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Acts 9:4

By John T. Wurzer

While riding west on a wagon going east

I unpacked my things and then I stumbled on a beast

He had long purple legs and green jealous eyes

He was seven feet tall and a master of disguise.

He explained there and then how the others never passed

Then I offered him a cigarette and hoped that it would last

We talked about the government and traded last regrets

But my pocket soon was empty.  I was out of cigarettes.

REFRAIN:

And he said. "Bow down before me, put your eyeballs to the floor

I am ruthless, you are truthless and you'll never know why for 

If you live to see the sunset you are wiser still than most

For there are now excuses for the slaying of a ghost."

I asked him his name but he offered no reply

He was busy making thunderbolts descend from out the sky

He was muttering expressions masked in satire and prose

So I watched him as he changed into another set of clothes.

Now his sandals made of silver and his robes were made of gold

He explained that he had bought them all with everything I'd sold

I told him that I understood but had no sense of space

Being hopelessly entangled in this crazy human race.

REFRAIN

So we struck upon a bargain and he robbed me of my things

I was stranded standing naked like a pauper when he sings

But I never will forget the sonic thunder in his voice

When he stared me down and told me that I might have had a

choice.

REFRAIN

Never Go Home

By John T. Wurzer

Margaret Thatcher has a two piece razor with scars upon her knees

You might think that this man is crazy but I'll tell you that I really did see

She was out on the farm, tattooed on the arm, without charm or ecstasy

Saying leave me alone Lord, I'll never go home till I'm free.

Wooly Wally never washed his windows and he lost his evening view

Luscious Lucy never closed the curtains when she tried to be untrue

They were two of a kind half an hour behind growing blinder as they grew

Saying leave us alone Lord, we'll never go home till we're through.

Every morning Tony wipes his ankles with a necktie made of lace

He's a bent up singer, drives a red Ferrari at a psychedelic pace

He awakes at noon, drops a half-grown tune, puts a spoon back in the race

Saying leave me alone Lord, I'll never go home to that place.

Take a number just to wash your groceries, leave you carrots in the chair

Don't call on an empty favor or they'll leave you in the air

Take a hold of your nose and see if it glows when it snows and you don't care

Saying answer the phone lord, I want to go home if it’s there.
Pieces of the Wheel

By John T. Wurzer

Old Mrs. Olson was minding her teacup

Staring at the tiles on the ceiling of her living room

Full of pictures of sons and of daughters

Framed up in gold and meant to outshine all the gloom.

REFRAIN:

And the pieces of the wheel lie crushed and broken on the ground

Seventy-five years of patience and a will to settle down

The spotlight crawls the walls inside her scattered mind

The clocks are ringing two a.m. but she knows it's only twenty after nine.

Mr. O'Leary was strapped to a park bench

Staring at the sun while the children sing and dance

To the sounds of pigeons and peanuts

All along the ground and brushing up against the bottoms of his

pants

REFRAIN

Ronald McDonald and Old Captain Crunch were

Serving up cocktails at the Burger King

Spiking the coffee with two fifths of vodka

Watching as the old folks heads go around in a ring.

REFRAIN

So much for sad songs, so much for laughter

Waiting out the days has never been my style

I'm building a road that goes from here to here after

I'll see you at the tollbooth when you're lined up single file.

REFRAIN

I'll Be Working Soon

By John T. Wurzer

Champagne for breakfast

Caviar at noon

What to tell the children

I'll be working soon

I'll be working soon

I'll be working soon

Doing all right.

I'm just on vacation

Quiet consideration

I've been thinking' 'bout the nation

I'll be working soon

I'll be working soon

I'll be working soon

Doing all right.

The lights went out this morning

The caviar is spoiling

The champagne, I swear it's boiling

I'll be working soon

I'll be working soon

I'll be working soon

Doing all right.

Champagne for breakfast

Caviar at noon

What to tell the children

I'll be working soon

I'll be working soon

I'll be working soon

Doing all right.

Josie Smokes

By John T. Wurzer

Josie walked out to buy her cigarettes, she was a long time bringing 'em home

She's a matchbook woman with a bloodhound nose and she was born to answer the phone

But holy Jesus, when she pleases, she puts you in an air raid zone

Josie walked out to buy her cigarettes, she was a long time bringing 'em home

REFRAIN:

She was a long time, a long time bringing 'em home, good lord

She was a long time, a long time bringing 'em home,

She said shalom

To a TV set and a Dictaphone

I met her one night in a redneck bar and she was strutting' like the lines in a poem

Half of the world, it was looking on, as she reached to her purse for a comb

She got weightless eyes that bring you down to size, like a banker who's approving your loan

Josie walked out to buy her cigarettes, she was a long time bringing 'em home

REFRAIN

Josie and I, we watched the bar close down and I asked her how her clothes had been sewn

She unsnapped a button on that rhinestone shirt and assured me that the seams were her own

And when she got up to leave she took a hold of my sleeve, and she was giggling in a frightful tone

Josie walked out to buy her cigarettes, she was a long time bringing 'em home

REFRAIN

Josie and I we watched the sun come up through the windows of the Inn De Lon

She was talking about her husband’s job and the way that she'd been aching to roam

When I asked her in fright how she got out last night, she assured me that he'd never known

She said, "I went to the store to buy some cigarettes, I'm just a long time bringing 'em home

REFRAIN

Long Way Going Home

By John T. Wurzer

Young sheriff’s deputy with eyes of bright blue

Come to my window now and see me through

Young sheriff’s deputy, you've been gone too long

Come to my window now and sing on this song

Say here's to the law but to hell with the order

Too many people have been sleeping on their own

Here's to the nights spent down by the border

And never spent alone

It's a long way going home

Here's to lights that shine in your graveyard

To keep the restless bodies from escaping late at night

And here's to the songs that will warm up our children

And keep their summers bright

It's a long way out of sight

Here's to our judge and his weak-kneed companions

Standing up a sitting down in frenzies of the just

And here's to the hours I spend staring through this looking glass

Fingers cover now with rust

It's a long way into dust

And here's to our jury as they sit in some motel room

Going home for supper in a hurry of despair

And here's to the life that they'll throw in your furnace

That falls asleep inside your chair

It's a long way from a prayer

And here's to the sun as it woke up this morning

There are no storm clouds on this dark and happy day

Here's to the power that you possess to deter me

And shorten up my stay

Not such a long way anyway

Young sheriff's deputy, now what will you do

Standing beneath an empty cell and quarter till two

So much has passed you by, you're sure that it's a dream

You'd like to run away, hide, and then scream

Sometimes in the Morning

By John T. Wurzer

Well, I stared at the telephone for the better part of eighteen years

And I never once found myself beside someone while pouring down the beers

But you came along and you sang me a song and you took away all of my fears

Now I'm never alone.  I don't want to go home and drown in a river of tears

REFRAIN:

Sometimes in the morning, you make me feel alright

Sometimes in the evening, it lasts the whole damn night

When you wrap yourself around me and you tell me that you hold so tight

Ooh baby so tight

Sometimes in the morning

Sometimes at night

Now you must of been a freight train, to lure me from my lonely track

Or some kind of flower, with a scent that lured me into the sack

For I haven't replied to the far and wide since I sold that wooden shack

Now I like where we are.  I'm wishing twice on a star that I won't be going back

REFRAIN

Now it must of been a dream world, when I saw you walking free

I never thought a white girl, could look so much like me

But you took from my hand and you canceled the band and you sat down next to me

So I made you my wife, to have my whole damn life, filled with ecstasy

REFRAIN

Now it's just like a good book that you'll always read again

Very unlike the fishhook, that fools all the other men

You're a bundle of joy and a Christmas toy, and I dare not say it again

We could label it love, or a comfortable glove, on a scale from one to ten

If War is a Pity

By John T. Wurzer

Well if war is a pity

Then victory's a shame

When there's no one around on the ground to be found

Or to take all the blame

You could ask these same questions; tomorrow it would still be the same

For if war is a pity

Then victory's a shame

Now I'd rather be living

Beneath a blanket of red

Than to watch every friend in the end

Vanish into his bed

For your freedom is life and without it there'd be nothing instead

And if war is a pity

That's all that needs to be said

Yes the facts are presented

And the history wrote

By the victor's own hand in the sand

To persuade one to cast his own vote

If you'll fight for this country today you can sail on our boat

But if war is a pity

It will sink in the moat

Now you ask why I live here

If I must disagree

And I answer that time hasn't proven a dime's

Worth of rights to be free

And if you ask me to leave, I will go and be off to the sea

But if war is a pity

Why are you talking to me?

For the good of your people

Sir, for the good of us all

Would you please pay attention to these

And the footsteps that march in your hall

And don't hide from the truth and the reason that sends you this call

For if war is a pity

Then the victory is small

All Over the Place

By John T. Wurzer

All about you

In the air that you're breathing

There is sanity leaving

And it's leaving you something more

Cause on the freight line

There is nothing but hatred

And all the kindness belated

Making room for to lock that door

And you could sing by the fire about a burning desire and no one would ever see your face

But you could hide in a room with a closet broom and there'd be people all over the place

Because you ain't very much but you're so easy to touch that you're driving the soldiers insane

With their guns and their knives and their children and wives, they encircle the world like a chain

Well ain't it a shame, how the rain, keeps falling all over the place

Can I ask you?

Where the hell is your conscience?

When all you’re talking is nonsense

And all your arguments are wasted lies

'Cause in the long road

Reading words off a signpost

And shaking hands with the guest host

Undeniably burns your eye

And you could put on your socks and dance a waltz with a fox while shattering falsehood and fear

While the watch on your wrist is slowly making a fist and enhancing the time of the year

Because you ain't very much but you're so easy to touch that you're driving the soldiers insane

With their guns and their knives and their children and wives, they encircle the world like a chain

Well ain't it a shame, how the rain, keeps falling all over the place

And in the last war

When the air turns to poison

Patients bring their toys in

Will have another round on the house

And when the noise stops

There'll be no celebration

In the victorious nation

Only silence and one black mouse

And you could answer this prayer with a sinister stare but it probably won't damage my heart

'Cause I'm a sensible drunk and not a passionate punk, and my thoughts are the state of the art

And you, you ain't very much but you're so easy to touch that you're driving the soldiers insane

With their guns and their knives and their children and wives, they encircle the world like a chain

Well ain't it a shame, how the rain, keeps falling all over the place

Troubles Me Still

By John T. Wurzer

Cautiously answering everyone's ears

Spaces just vanish and pain disappears

Prophets still conjugate heard after hears

In a chill              And it troubles me still

Western religions of horses and thieves

Left no excuse for the son who believes

With all it wasted the mimics still breath

In a trill                  But it troubles me still

It troubles me still when I look in the eyes of a child

The carriage so wild

And the drunkard who smiles

The vastly expansive and relative songs

That were barred from the concert for wearing of thongs

In a chill                                     Well, it troubles me still

Traces of trilogies rot in the ground

Desperate governors senselessly pound

Sad proclamations that barely resound

On the hill               And it troubles me still

It troubles me still when I'm crawling the pubs on the street

The people I meet

And the walls that they beat

While pounding their fists into red solid brick

If I watch it too much, well my skin just gets thick

I get ill                            And it troubles me still
So perfect and precious are columns of news

All useless reminders of things you can't use

Someone is placing a penny in the fuse

Fit to kill                        And it troubles me still

It troubles me still when I hear of the money they spend

Their means to an end

And their country to defend

While the prophets of doom still get drunk down the block

When it finally comes, it'll come as a shock

Yes it will

And it troubles me still

The Ballad of Liza and Magic Jack

By John T. Wurzer

Let me tell you a story about Magic Jack

He lived in Dallas in a house of crack

He was married to Liza, she was soft and pure

But the money for the mortgage man was still unsure

REFRAIN:

And they were lost in the city trapped in social bars

She had finally sold the whole damn motor pool to West Side cars

She waited breakfast tables on her blistering feet

But on this rainy Friday evening she was out on the street getting scars.

A hundred dollars short because of painless pills

Liza's speeding ticket and utility bills

Jack was out of magic dust and sacred charms

And the jewel outlet was surrounded by burglar alarms

A high-heeled desperado with a yellow sash

Showing too much thigh for fifty dollars cash

Her dress was cut down below the roundness of her breasts

She was looking like a millionaire's enchanted guest

She hopped into the cocktail dungeon down the road

Trembling as her nerves went into overload

She sipped upon a double whiskey on the rocks

And worried about the ticking of the barroom clocks

Over came a businessman who took off his hat

Liza shook her head, cause he was much too fat

He bought her two White Russians and a shot of schnapps

Flashed her two fifties and asked is this where it stops

She checked into the Hilton as a Mrs. Crane

And uncrossed her legs as he poured the champagne

The bubbles from the bottle made her face grow warm

As he pressed himself against her like a wind-blown storm

Her dress was coming open as he led her down

To the king-sized waterbed with satin all around

Liza did her best to keep him satisfied

And he left a hundred dollars but took off with her pride

Alone in a motel room, she began to brush her hair

She straightened out her dress and avoided her own stare

She wondered about the accident, and what Jack had gone out for

The she found initialed cufflinks, by the bible, in the drawer
Filling Up the Spaces In-between

By John T. Wurzer

It was pretty much the same when I landed

A paradise that everyone has seen

Encased in pure sobriety

Discussing this society

And filling up the spaces in-between

Regardless of the moments spent rehearsing

The words would never flow upon the stage

A Greek or roman tragedy

Outlined in childish strategy

While filling up the spaces on the page

The trees still brush upon a broken window

And the sidewalks meet at angles well defined

The sky continues passively

To burst with clouds so massively

While filling up the spaces in my mind

The time is only circumstance repeated

So often as to flow upon the eyes

The day is shouting closing time

Upon a fallen nursery rhyme

While filling up the spaces with good-byes

It was pretty much the same when I landed

A paradise that everyone has seen

Encased in pure sobriety

Discussing this society

And filling up the spaces in-between

All In All

By John T. Wurzer

The fog is slowly lifting from a little farming town.

The night is slowly drifting into day

And Celia she’s a walking in her wedding gown

Chasing every mile along the way

Into the games that lover’s play

She trembles at the altar, alone and terrified

Having memorized each word that she must say

She gives him love and honor that he vows to wear with pride

A ship that is no longer held at bay

Is sailing the games that lovers play

There are nights that always answer to the call

And days that turn to springtime from the fall

The key she says is knocking down that wall

And giving all in all in all in all.

As the pages of their children come to life from black and white

There is supper to be served upon the tray

Through passion and acceptance, she keeps herself in sight

And silently she finds the time to pray

Practicing the games that lovers play

There are nights that always answer to the call

And days that turn to springtime from the fall

The key she says is knocking down that wall

And giving all in all in all in all.

Her course it leads to wonder and her wonder leads to love

And she labors nine to seven without pay

She says it’s not a cross to bear, it’s just something that she does

It’s hard to tell the blond hairs from the gray

Mastering the games that lovers play

There are nights that always answer to the call

And days that turn to springtime from the fall

The key she says is knocking down that wall

And giving all in all in all in all.

111
111

