ARTIFICIAL SWEETENER

--------------------

A TAPE BY SOMEONE CLOSE TO MY SOUL

----------------------------------

In a long ago forgotten place,

By the side of the road,

With the window looking from the outside in

A young boy stood selling lemonade.....

......5 cents a glass.....

He ended up with twenty dollars in his pocket and returned home

to mother....

Mom asked for ten bucks for the lemonade mix...five bucks for the

ice...three dollars for use of the front lawn...a dollar for the

water bill...fifty cents for rent on the table that stood out in

the yard...a quarter for use of the cooler...a dime for the

sandwich that she brought him at three-fifteen when he was

hungry...a nickel for love that she had given him all of his

life...three pennies for the hell that he had put her

through...and two cents; just to put her two cents in....

.....He looked at himself in the mirror and bought himself a

glass of lemonade.

On the next day....

He went without the sandwich....

Made himself a dime....

The next day he went without the love and the sandwich...

Made himself fifteen cents...

The next day he went to a lawyer with his twenty cents...

And started a corporation...

The corporation bought out his mother, turned the lemonade stand

into a "Stop, eat, and Go", appointed him CEO, and whispered

silently about what hell it might be if one man was held

responsible for it's actions.
In the end...everything is artificial...you do whatcha gotta do,

and everyone else does what they gotta do to you.  Love is a

painting upon a wall that can not be touched.  Happiness is an

illusion of self indulgent fantasies.  Poetry is the worst way of

hiding.  Dreams are only moments in the night when you fool

yourself into thinking that nightmares don't come true.  On

occasion you meet someone and think you've made a connection with

them.  Most of the time it turns out to be the fulfillment of

some kind of unsatisfied lust...that you didn't want to

admit...that was all in your head anyway.  Jordan, Brooke, Carey,

it really doesn't matter what her name might be...she thinks I

sound like the Chimpmunks anyway...Can't blame it on the master,

the muse, or the wasted poet.  You can only blame it on the wind

and the corporation.  The corporation is making about twenty

million dollars a year now and you can't find a decent glass of

lemonade anywhere.  Kinda sucks if you think about it.

So mostly I don't

                         Finest of reguards

                              With all the love I have to give

                                        John
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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 leanin

cleaning

the cobwebs outta my heart

burstin

thirstin

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 I

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.
Ain't Love Grand

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

Step out of your dream

Of peaches and cream

Step into a time warped sense of danger

I haven't the time

To spin you a rhyme

The wedding bells chimes keep sounding stranger

I want to know:

Why does the poet give up the girl

Just when she's come back to stay

Just when everything's OK?

Why do black mollies gobble their young

Just after they've given life

That happened to you and I

Well, ain't love grand.

The morning is bent

The money is spent

The wheels of a fantasy are rusting

With you on my chest

Who else would've guessed

We'd both fail a test that measured trusting

I want to know:

Why does the poet give up the girl

Just when she's come back to stay

Just when everything's OK?

Why do black mollies gobble their young

Just after they've given life

That happened to you and I

Well, ain't love grand.

Another refrain

I'll never explain

A walk in the rain on Sunday evening

The dirt on your smile

When love was on trial

It isn't my style but still I'm leaving.

I want to know:

Why does the poet give up the girl

Just when she's come back to stay

Just when everything's OK?

Why do black mollies gobble their young

Just after they've given life

That happened to you and I

Well, ain't love grand.
I Want to Hear it From Your Heart

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

I can't believe I saw you

Running drinks at the grand illusion

Honey, can I call you

Are you ready for some mass confusion

Have you been riding on that midnight train

Playing solitaire with you brain

I want to hear it from your heart.

Take me back into a heatwave

When the lawyers were all in deposition

I guess it was a quick save

When I held the lonely safe position

Are you a love song caught in the rain?

Another lost girl going insane

I wanna hear it from your heart

Are you in chains now

With the cash box drowning out your sorrows

Is ther any pain now?

When you think about the lost tomorrows

You're rubbing me against the grain

It's impossible to remain

I wanna hear it from your heart

So you talk about a new world

Where we've got a sense of lost ambition

It might not be a cool world

But it's probably an act of contrition

I'm just a love song caught in the rain

Another poor boy going insane

I wanna hear it from your heart

You're just a love song caught in the rain

Another poor girl losing her brain

I want to hear it from your heart.
Tess

====

By John T. Wurzer

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

Inside a smokey poolroom

In the corner of the floor

A woman glows, and no one knows

The lives she's lived before

Across that hazy barroom

A ring around her smile

I looked that way just yesterday

And found I'm still on trial

With the shadows of a moment

Still emblazened on my soul

I've got a road to travel

I've got some dice to roll

The sky outside is clouded

By the foggy mist of time

Impossible to see through

Impossible to rhyme

The air inside is stagnant

Until I see your face

A springtime breeze that shatters

Every painful spiteful trace

And all at once I think there's hope

I think I realize

There's love on the horizon

And understanding in your eyes

Inside a smokey poolroom

In the corner of the floor

I see your glow and no one knows

The lives she's lived before

Without a flash of excellence

Without a point of view

But it's only me who's dreaming here

And obviously not you
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

Canceled the Prayer at the Altar

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

Canceled the prayer at the altar

Altered the poem at the start

Started to end where I finished

And Finished the smile with a chart

Charted the stars by a love song

And sang to myself in the dark

Canceled the prayer at the altar

And altered the poem in the park

Darker than yesterday's prison

A Prisoner free on the street

The street echos blues on a good day

The day echos, "Who did you meet?"

Meat on a barbeque Sunday

Sunday I lie at your feet

Canceled the prayer at the altar

And altered the poem from my seat

Feet slowed by mud and indifference

Indifferent with each passing glance

Glancing at shoes on the sidewalk

Sidewalking through empty romance

Romancing the west end of danger

And dangerously close to a dance

I canceled the prayer at the altar

And altered the poem at first chance

Dancing through rivers of moonlight

Moonlight just rides on the line

Lining them up on a fence post

And posting the theings that aren't fine

Fining the sinners for laughing

Laughing at tears in the wine

Canceled the prayer at the altar

And altered the poem by design
God Is Taking the Day Off

By John T. Wurzer

Michael was tossed in the alley

By a couple of desperate thieves

His life thrown away like the garbage

Or a bag full of dried up dead leaves

With a knife wound inside of his belly

He gurgles and barely can cough

He'd have never been there

It doesn't seem fair

That God was taking the day off

Debbie got caught in a hurricane

Lost everything that she owned

Her life blown away, three years worth of pay

You'd have thought that fate might have phoned

She lives in a tent in New Orleans

Just trying to add up the cost

She wasn't aware

And it doesn't seem fair

That God was taking the day off

Yes, he really should've given us some notice or set up a contingency plan

Now the Devil is wild in the alley, and you can't count on the nature of man

While half of the world is still starving, half of the world is at war

And it pisses me off, with his son on the cross,

That God, don't care anymore

Enricca just cries in her bedroom

Soaking the pillow with tears

Father came home drunker tonight

Than anyone's seen him in years

He led her along that same heart-broken road

That she'd known when she was tender and soft

She wipes her eyes with her hair

It doesn't seem fair

That God is taking the day off.
Gone Too Soon (Scenes from inside a night with the lovely Jordan)

By John T. Wurzer

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

While a candel flickers in another room

She turns the lights down low

And he's gone too soon

With her warm breath drying on his crooked spine

He walks away too slow

Cause it's closing time

And all of the dreams that once were dancing into her smile

They're washing down stream with what was once coincident style

And the mem'ry fades, as he draws the shades

And he can smell perfume, but she's gone too soon

Another love song drifts into his empty bed

While she's back at home

With a tired head

And while he's wondering why the night just creeps

She says hello

To the man she keeps

And all of the dreams that once were dancing into her smile

They're washing down stream with what was once coincident style

And the mem'ry fades, as he draws the shades

And he can smell perfume, but she's gone too soon

And when the morning hits him like a kettle drum

She awakes from sleep

And she bites her thumb

He's got a cup of coffee and the morning light

She's got a new born poem

That he had to write

She reads it twice, and wonders what it's for

Walks across the room

And hides it in her drawer

The telephone rings and starts his daily grind

But he can still survive

Because she's on his mind

And all of the dreams that once were dancing into her smile

They're washing down stream with what was once coincident style

And the mem'ry fades, as he draws the shades

And he can smell perfume, but she's gone too soon

Three's Five's and Seven's

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

Three times down that same old road and you just can't find the curb

Headlights wind around your eyes like lipstick on your nerves

Facing bacwards at the wheel; ice storm through your chest

Radio plays much too slow; whoever would have guessed

That I'd be hellbent on the highway with a shoestring on my kite

And the lover who will take me down is gonna be alright

Five times at the wall I tried explosives, blues, and you

Headed home without you, baby, sniffing Elmer's glue

Saw those same old bricks, today, piled up inside a hole

Drying seeds and dying weeds where time will take it's toll

Behaving like a fortune teller with no idea

What's gonna happen tomorrow night

And the lover who will take me down is gonna be alright

Seven sounds of solitude come driving through my nails

While I'm staring at the blood upon my thumb, it never fails

The firey dance of destiny has burned a hole in time

And all I saw were dreams that crawl through hearts that charge a dime

Same old road, lipstick, ice, and taking one more bite

And the lover who will take me down is gonna be alright

I Don't Think of You

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

Lost myself in Pittsburgh, wound up in New Orleans

Can't Describe the feeling, it's not the way it seems

With Debra on my mind tonight, and Chelsea in my heart

It's hard to find a reason for the memories to start

While once proud independent men start clinging to their roots

I find a place to ponder in and make up three-piece suits

From angels up in paradise to fortunes in the sand

The leader of the leader leaves this town to join a band.

It broke me of the habit of aimlessness and dreams

The senselessness of love and fate, the mixed up inbetweens

The fashion of immaculate women with a bite

The way you came and went before you finally said goodnight

Impressions of lost solitude and absent states of mind

The rules have all been broke, so let's leave it all behind

Perhaps there's never never land, perhaps there's nothing new

The only thing that changes here is that I don't think of you.

I Swear that I Love her...Half of the Time

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

Little Miss Arkansas comes drifting down the road

You look in her eyes and you might see mine

She might have a card to draw from a window laced in gold

She might have a song about wasted time

Half of my days are spent in silent thought

Half of my nights are filled with wine

Most of my songs are just forget me nots

I swear that I love her half of the time.

You might even chance to meet the inside of her ears

She'll listen and talk with a scented rhyme

She'll never convict you with a jury of your peers

She'll ask if you're sure you've committed a crime

And late in the evening with a candle at your heels

When you're calling ridiculous sublime

You might hear the echo of her voice like baby seals

I swear that I love her half of the time.

They'd call you snake if you had visions like I do

You'd burn at the stake or end up locked in a traitor's zoo

They'd tell you your better half is lost in double dealing

And half of the time you're better off with half of the feeling.

Generic State of Mind

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

Take me on a journey through the caverns of the deepsest darkest places of your mind.

Explain to me the damp and hollow whisper of the midnight that helps you to keep from going blind

Then toss me in a vat of boiling herbs and spicey fantasies that wind

Us into what we might achieve if we leave the sane and proper world behind.

You see, I'm tired of living life outside the edges, baby 

Trapped in this generic state of mind

Save me just a smile for Sunday morning when the sun is up and children are asleep

When the eve of all the devils has burned away to grayish ashes and a light electric moment starts to creep

And touch me in the white familiar places where another's touch lit firey thoughts so blind

Then tell me all about the drifitng memories and photographs that never quite got signed

You see, I'm tired of waking up without your kisses, baby, 

Trapped in this generic state of mind

I'll fill your heart with poetry and music, and your eyes with visions framed in paradise

I'll wet your lips with sweet imaginary syrups of temptation; and melt a soul that once was made of ice.

And when the day has turned away to another restless windswept November night

You'll never have to shake me and remind...me

That until the holy night that I first met you, baby, 

I was trapped in this generic state of mind.

Diddle De Dum, Diddle Di Dum, Diddle Dear

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

I remember all the old times like a cellar full of red wines like a closet full of things that bring you cheer

And the animal inside me doesn't heal me doesn't hide me from the person that I keep seeing in my mirror.

When the endless everafter starts to roll to drunken laughter and you're stranded on the rafters pouring beer.

Diddle de dum Diddle Di dum Diddle Dear

In the shadow of indifference should I shed this coat of incense?  Should I come to you just smelling like a dog?

While the lazy twilight gambler seems to have me in his camera  You're a toothless wheel and I'm a homeless cog

In the silence of the looney battered smiles of the gloomy, young waitresses are grinning ear to ear

Diddle de dum diddle di dum diddle dear

Where's it ending?  Where's it starting?  Are there patterns here worth charting?  Is this broken heart still smarting from here touch?

So what's the point in all this gaming? Is there anything worth naming?  Instead of planning disappointment why don't we touch?

Instead of looking for excuses, and wondering what the use is, why don't you sooth this aching treasure chest of fear.

Diddle de dum Diddle Di dum Diddle Dear

Diddle do she kept me chasing.  Diddle dex you kept erasing.

Diddle dee dum diddle di dum diddle dirt

As I stood there by the waiter, swearing to God that I'd tip her later, you was stuffing dollar bills inside he shirt.

Diddle diddle, Diddle dattle, and then something starts to rattle

Like the footsteps of the cattle drawing near.

Diddle de dum diddle di dum diddle dear

Show Me How

===========

By John T. Wurzer

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

It's a young artist's masterpiece, that grows silly with age

It's a poem you read, when they said the dead men are turning the page

It's the call of splitting cell, inside a half-frozen dream

Sometimes it gets hard to tell, if I mean what I mean

I want you to show up at my door at 3 A.M. with a bottle of rum and a dripping pen, full of blood and water straight from the vine, where we both were born in another time, by the edge of a lake on a holy beach, with two naked hearts that still could reach, from the place where they're are to a place they'd been, I want you to show me how to love again...I want you to show me how to love again.

I can't take the hypocrisy, when I look in the mirror

No such thing as democracy, in this circle of fear

And there's no map to paradise, in the icicle night

Let me just catch a glimpse of you, and I'd be feeling alright.

It's getting harder to look at you, without looking at me

After everything you've been through, I'd be climbing a tree

If it weren't for the asphalt tears, that keep me chained to the street

I'd be throwing away these fears, and falling straight at your feet.

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 shot to the surface of an alternate world

There was blood dripping slowly from your eyes

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

I said, "Yes, but take my pulse, am I still alive?"

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

I 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 Billy 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

With no reasonable hope for resurrection.

I've got a love song in my mind tonight

You've got a curious addiction

Your storybook lines always look more black than white

I guess fantasy is always stranger than what will never be,

It's always stranger than the thought of you with me,

Is stranger than fiction.

Coma-toes

=========

By John T. Wurzer

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

I met a woman with soft yellow hair

She had fire in her throat and plenty to spare

Whenever she laughed it was poems and prose

But when I go her in bed, she had coma-toes

Yeah, her feet were like icicles rubbing my shins

I asked her, "Is this where it ends and begins?"

She smiled as her ankles turned blue and then froze

And slowly confessed, that she had coma-toes

She painted her fingers in red, white, and blue

She frosted her hair until everyone knew

She colored her eyelids until passion arose

But by the warmth of her fire, she had coma-toes

Yeah, her feet were like icicles rubbing my thigh

As opposed to the fire I could see in her eye

Tossed toward the ceiling, with the windows all closed

Frozen feet in my bedroom; she had coma-toes

When virtue and emptiness passed to the past

I asked her if love was a thing that could last

But because of her longings and yearnings for snows

She ran to the winter, and became coma-toes

Yeah, her feet were like icicles rubbing by back

I asked her if that's how the chips had to stack

"Let 'em fall where they may!"  She said, "Anything goes"

You'd better turn up the heat, my feet have got coma-toes

From the top of her head to the ball of her heel

She tried not to wander, yeah, she tried not to feel

As the wind dies for kites, and on the golf course it blows

In just the same way, she became coma-toes

Yeah, her feet were like icicles rubbing my _ _ _ _

I asked her, "What's wrong? Am I making you sick?"

She tossed back her hair and wailed, "Nobody knows,

What it's like to be riding a bike when you've got coma-toes

Yeah, her feet were like icicles rubbing my _ _ _ _

I asked her, If I get too close will I stick?"

She laugh like farm girl when the first rooster crows

And said, "Use your head, you're in bed with coma-toes."

Yeah, her feet were like icicles, rubbing by shins

My thighs, and my back, with original sins

And down to the place where the volcano explodes

Interrupting eruptions, corrupted by coma-toes.
Brief Candle

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

By John T. Wurzer

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

Brought himself into the parlor

Where Lucy and Vivian played

Two-handed bridge for tequila

Shots and a chance to get laid

Burned out another brief candle.  The story is now at an end.

You always grow tired of your lover.  You never get bored with a friend.

The widows were sucking a lime slice

The poet got lost in his pants

The parlor was green-yellow hazy

With teardrops of mopped up romance

Burned out another brief candle.  The story is now at an end.

You always grow tired of your lover.  You never get bored with a friend.

When suddenly out by the window

The sky muttered blackness and fear

The room filled with red indecision

While somebody whispered, "I hear."

Burned out another brief candle.  The story is now at an end.

You always grow tired of your lover.  You never get bored with a friend.

Lucy went running for shelter

While Vivian stared through the floor

The poet got lost in a love song

And silence came asking for more

Burned out another brief candle.  The story is now at an end.

You always grow tired of your lover.  You never get bored with a friend.

Brought himself out of the parlor

And rested a hand on his eyes

This time the moment was stolen

Next time, he'll wear a disguise

Burned out another brief candle.  The story is now at an end.

You always grow tired of your lover.  You never get bored with a friend.
