IT'S A COMIC BOOK WORLD

=======================

All Songs Written and Performed by John T. Wurzer

=================================================

In times of obscure passion and decidedly different types of lust; I find that the music is the only place to hide.  It takes time to adjust to life without a significant other, the transition from popular bartender to comic book geek, and so I guess this could be considered a transitional tape.  "Georgie” sits in the corner, rotting.  While the new man on the scene makes plenty of music but can't seem to make any sense of it. If nothing on this tape fits together, then the changing of the guards explains it.  There is a bunch of left-over stuff here. Many of the songs are for Sue, eight years of marriage are hard to forget. Many of the songs are for Paula, eighteen months of being in love are also hard to forget.  Other women are littered in between, Misty, Enrica, Shelly, Sally, and others: Eventually the wheel turns back towards me.  There is little that I seek, little that I expect, little that I envision giving me revelations of conscience.  I must be the person that I profess to be.  I must be the low-life wandering poet.  I think that I gave up being a bartender because I was becoming too socially acceptable.  Everything seems to influence the wrong end of people's souls.  It's OK with me, but I'm not sure what it does to others.  This sojourn into obscurity has lessened me in some people's eyes.  In my eyes it has been a revelation of how others must have felt when I was on top of the world.  Georgie was the name that I gave to my old guitar, I don't think that the new guitar has earned a name yet.  Standing naked on the brink of some new horizon and humming an unbridled tune, I think that’s how I want to be remembered when it's all over.

SONGS FROM INSIDE THE GREAT RUINESS FOGGY NIGHT

SIDE ONE

1.  It's a Comic Book World

For my best friend Steve.  The idea came to me at a bowling alley one night.  The refrain came to me at The Hop as I was watching another folk singer do his thing.  The text is from the heart.

2.  One of Those Days

I wrote this song in a topless bar in August of 1990.  People have just recently started to laugh at it.

3.  Erase My Mind

Not exactly sure how this song came about.  It's a little bit about Paula, a little bit about Misty, and probably more about Suzie than I care to admit.

4.  Let's Do it Again

Something about loving somebody too much to ever have anything substantial with her.  When you give up that much of yourself, there's almost nothing left for anyone to love.

5.  A Thousand Miles Away From My Door

A true story.  One of the most bizarre days of my life.  Most of the time I need to embellish my experiences in order to make a song of them.  The magic was in the air, the ice woman was melted, the master of disguise was naked, something that won't ever happen again.

6.  Fantasy is Stranger than Fiction

Well, it is! (For Teresa)

7.  Return of the Stolen Night

Exclusively for Suzie.  When the night shatters in front of my face and I must admit to myself that there are certain things that I will never be able to forget, that's when I need this song.  Something about a kitchen that was on fire when two people were half naked inside of a Chevrolet in a parking lot from hell.

8.  Inside

This was supposed to be a funny song, but it ended up teaching me something.  No matter how you feel when you're with someone, eventually it becomes impossible to ignore the person that they are inside.

9.  Only One Tear

Reconciliation with my own feelings and the realization of what kind of person that I must be.  Although I have tried, I cannot sacrifice everything that I am just to fit into someone else’s mold.

10. Like Falling In Love

Some things are too painful to repeat.  I guess that's why I abandoned Shelly after I sent her the roses.  Any woman who inspires three songs in two days must certainly be too dangerous to be around.

11. With One Foot In Your Bedroom

When I first wrote this song it was a pretty, romantic, lullaby.  Unfortunately, it has turned into an anthem of recluse.  I have absolutely no urge to let anyone get close to my soul anymore.  I get cold and violent whenever they try.

SIDE TWO, THE SECOND SIDE, NOT SIDE ONE....VERY DIFFERENT.

1.  Taking the Last Bouquet

Inspired by Shelly, a history of my relationship with Paula.  Kind of a twist on "You Don't Bring Me Flowers Anymore."

2.  I do it for You

This one is strictly between my God and myself.

3.  Bessie and Me

A song that was in the works for awhile.  I finished it the night that my kitten (Bessie) died in the middle of the street.  One of the saddest moments that I can remember.

4.  You Make Me Sick

Sometimes anger sets in when I think about lost love.  This is just a humorous way of dealing with it.

5.  Angel on the Dark Side Of the Sun

Something that I wrote on St. Patrick’s Day.  I don't know why, and I'm not sure that I meant it.  I was just lonely. It happens.

6.  Elevator Music

One of the last songs that I wrote before moving out on Suzie.  We seemed to be just going through the motions.  Many sexual innuendos here.  It's a filthy song.

7.  Foggy Night Blues

Most blues songs don't require explaining, neither does this one.
8.  Heaven is Holding On to the One You Love

For Mom and Dad.  Marriage was so much different back in the late fifties.  Joe and Melissa's wedding, Paula, Suzie, and Dad's death combined to make this a song that I'm not sure I'll ever be able to sing honestly.

9.  I Cannot Get Enough

She told her best friend that when I sang to her in the bedroom, she knew I wasn't singing about her.  She was right. She was the wrong woman at the wrong time.  I sincerely wish that things could have been different.

10. No Time to Think About Love

August 1991:  It's hard to recall any time in my life when I made so many bad decisions in one month.  Trying to do the right thing can get so complicated, especially when forces are pulling at your heart from several directions.

A Comic Book World

==================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

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

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.

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 hungover 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 police woman 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.

Erase My Mind

=============

By John T. Wurzer

=================

I've been dreaming about tomorrow since the day that I was born

I've forced laughter when I wanted to mourn

I've read and memorized the holy books

Realized they were written and sold by crooks

And I'm kind of fed up with the world as it is

I'm gonna empty my cup, just like it was his

Gonna leave all this trouble and strife behind

If I met you in a run-down alley with a bottle of gin

would you come on in, and erase my mind

I was born a pauper to a beggar's son

The best years of my life were spent on the run

Trying hard to examine my dreams like a map

At a roadside bar with my drink in my lap

Guess I'm silly and vain to expect something more

Than a walk in the rain with a desperate whore

With my eyes wide open I'm deaf, dumb, and blind

If I met you in a run-down alley with a bottle of gin

would you come on in, and erase my mind

I can't quite hear the night in my brain anymore

Every time I get tight, I just head for the door

Every time I get lost, I just pick up some dirt

Rub it into my face, and then spit on my shirt

Watch the candles of love melt to stories of pain

Watch the whole of humanity run down the drain

Now you're lying there naked, and you say you're my kind

If I met you in a run-down alley with a bottle of gin

would you come on in and erase my mind

If I met you in an uptown theater would you give me a smile

Or in the welfare line with your clothes out of style

If ran you down while you were crossing the street

Would you hire a lawyer, make me beg at your feet

And if you gave our love a half a chance you might find

That If you met me in a run-down alley with a bottle of gin

I would run right in and erase your mind

Let's do it Again

=================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Black cats and laundromats and a quick trip to the store

A shelf full of worn out hats and, clean clothes on the floor.

I can't find no piece of mind but I, got me a piece of you

And now that you're by my side I just don't know what to do

Give me all of your kisses

Just like you did before

Give me nights full of lusty lace, a pillow case,

And a key to your bedroom door

Give me scented laughter

Inside a cozy den

Give me anything but love, Give me anything but blues

And then we'll do it again

Full moons and Dylan tunes and a candle or three

Hard times and useless rhymes, you can get it for free

A cold beer and a tongue in my ear, I never had it so good

When the sky fell it went to hell, I always knew that it would.

So, give me ten thousand dollars, just to pay my way

Give me all that you gave me, when you were trying to save me,

before you took it away

Give me melted passion

Every now and then

Give me anything but love, give me anything but blues

And then we'll do it again

Blank days in a coast cream haze, and I try to forget

I'm not sure, there must be a cure, but I haven't found it yet

I tried hard not to play this card, but the stakes were too high

It's harder to care, than to fold in your chair, and you won't even try.

If that's the way that you want it

Then that's the way that it is

For awhile it was mine, I was feeling fine,

and then it was his

You always held the sword babe

I always held the pen

Give me anything but love, give me anything but blues

And then we'll do it again
A Thousand Miles Away From My Door

==================================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

I was standing in the rain outside your stairway

With a basket full of shoes that you once wore

So, I said to myself, "Self, what are you doing here?"

"Are you asking to be tortured a little more?"

So, I carried boxes, furniture, and clothing

Till my clothes and I were both soaked to the skin

And I asked you for a cold beer and a T-shirt

You said, "Make yourself at home, hey, how've you been?"

I said, "I do alright, I've got ten women every night; and I'm in the process of adding a couple of more.  But you know that I'd be yours if you'd just ask me, but you're a thousand miles away from my door."

Cookies, beer, thunderstorms, and love songs

While your boyfriend comes in walking with a plant

And I'm laying underneath your drawing table

Thinking that I can please you and he can't

And he's trying to apologize for something that he didn't do

While you're turning your back to his face like some kind a monkey in the zoo.

He asks you for his clothes back, and it all sounds so familiar.

And he leaves without a whisper, guess you're happy with him but still you're driving me insane, the way you ask me if I want some more cookies, beer and thunderstorms, a thousand miles away from my door

As if that weren't enough you've got to change into a swimsuit.

And walk me to your hot tub in the rain

I'm standing there mouth-open, half dreaming, and half hoping, when you turn around and ask me to explain

And I'm thinking you look nice, and I'd like to have you twice

Once here, and one time later just for fun

And before I even can, you boyfriend shows up again

And I'm praying that he ain't carrying a gun

After telling him goodbye, you come back and looked me in the eye and tell me that someday I'd find what I'm looking for and that it might even be you, but that's gonna be kind of hard to do when you're a thousand miles away from my door.

Honey what do you expect, have you got something to protect, it seems obvious to me that you aren't sure

Do we really both feel the same, or are you playing some kind of game, a thousand miles away from my door?
Fantasy is Stranger than Fiction

================================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Last Night as I was staring straight at a UFO

It beamed me aboard and I was forced to see you

And though neither on of us had a place to go

You told me to hold on tight and of to outer space we flew

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

And though you and I could never get it right

Fantasy is always stranger than fiction

We warped to the surface of a far-off world

Blood dripping slowly from your eyes

You force me to tell you that I was still in love

I said, "Are you sure I'm still alive?"

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

We went to the apple tree and we took a bite

Fantasy is always stranger than fiction

And out of the east where the morning sun got lost

Came a foggy black spell of revelation

You became me and I became lady frost

You looked like a nightmare of frustration

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

I feel like a goat who's lost his appetite

Fantasy is always stranger than fiction

So how does it feel to be the one you fear

With feelings that still escape detection

Falling to earth just like an angel's tear

Praying for hopeless resurrection

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

Your storybook lies change from black to white

I guess fantasy is always stranger than fiction

Return of the Stolen Night

==========================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

I hear the crickets in the background, and the time gets free and clear

I'm not sure why I'm dreaming, and I'm not sure why you're here, 
but I know that love has gone away

I hear the freight train in the distance, I hear its empty siren squealing 

Another lover is hiding, and there's nothing he's revealing

and I know just why I couldn't stay

The stolen night makes its return

Can't you smell the bridges burn

I hear the hound dog down the street, and he's chasing down my kitten

While my Grandma sends me letters about the sweaters that she's knitting, and the weather, 
And how it turned so cold just yesterday

I burned another cigarette and then I turned into the mirror, the future's getting brighter 
but it never gets no clearer, I'm wearing leather, 
because I got nothing more to say

I got the world around my ankles, I got this city in my throat, 
I ain't got time for new religion, while I'm sinking, I should float, I dry those tears away,

because it's time to make that climb

Up the ladder, up the staircase, trying hard to make a case for not believing in a love song, for not looking at your face, 
or down your throat at what'll never be mine.

In the absence of revival, while I'm washing dirty dishes, with Bob Dylan singing songs about the psychology of fishes, 
I grow cold, and I dwell on yesteryear

And they tell me that it's painful, to be burdened and disdainful, if I had a hand to lend you then you'd wind up with a brainful, 
must be a code, must be some kind of undecided tear.

Oh lord I'm split in two

What about you

Is it harmony that drives you, does the irony revive you, are you sitting in the corners at the same old sleazy dives 
you used to rave about, back when we were young

Are you picking at my pocket, or just staring at some locket, or are you headed straight to mars on some old familiar rocket, 
or do you scream and shout, because we're no longer having fun.

I See Your Insides Mama

=======================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

I see your insides mama and I can't see anything else

I see your insides mama and I can't see anything else

You could style your hair, you could wear perfume,

You could smell like an angel, come into my room

I'd see your insides mama and I can't see anything else

It don't matter how you look mama, that's all right with me

It don't matter how you look mama, that's all right with me

You could put on that dress, you could make up your face

You could drag your body all over the place

I'd see your insides mama and I can't see anything else

I see your outsides mama, every once in awhile, that's fine

I see your outsides mama, every once in awhile, that's fine

You could paint those eyes, you could brush your teeth

You could wax your legs, wear a Christmas wreath

I'd see your insides mama and I can't see anything else

I hear your heartbeat mama, when I'm lying in bed alone

I hear your heartbeat mama, when I'm lying in bed alone

Late at night I hear you call my name

You call it love, but I call it pain

I'd see your insides mama and I can't see anything else

(Rock'n blues in A)

Only One Tear

=============

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Walk away to your own little world

May it bring you the pleasure that fantasy weaves

May it dust you with magic and all that you need

Walk away to your own little world

When the wheel of the night starts to turn

And you're sleeping with someone with fire in his eyes

May you conquer your fears and release what you feel

When the wheel of the night starts to turn

And I in my vagabond T-shirt and jeans

Will be out on the road with a pouch full of beans

Trading them in for a path to the sky

And wiping a tear from my eye

But it's only one tear that I'll cry

When you swim in that pot full of gold

With no love song to guide you, when dreams are fulfilled

May your questions be answered by candles so dim

When you swim in that pot full of gold

When you wake in a selfish refrain

No sense of direction, no time to reflect

May you find in the wind all the love you forsake

When you wake in a selfish refrain

Already Apprehensive (Like falling in love)

====================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

I was wandering through a frozen midnight desert

When I saw you come a smiling through the ice

And although you touched my heart, and I couldn’t feel it

Guess there's somethings that I cannot suffer twice

Like falling in love, like seeing a smile I can't resist

Like living a dream, while my stomach's making a fist

It's only a joke, it's only a cheap off-Broadway play

That went up in smoke, on the night of opening day

In the aftermath of drunken, two-bit laughter

With the lightness of your lips upon my soul

Guess I threw myself to far into believing

Guess there's somethings that turn diamonds into coal

Like falling in love, like seeing a smile I can't resist

Like living a dream, while my stomach's making a fist

It's only a joke, it's only a cheap off-Broadway play

That went up in smoke, on the night of opening day

When the solitude of lifelessness provides me

With a chance to catch my breath and break my stride

I won't miss the times that history's forgotten

I'll miss the things that robbed me of my pride

Like falling in love, like seeing a smile I can't resist

Like living a dream, while my stomach's making a fist

It's only a joke, it's only a cheap off-Broadway play

That went up in smoke, on the night of opening day

With One Foot in Your Bedroom

==========================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Now comes the part that I'll never start

to believe or half understand

The place where the past comes to haunt me at last

The place where the dying dreams land

This is the end of the time I can spend

Cause I fear that I'm causing you pain

And all of the jewels that were given to fools

Are now given to drunks down the lane

REFRAIN:

Can't find no refrain, to inspire or explain

So, take my life's blood, let it wash down the drain

A cold sense of loss. Awe, there’s nothing to gain

Let me go, I can't hold you no more

With one foot in your bedroom, and the other out the door

This is the place where I rub out your face

From the memories that I hold so near

A beast ridden room where the shadows that loom

in the dark cause me anguish and fear

I built it myself, of inadequate health

And I live in it most every day

But once in a while, I'm forced into a smile

Right before I start running away.

This is as far as my feelings will jar

you've gotten as close as the rest

If you knock down this door, I won't love you no more

Because this cell is sacred and blessed

so, excuse my withdrawal, I can't answer your call

I'm accustomed to being untouched

If I let you arrive, so completely alive

I'm afraid that my heart will be crushed
Taking the Last Bouquet

=======================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Fly me of to Paris and I'll sing all night

Lock me in a closet and I'll try to write

Postcards from inside a heart that's wrapped so tight

In incense

Tell me you're a goddess of the third degree

Blend me in your magic at a half past three

Stop just long enough to collect your fee

In silence

While you're taking the last bouquet

Find yourself a dream and then cancel it

Stand up on the mountain when you'd rather sit

Find the perfect lover, who's the perfect fit

And then score

Wake up in the morning with a different view

The angel starts to vanish, when she's through with you

Broken and indifferent nothing left to do

Anymore

While she's taking the last bouquet

Memories of paradise and hidden charms

Wrapped up with a stranger in each other’s arms

From Bourbon Street to Minnesota's family farms

The sky says danger

I thought night was open with a thousand stars

Did I really think I'd find myself in topless bars

Dating naked women, driving foreign cars

And feeling stranger

While she's taking the last bouquet

Hell, ain't that enough for the night to provide

Isn't it obvious I'm on your side

What else could I give that I haven't yet

There's already so much to forget

That night inside a candle when the room was warm

The heaving of your chest while cradled in my arm

The tenderness and suffering in a winter storm

I can almost taste it

The way you let me down, just like a ton of stone

The silence that you sent me became too well known

The way I took you back, aha, I thought you'd grown

But you couldn't fake it

Now you're taking the last bouquet

That summer in the hot tub with your special glow

You were standing in the fountain saying how do I know?

The crosswords on the couch, swaying to and fro

In the morning

The way you tried to leave me for the common good

The way I shook your hand and said I knew you would

Even though I never really understood

With no warning

You were taking the last bouquet

That last attempt at rapture with an evil hiss

The lady wearing red again, it hurt like this

To think we'd come this far and only just one kiss

It kind of grieves me

That morning in your bathrobe with a storm a brewing

You told me not to go to work, just keep do what I'm doing

Should have stayed right there and finished, Should've chewed what I was chewing

Now fate deceives me

And you've taken the last bouquet

Hell, ain't that enough for the night to provide

Isn't it obvious I'm on your side

What else could I give that I haven't yet

There's already so much to forget

I Do it For You

===============

By John T. Wurzer

=================

I spent my whole life, trying to be

The person that everyone said I should be

To think first of love, compassion and trust

To bury my selfishness deep in the dust

And most of the time, it's a hard way to live

I expect something back every time that I give

But once in awhile, my feelings are true

Cause it's easy to do

When I do it for you

Laughter and pain, drift through the day

Nobody dreams anymore anyway

Stars out at night, clouds out at noon

Found me a fork, but I can't find a spoon

and most of the time that's a hard way to eat

The soup and the cereal drip to my feet

But once in awhile, I'm able to chew

Cause it's easy to do

When I do it for you

It's easy to laugh

It's easy to cry

It's easy to look through this tear in my eye

It's easy to love

It's easy to care

It's easy to face things that never seem fair

I've got a will, you've got it to

And it's easy to do

When I do it for you

Bessie and Me

=============

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Night time brings around a secret chill

I was only looking for a secret thrill

You were barking up the same old tree

There ain't nobody there but Bessie and Me

Toxic waste on your mind tonight

Nobody seems to be doing you right

In a world so full of apathy

There ain't nobody here but Bessie and Me

Nobody here but Bessie the cat

You pissed it away, well imagine that

I wasn't offering you sympathy

NO, you'll never get that from Bessie and Me

I loved you once, but it went away

You must be blind you must have gone astray

I've paid the price, you won't collect the fee

There ain't nobody here but Bessie and Me

You're always talking about how you feel so lame

How you're tired of playing the white man's game

Look at yourself, baby you're split in three

And there ain't nobody here but Bessie and me

Nobody here but Bessie the cat

You pissed it away, well imagine that

I wasn't offering you sympathy

NO, you'll never get that from Bessie and Me

Broken hearts are a dime a pair

I always get lost when you're standing there

While I'm begging for love on my better knee

There ain't nobody here but Bessie and Me

I'd like to love you but my heart's on fire

I'll put it out with a funeral choir

What has to be just has to be

There ain't nobody here but Bessie and Me

You Make Me Sick

================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

One time I was a happy healthy man of firm resolve

I'd buy you jewels and necklaces and I'd watch the world revolve

And I'd witness your naked glory as the morning clocks would tick

And it's true that I once loved you honey, but now you make me sick

I've got a fever of a hundred and ten

And I ain't going back again

I can't remember ever feeling so bad

I don't even know what I had

It must be some kind of evil spell

Must be some kind of trick

And it's true that I loved you once, but now you make me sick

We used to laugh at calendars that told us we were old

And we'd chuckle through the ice storms that said the world was growing cold

And we'd warm ourselves with wishes, and maple syrup running thick

And it's true that I once loved you honey, awe but now you make me sick

Now every time the phone rings, I sit there praying that it's not you

Because you're sticking to my insides, mama, like poison soaked in glue

And I can still remember a Christmas night, I caught you sleeping with old Saint Nick.

And it's true that I once loved you honey, but now you make me sick.

Angel on the Dark Side of the Sun

=================================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

So, let's let the night go quiet and be happy with our lot

There is nothing in the future that will have to be forgot-

ten like the painful wistful memories that we toasted long ago

On a frozen windy quiet night through an ice storm down below

When you thought I was the savior and I thought you were the queen

Until suddenly reality just burst upon the scene

Too much I guess to be undressed in fragrance and in fun

And now you're just an angel on the dark side of the sun

As I sit here with my whiskey, playing music in the dark

With a gentle hand that leads the band, I swear I feel a spark

With the anger all forgotten, let the thinking man remain

With his worn-out hats and his dogs and cats left to dry out in the rain.

I could use a lucky leprechaun just to change my point of view

And I could use a girl in a bright green dress, and I'd like it to be you

But it seems that an Irish lullaby can not reach oblivion

Where you sit just like an angel on the dark side of the sun

And I wonder what you do there as you dream of pots of gold

All the riches that you're chasing, all the stories that you've been told

Have you found a decent man yet, in that web of hope that you've spun.

Or are you just and angel on the dark side of the sun?

Elevator Music

==============

By John T. Wurzer

=================

If you and I were young again, and time was free and clear

I might be on a different road.  So many miles from here

Tomorrows come and go so fast.  It's hard to see the light

It's hard to find the message, or the reason for the fight

Inside some strange museum, I've been traipsing for awhile

Upon the wall, in black and white, a picture of my smile

An artifact from yesterdays that came and went too soon

I'd like to sing that song again, but I can't find the tune

Can't sing tonight

I got no song

The words seem trite

But you sing along

Instead of making symphonies of melodies and rhyme

It seems we're making elevator music

Just to pass the time

Softly as my world escapes into another beer

I see the tears upon your face, they seem to be sincere

But all that every leaks from me, is anger, pride, and pain

I'm a wreaking yard of useless dreams, but still I can't explain

You took me into paradise a couple times or more

I tore my chest wide open and asked you to explore

A tender heart that you possessed is now possessed by fear

I'm sorry that I feel this way, I'm sorry but it's clear

Can't sing tonight

I got no song

The words seem trite

But you sing along

Instead of making symphonies of melodies and rhyme

It seems we're making elevator music

Just to pass the time

Foggy Night Blues

=================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Can't find Suzie, can’t find Marie

Can't find the Walker who was talking to me

I can't find the blue girl, she's such a beautiful sight

Now I can't find nothing, It's a foggy night

Can't find Alice, can’t find Louise,

Every time I get lonely, I just fall down to my knees

And I thank the lord for getting you out of my sight

Now I can't find nothing, It's a foggy night

Walk down main street, walk up vine

Last time I saw you, I thought you were mine

But then you went away like a shooting star drifting out of my sight

Now I can't find nothing, It's a foggy night

Heard you once girl, you told me you were in love

You told me it was me, you told me I'd be held above

Every other man, every time you thought you might

But now you can't find nothing it's a foggy night

Old friends come by, they stop for awhile

They drink a case of beer and then they give me a smile

And then they leave, I go to bed, honey I shut off the light

Now I can't find nothing, It's a foggy night

Don't want your smile, honey, don't want your lips

Don't want those burning eyes, don't want to attach myself to

your hips.

I don't want you around, I've got everything that I need and I'm alright.

Besides even if I did, I couldn't find you, cause it's a foggy night.

Heaven is Holding on to the One You Love

========================================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Wake in the morning, feel so weary

Life so simple seems so dreary

Try to give the man the profit

he wolfs it down, and he coughs it up

Heaven is holding on to the one you love

Try to make the wedding service

One family says the other don't deserve us

Why the bridegroom, not the groom’s bride

Seems unbalanced toward the wife's side
Heaven is holding on to the one you love

I'm throwing rice, I'm throwing birdseed

Watch the happy couple now bleed

See them in their limousine
Smoking fish and gasoline

Heaven is holding on to the one you love

Hit the road toward their reception

A party full of sly deception

Introduced to all the family

Couldn't find an ounce of mercy

Heaven is holding on to the one you love

Tried to ask the preacher who he prayed to

Found he had no answer, when he slayed you

You were lying there, my father, dead and bloody

he says, "All men must know that Jesus is our buddy"

Heaven is holding on to the one you love

Met a woman in the barroom

She opened up my dusty tomb

She said "You've got to find your feeling"

I told her I'd spent the last eight years kneeling

Heaven is holding on to the one you love

Mama I can't stop the freight train

From rolling through the driving rain

God the father, God the spirit,

Listen close and you can hear it.

Heaven is holding on to the one you love

Heaven is holding on to the one you love until the break of the

dawn.  Just wrap your arms around him you can hold him forever.

Nobody in this world can make you feel better.

Heaven is holding on to the one you love

I Cannot Get Enough

===================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Misty

As your laughter fades and my world is in silence

Swearing that you've never liked hurt, pain, or violence

Searching through the rivers in my heart

Touching all the places where I always fall apart

Misty

Like the memories of love

Take me where you want to go, I can not get enough

Misty

Like a clouded vision lost inside the incense

Like the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, tossed in jumbled absence

Part of me is talking to your eyes

Breaking down the walls around a place I recognize

Misty

Like the dreams I'm thinking of

Take me where you want to go, I can not get enough

No Time To Think About Love

===========================

By John T. Wurzer

=================

Tired

the world seeps through my door

passion hides the key

almost on the floor

too dark for me to see

the echoes from the tomb

the funeral march that hides

the infant from the womb

STOP THERE

DON'T CARE

No time to think about love

Cold

The feelings that were fire

A lifeless broken art

A slave to half desire

that somehow fell apart

A broken Christmas dream

A lifetime full of moss

The wrong side of the rock

STOP THERE

DON'T CARE

No time to think about love

Lost

The will to make things new

The bright spot in the storm

The bond that never grew

The times when I felt warm

The master of disguise

Is naked and aloof

About to speak the truth

STOP THERE

DON'T CARE

No time to think about love

