bed

Well, I never could see when the lights are off

A cigarette mansion and a wake up cough

Teaching me now that slavery still ain't dead.

And I'm back in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

But a man's gotta eat and so I'll ramble off to the store

Standing in bread lines don't keep a young man from getting poor

Generic wine and a beer with no name

Saving up pennies for a poker game

Well, tell me if I'm crazy but I never asked for more.

Now I'm trapped in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.
You Never Even Helped My Buy My Games
Sloughton and Wurzen

Well, It was all that I could do to keep from hiring

Sometimes those who apply are useless names

But you don’t have to call me, cause I’m firing (you)

You never even helped me buy my games.

You don’t have to call me Chris Bruscas

You don’t have to have to call me Liz the Bitch

You don’t have to call me “Mister Director” anymore

My responsibilities have begun to switch

CHORUS

So I’ll buy those games as long as they will let me

And I’ll ship them in on buses, trucks, and trains

I didn’t do no firing, when I was firing (you)

You never even helped me buy my games.

Well, a friend of mine named Steve Stoughton helped me write this song

And he told me it was the perfect anti-corporate-america country and western song

We cracked open another six pack and he reminded me that it was NOT the perfect anti-corporate-america song

Because it didn’t say anything at all

About interviews,

Or cubicals,

Or e-mail

Or balls in the air

Or getting drunk

So he woke up the very next day

Looking like the all american kid from New York City and wrote another verse to this song.

And he sent it to me. (in an e-mail)

And after reading it, I realized that we had written the perfect anti-corporate-america song

And I felt obliged to put it on the basement tapes and keep it a secret forever

The last verse goes something like this here:

I was drunk the day I interviewed Jim Richmond

Then I had to clean his cube and read his mail

But before I could figure out all the balls that were in the air

He quit; 

And headed back to sales

CHORUS

So I’ll buy those games as long as they will let me

And I’ll ship them in on buses, trucks, and trains

I didn’t do no firing, when I was firing (you)

You never even helped me buy my games.

The World’s Greatest Comic Book Entrepreneur

By John T. Wurzer

Putting time in at the office, it was Wednesday after two,

The phone rang and I answered, “What can I do for you.”

The voice on the other end said, “I want to open up a store.

I want to be my own employer and win my life back once more.”

He said, “Can you show me? Can you show me?  Can you show me?

How to start this tour?

I want everybody to know me as the world’s greatest comic book entrepreneur.”

I talked to him for hours, and sent him a catalog pack,

And an account application, that he promptly faxed right back

He uploaded his first order, and sent me a quick email

With a picture of him standing in front of his store, holding a sign that said, “I just can’t fail!”

He said, “You will know me, you will know me, you will know me

Of that you can be sure

Yes, everybody will know me as the world’s greatest comic book entrepreneur.”

The moments passed to minutes and the years just passed away

He called me up, vexed and perplexed, just the other day

He said, “I’ve got shortages, damages, books I don’t need, and I never would have guessed,

I’d have COD certified terms, so much to learn, and a box lost at UPS.”

He said, “Can you show me, can you show me, can show me 

The fix or the cure”

I said, “I’ll do everything I can, but I’m only a man, I ain’t the worlds greatest comic book entrepreneur.”

He went on to make a fortune; he paid off every debt 

His peers hung on his every word, he had a blog on the internet,

I saw him at the summit; he was dressed up like a middle-aged preppy,

He said, “I’m the world’s greatest comic book entrepreneur.”  I said, “Have you met my boss, Mr. Geppi?”

He said, “You will know me, you will know me, you will know me

Of that you can be sure

Yes, everybody will know me as the world’s greatest comic book entrepreneur.”

