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Weather Channeling
Tornado Watch!!!!

It’s
amazing how much of my inspiration (over the years) has come from the weather.

In the Rain (1981)

Can You Hear the Thunder (1980)

Crazy Rain (1983)

Love and Pantomime (1981)

Raindrops Falling (1990)

It’s Raining Cats and Dogs (1990)

The
list goes on and on, and the situations are far too numerous to mention here.  However, the circumstances surrounding the inception of this tape bear mentioning.  

Two days before my wedding as I was eating breakfast at the IHOP in Grand Prairie, Texas (I360 and Carrier Parkway) with a pen in my hand, hot chocolate on my table and a song in my heart: I gazed at the approaching super cell with both trepidation and longing and began writing a poem called tornado watch.  The rest, as they say, is history.

I wanted to share this with everyone on the fourth of July because most of my musical background comes from the fourth of July holidays that I spent at Coneseus Lake in upstate New York.

Whether it be my brother David playing his saxophone on the end of the dock, or Uncle Bernard amusing the neighbors with yet another rendition of Salty Dog, or my father improvising words to chords strummed on a hand held harpsichord; the fourth was always, and will always be the source of my most treasured memories.

I hope everyone enjoys the tape.  It was sculpted with the utmost love.

Tornado Watch

By John T. Wurzer
Side One
1.  Tornado Watch

2.  Jeremy’s Brain

3.  Your Own Cone

4.  Polar Bear Café

5.  This Weather

6.  No Urge

Side Two
1.  Long Hard Road

2.  Forgettable Blues

3.  Where Did It Go?

4.  Praying For Rain

5.  Did I Say Something?

6.  Tight Circles

The Weather Channel
Hot and cold, wind and rain, thunder and lightning, no more pain.  Ice and snow, pea soup fog, sleet and hail, gutters clog.

Tornado watch, hurricane, avalanche, down the drain.  Volcanic rock, lava flow, dust storms blues, crops won’t grow.

Flooded feelings, tidal wave, El Nino rocks, a blizzard’s slave.  Walls are covered with half-priced paneling.  Psychic forecasts, and weather channeling.

Funnel cloud, strange rotation, wall cloud falls, infatuation.  Jet stream flies, earthquake rattles, warm front, cold front, too many battles.

Temperature inversion, ice age coming, global warming, guitar strumming.  Water spout, straight line winds, drought gets thirsty, no one wins.

Vortex stumbles, multiplies, updraft dodges, bedroom eyes,  bolts of lightning, hardly ever sing, while Ghandi sits there, weather channeling.

Back or forth, left or right, here or there, day or night.  East or west, north or south, trickle down, or hand to mouth.

Inside out, or upside down, great big city, or this small town.  You or me, them or us, trains or planes, a car or bus.

Whether you’re right, or whether I’m wrong, whether or not, a poem or song.  Travel advisories, don’t mean anything, when you and I are weather channeling.

You’d better take cover, run and hide.  Make up your mind before you decide.  Look out the window, check out the clouds.  Start out early, avoid the crowds.  Cable TV and a brand new wedding ring.  Everybody is Weather Channeling!

The Poetry Corner








What in the world is going on here?





Late breaking News








