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In The Rain

Pass Me The Newsweek
Written By John T. Wurzer
Dear Andrew, Dear Andrew, I've been meaning to call

You see the wife and the kids got me down

And I'd like to be here but I'm nowhere at all

There's no place for me left in this town

REFRAIN

I remember the springtime in yellow

In the sun, on the walls, in our beer

I remember the greens, browns, the golds in-between rounds

Won't you pass me the Newsweek, you know my letters aren't clear
Now life in the country is a city man's job

You can't win, when you win, you were wrong

And I've been sitting in tin foil with apples that bob

But the wine don't fit into this song

REFRAIN

Now there's a beach by my bedside but the DJs don't know

That I'm playing my own songs tonight

And there's a drowning young sailor in the indigo snow

Who's been painted, but won't ever turn white

REFRAIN

Can a grass blade stop sidewalks that move without eyes

Can a question be answered with, "On"

I'll see you sometime and leave home my disguise

With love and sincerely yours, "John"

By the way have you heard that she's left me

A good girl but never the best

And now I'm left here with heartaches and roses that the sun

bakes

Won't you pass me the Newsweek, I've got names for the rest

Dear Andrew, Dear Andrew, I've been meaning to call

You see the wife and the kids got me down

Highway to the Sun

Written By John T. Wurzer

There was a time

For Rocky Mountain ways

The faces would rhyme

With the colors of the days

And even the earthworms were having fun

Thinking they were the only ones

But if you're looking for a highway to the sun

Take my hand and we'll both be on the run

Pages that turn get locked into the past

Teaching to learn, got nailed upon the mast

"The eyes of a feline", said the priest to the nun

Entranced as the slip-knot came undone

But if you're looking for a highway to the sun

Take my hand and we'll both be on the run

Finding it hard, believing I gave myself

I drew up a card, put my dreams back on the shelf

And now that I'm looking for a worn-out pun

A smile in the evening is only fun

But if you're looking for a highway to the sun

Take my hand and we'll both be on the run

Pass Me the Bottle

Written By John T. Wurzer
Come on step up to the bar son

Take this torn leather stool

Hand me your apron

And I won't be your fool

Take a sip from Jack Daniels

Don't worry, this one's on me

And if you've got time to listen

Then you've got time to see

REFRAIN:

So won't you pass me the bottle

Cause I could drink it down fast

And this won't be my first one

But son it won't be my last

Cause I can drink with the young folks

And, hell, I'm one of the old

And I could tell you a story

You ain't never been told

When I was a young man

I invested in pain

Made me vaults full of garbage

Dyed with chlorophyll stain

And I found me a woman

And we planted a tree

But the soap opera drugstores

Sell that willow for free

REFRAIN

Well the years went by slowly

And that tree never grew

It died in the front yard

But the backyard died too

And she up and she left me

'Bout two hours ago

While that chlorophyll garbage

Sits and melts in the snow

REFRAIN

Say What!

Written By John T. Wurzer
Last Thursday as I was sitting in my living room

Watching the man on the TV news

He said son you're going off to fight for your country

Pack away your sorrows and pack away your blues

And he sat there at a big oak desk and he gave me all sorts of reasons to go

He said, "Nobody knocks on the gambler's door,

unless they don't already know."

REFRAIN:

I say what?

I can't here a word you say

And I ain't gonna make it any other way but being me

And being free

I say what?

Well, I was walking down main street late last night

When a man come up to me with a bunch of flowers

He said "Buy one, son, and you'll find Jesus.

You can pay by the day or pay by the hour."

And he told me that the lord would fill my spirit and that I'd be sure of salvation again

He said, "Nobody knocks on the gambler's door

Unless they're sure that they can win."

REFRAIN

Now people are buying up bunches of flowers

To lay on the graves of their soldier boys

And they're telling the children he died for his country

He died for his pride and he died for his joy

But when Jesus gets tired of sitting on gravestones he's gonna come back to the world again

He'll say, "Now you've knocked on the gambler's door

Did you really think that you could win?"

And they'll say what?!

We didn't hear a word you said

And we were sleeping in somebody else's bed just being us

So what's the fuss

He'll say what?

He'll say now you've knocked on the gambler's door

And I believe it's time you paid.
St. Peter's Cathedral

Written By John T. Wurzer
Now the halls of the dorm are all empty

No rifles, no patriot's stands

And the walls seem to cry, "No this can't be!

The work of intelligent hands

Intelligent hands."

REFRAIN:

And the river flows softly

Through the forest where it used to run

And my loved one lies waiting

For a house in the empire sun

A house in the empire sun

Now the streets of the cities are silent

No paupers, no patrons, no thieves

And the newspapers ask where they all went

Is there nobody left who believes

Nobody left who believes

REFRAIN

Now the freight trains at the depot don't whistle

They can't show me where I have to go

So I cling in the cold to a thistle

While my blood drops melt stains in the snow

Stains in the snow

REFRAIN

Now the halls of the dorm are all quiet

Not a soul lets his foot touch the floor

While the walls seem to shout and deny it

Saint Peter's cathedral no more!

No more!

REFRAIN
Running Out of Time

Written By John T. Wurzer
I was riding my car down a lonesome road, when the lights flashed up and I was told to pull that car off to the side of the line.

Well, my head got dizzy and my head got light.  I was out with my girl.  It was Saturday night and we were ten minutes late for the picture show at nine.

REFRAIN:

I was running out of time

Drinking my wine

Looking for love and affection, losing my place in line

Running out of time

The officer came up and said, "How are you?"  I said, "Sir, I'm fine, but what did I do?"  He said, "I caught you going fifty in a forty-nine."

I said, "Officer please, I'm with a date, and we're going to the movies, and we're already late, so if you'd take her then we could call it straight and fine.

REFRAIN

Well I got to the movies and the show was through.  I was out in the city with nothing to do when a man came up and said, "Sir, ten for a dime."

So I gave him the ten and he gave me a bag.  I rolled me a joint and I went on the rag with my eyes looking like an American Flag design. (Red, White, and Blue)

REFRAIN

I was feeling kinda hungry and biting my nails, so I hopped on a boat with aluminum sails.  I ordered a drink, but the waitress brought me a lime.

I asked her what that lime was for, and she said I could suck it as she locked the door, then took out a whip and screamed like a whore, "You're mine!"

REFRAIN

I'm walking that lonesome road, always doing what I am told

You never get back what you're owed, they leave you with one thin dime

Running out of time I got no shirt on my back.  You see, I gave it to a man named Jack

He said it would prevent a heart attack and then he sold me a diamond mine

Running out of time

Now I'm running out of words to this here song and the crowd is leaving because it's too damn long, well, I guess they've heard the line

So I'll end it now before they leave, before they leave, before they grieve about a guitar player who ran out of time.

Peanut Butter Heartaches

Written By John T. Wurzer
I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

I'll pour another shot of whiskey, hope they dissolve and move down south

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

I was jogging in the bathroom just trying to wash my hair

I opened up the shampoo, found those peanut butter heartaches there

And my girl she done left me, she don't want me around anywhere

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

I'll pour another shot of whiskey, hope they dissolve and move down south

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

Lord I'm sitting out and it's a Friday afternoon

When up comes a lady, she's gonna sing me an old time tune

But she walks right by me hits the next man pretty soon

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

I'll pour another shot of whiskey, hope they dissolve and move down south

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

(And any other words you happen to think up)

Back to the Shack Jack

Written By John T. Wurzer
Well, I got me a job and my friends say I'm doing fine

Well, I got me a song and I'm gonna make it rhyme

Well, I got me a house in the city

And one little lady who's oh so pretty

Take me back to the shack Jack, I'm gonna make her mine.

Well, I got me a family and both of my kids are nine

And I was born from a bottle of elderberry wine

But I got me a stovepipe kitchen

So I can see everything I'm missing

Take me back to the shack Jack, I'm gonna make her mine.

Back to the shack Jack where the walls all dine

On chicken pastries and balls of twine

Back to the shack Jack where I'm gonna make her mine

Well, I got me a job and my friends say I'm doing fine

Well, I got me a song and I'm gonna make it rhyme

Well, I got me an old guitar

With nobody left to tell me I'm a star

Take me back to the shack Jack where I'm gonna make her mine.

Too Many Days On the Rag

Written By John T. Wurzer

The littered face of a gambler

Scarred with blood from a night at the war

A toast to the host and the holy ghost

Free jellybeans at the store

Well, they told him that he was snowed in

But he strutted right out that door

And now he's too tired to save us anymore.

REFRAIN:

Too long in the hot sun

Too many days on the rag

Too many people dying while they're raising up their flag

Give me the world in a bottle and I'll give you my heart in a bag

Lying there sunburned from too many days on the rag.

I've seen canals on my grandpa's forehead

And streams 'neath my grandma's eyes

And they flow real slow into a river of woe

Bouncing gray clouds from the skies

But then it all turns blue and they're looking for you

You spend your hours swatting flies

Watching the pumpkins eating up Jack o Lantern pies.

REFRAIN

Now, Baby Ben's in the attic

With hands that got no place to go

And a trace on his face that just strains to keep pace

While the toasters watch the breadlines grow

Then the circuit popped and the window dropped

Just to keep out all the August snow

Hell don't ask me, it all went by so slow.

REFRAIN

Lemonade Evening

Written By John T. Wurzer

There's a keg of beer on my window pane

And the pain is in the back of my heel

To heal myself, there'd be a highway driver's elf

And he'd carry me back to a lemonade evening deal

Five cards, three cards, I can't find the deck

Now I'm decked in purple and drab army green

I bet and I prayed, that I'd win back every cent that I made

But the next card dealt was the lemonade evening queen

Now every Marborol gives me the latest news

My socks are fine but I'm bleeding down in my shoes

And when the time is right

We'll call it a terrible rainy night

And fall into the manger with the lemonade evening blues

Hand me your right guard and I'll lead with my left

You go left on seventh until you've nothing to spend

And then you give it to me cause I'll save it

And fix it for dinner because my guests all crave it

And they'll never see this lemonade evening end

Monotoly

Written By John T. Wurzer

Well, he dragged himself in on a clear Thursday night

And he took out a Marborol, so I gave him a light

He shook my hand, gave his name, and he told me a joke

As the barroom proceeded to fill with his smoke

Well, he slipped me a bill and so I played him his song

There were tears on his face as he muttered along

Every line, every verse, from the end to the start

Like a frustrated actor who had now found his part

For sixty years he had played your juvenile game

Through a marriage, three children and a job for his name

And as he strived to be someone he once had admired

His wife finally died on the day he retired

And now he sits in his place at the end of the bar

Drinks the high life while the good life seems lost and so far

He sent three kids through college, as a working man should

But where the hell are they now, it didn't do any good

He owned the Boardwalk and a house and he was just passing go

He rolled a seven, moved his spaces, and drew a card that said,

"No!"

You must pay for repairs lest you forfeit you wife

Leave that cowhide in your Levi's and pay with your life

And now he's slumped over the bar and he soon will be jailed

With no free pass to freedom, you'll say that he's failed

But your game board and dice are the products of fools

It seemed at last he had won, and then you changed all the rules.

Sex, Drugs, and Crossword Puzzles

Written By John T. Wurzer

Welcome to the yellow room, we're glad you came around

Find a verb for silent gloom and play it up and down

We'll ask the questions, son, you make the sounds

You can leave her just a puddle on the ground

REFRAIN:

Cross words spoken and left behind

Clues to the secrets of her mind

An ancient pseudonym for a blue eyed circus clown

But I can't seem to get forty-seven down

Blenders moan in ecstasy, the suburban hobo's call

A river in Paris, I see, a sign upon the wall

A tunnel of darkness that ends with A this fall

Will take you if you've been down the hall

REFRAIN

We hate to see you leave us now, but leave us on the scene

Nail another spike into this coffin when it's clean

Suspend it here, but don't show what you've seen

Animate the faces in-between

REFRAIN

Still Love the Woman

Written By John T. Wurzer

The sidewalks have dried up from the cold rain this morning

When the sun rose at twenty past five

And the birds whistle night songs as the titles flash by me

And the song dies but the plot comes alive

REFRAIN:

And I sift through the ashes of a far away dream world

And the smoke smells like roses instead

And I can't quite believe all the things that she told me

But I still love the woman, and she still shares my bed

I play songs from a six string like words from the bible

With my music I won't sleep alone

And she runs through my fingers, and it's a two A.M. daydream

Come alive in the absence of tone

REFRAIN

Now there's a tree in the desert and it grows without sunshine

There's a leaf dried with colors of fall

And there's room in my boat for a pussycat sailor

Who can speak without talking at all

REFRAIN

The sidewalks have dried up from the cold rain this morning

When the sun rose at twenty past five

And the birds whistle night songs as the titles flash by me

And the song dies but the plot comes alive

Fat Flossie

Written By John T. Wurzer

Fat Flossie, she's stepping out

She gonna leave you lonely, leave you with no doubt

Fat Flossie, she's stepping out

Fat Flossie, she comin up to you

Gonna make you lonely, gonna make you blue

She's had a thousand men, you'll be a thousand and two

Fat Flossie, she comin into the square

Make sure what she's showing ain't anything there

She gonna catch you by the boot tail lead you back to the square

Fat Flossie, she fell in love again

She made that mistake with only one other man

Now she's falling out, falling anywhere she can

Now she's riding down the road, she got a man

She got a bing bang, bing bang bong in my old band

She gonna leave you lonely, lead you back to the sand

Now the song she a dyin as the roach died on the floor

But Fat Flossie, she want a little more

She comin out, out of that freezer door

Here she comes

Now Fat Flossie, she don't ride no more

She took the chicken from the window, she put the chicken in the door

You gonna die on a banana peel, just like you did before

She made you die

Love and Pantomime

Written By John T. Wurzer

Laughter in her eyes

A woman’s true disguise

A wasted weary wonder passes still unrealized

Letters in the sand

Call upon the band

Make the night still brighter and I'll clap my only hand

REFRAIN:

Candles light the faces on the ceiling

And teardrops always fall before they're cried

Lacy snowflakes dance a waltz in love and pantomime

An old time motion picture right outside

Hold me darling hold

Life is still unsold

Make the night still brighter and my soul will never fold

Take me back in time

A worn out nursery rhyme

A night with hugs and handshakes lost in love and pantomime

In the Rain

Written By John T. Wurzer

Students are thinking up old words to learn

Dreams to forget and pages to turn

Candles are burning in the cocktail light

Won't you pour down the last one and we'll call it a night

In the rain

REFRAIN:

You'd better close your front windows or the water will spill

with the pain

Flowing over the sash

Turning embers to ash

And driving the poet insane

Now you may not understand but I'm sure there's no need to

explain

Drops from the faucet sop the telephone dial

Long distance prayers that you pray for awhile

A place in your closet for the seeds that you've sown

You wake in the morning, say my how you've grown

In the rain

REFRAIN

The face of a love one, a circus clown frown

She looks like a rich girl in a Volkswagen town

Look what they've done to my kitten today

Well, she could've been here but they forced her to play

In the rain

REFRAIN

Tired and alone like a willow that weeps

Trading his life for the secrets he keeps

Heroes and hailed men would laugh at the boy

As he takes from the pipe like a child from a toy

In the rain

REFRAIN

Students are thinking up old words to learn

Dreams to forget and pages to turn

Candles are burning in the cocktail light

Won't you pour down the last one and we'll call it a night

In the rain
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