Damaged Goods – A collection of songs written while I was waiting…in hospital examination rooms, doctors’ waiting rooms, physical therapy desks, car dealers’ service departments, gas stations, etc.  Here’s a little glimpse into the meaning behind the songs; if such a thing even exists.  This album is for my friend Steve who has been doing even more waiting than me over the last couple of years.

1. Examination Room – The nurse who did the preliminary questions and brought up my case on the computer was a former gymnast and quite fetching.  When she left I waited 25 minutes for the surgeon to come in and do the consultation.  During that time I wrote this.
2. Damaged Goods – After we determined that the first wrist operation was a catastrophe I was sitting in the examination room looking at my x-ray on the screen.  I felt like an abandoned and broken pop-culture toy.  Thus the song.
3. It’s Over For Now – When I finally got the second cast off and I saw that the pin that was supposed to keep my bones in place had worked its way partially out of my wrist, and while waiting for the doctor to arrive, I couldn’t help but write, “It’s long since time they put me in the ground and let me rot.”
4. The Gas Station Saga – Did you ever start filling up your car with gas only to find out that the pumps were running at about 10% of their normal rate of flow?  That happened to me; and so I got in the car picked up my notebook and wrote this song while waiting impatiently for 18 gallons of gas to find its way into my tank.
5. Leaving Here Soon – It’s hard to believe that I’m 61 years old, retired, and although I have a million things to do and not enough time to do everything that I want to do; in other words; I’m waiting to die.  The rest of my life will be shorter than my past life.  When one spends bunches of hours waiting for other people to do their jobs, one can’t help but think their time is slipping away.  After all we’ll all be leaving here soon.
6. Cards On The Table – I was at the Honda dealership getting my oil changed when the technician came out and said I needed half my brake pads replaced and two new tires.  And so I waited, and waited and waited…completely uninspired until I saw all the business cards of sales reps, service technicians, and dealership management on the countertop where someone had spilled a bag of potato chips.  Thus this song was born.
7. Job – I think everyone feels like Job every once in a while.
8. Cemetery Bunny – The song is self-explanatory.  It sure was a creepy looking bunny in that cemetery.
9. MRI Day – They called and said to come in early for my MRI appointment.  Apparently they were ahead of schedule.  Then for some reason I waited for an hour for them to call me back.  These are some of the random thoughts I had while pondering the irony.
10. Joint Pain – Another poem written while waiting for the doctor to arrive in the examination room.
11. It’s All Relative – When it was all over, I spent about 5 and a half months without the use of my left hand.  It was supposed to be 6 weeks and then physical therapy.  The best laid plans.  As my recovery kept being pushed out I decided to rewrite Tomorrow from Annie.  Lots of skeletons in this song.
12. Lost Humor – When one is on a losing streak; the bad things seem to cascade until such time as nothing seems funny anymore.  I don’t remember writing this.  I think I was trying to write a funny song, and got stuck.
13. Will You Still Be My Wife – Perhaps one of the worst songs ever written.  If there is an afterlife; does marital status flow into the hereafter?  Or is it a total reset?  Just curious.
14. All Shot To Hell – Remember when the CoVid vaccines became available and we all thought, “Thank God this is finally over!  Now we can have some fun!”  Think again.
15. Ode To Quovadis – Written for Bonnie Mae on her 95th birthday.  My wife said the song was too sad to play, so I put it on this album where almost no one will listen to it.
And that’s it…I played all the instruments on this album.  Acoustic Guitar, Electric Guitar, Bass, Keyboards, Vocals, Harmony vocals.  The arthritis gets worse every month so I figure I should do as much as I can as long as I physically can; even if I am DAMAGED GOODS.

				John


