Notes:  An insatiable urge to explain myself.

It doesn’t seem like it was so very long ago.

Trudging through the snow.

Delivering newspapers.

Terrified by the bark of a familiar sheepdog while apprehensively delivering calendars and collecting payments from strangers.

Somehow I managed to save three hundred and sixty two dollars to buy a guitar.

It wasn’t as nice as the guitars that my relatives owned.

It wasn’t named Martin.

It wasn’t even Guilded.

Still, it was the first thing of value that I ever bought for myself.

All I really wanted was an instrument that didn’t embarrass me when I walked into the music store to take my lessons.

The twenty-dollar guitar that my parents had bought me was comical at best.  

Now, I would learn to play guitar!

I can’t remember how many lessons I took.

I think that it was less than a dozen.

The most important thing that I learned was the pentatonic scale.

I remember my teacher telling me that my fingering sucked, but that he liked the melodies that I worked into my improvisation.

I didn’t practice very much back then.

I seemed to learn more during weekends at the lake playing folk songs with my cousin Paul.

When we played, the rest of the world seemed to disappear.

It’s a feeling that I’ll never forget.

It’s a feeling that I’ve been lucky enough not to lose.

I received a scholarship to Texas Christian University to study accounting.

I wanted to be a professional golfer.

I was obsessed with trying to write songs.

Occasionally, people even liked the songs.

A couple of Catholic girls from New York asked me if my guitar had a name.

I’d never thought of giving it a name, however, I remembered a Dire Straights song and told them that his name was Guitar George.  (He knows all the chords.)

Eventually he came to be named Georgie.

I envisioned Paul and I getting back together and becoming famous songwriters.

In my fantasy, he named his guitar Ringo, and we became John, Paul, George, and Ringo.

Georgie and I became special friends while I was working very hard at flunking out of school during my freshman year.

I wrote about forty songs and lost my scholarship.

I wrote my father a letter letting him know that I’d flunked out.

I told him that I wanted to move back home and study guitar.

In an unprecedented act of cowardice, I left him this letter and went to New York City with my best friend Andy.

Dad, of course, didn’t understand.  

I spent that summer pretending to take guitar lessons that I usually skipped, working for a roofing company, and playing guitar in a blue-collar bar called The Answer.

Georgie was developing character.

The songs were getting better.

Sometimes Paul would join me at the end of the bar in front of the jukebox where they let me play.

The songs were getting better.

One night, however, someone walked up while I was playing, walked behind me while I was playing one of my own songs, and loaded the jukebox with five dollars worth of quarters.  

I decided to go back to college.

Georgie followed.

At the inaugural cheap wine and cheese party while Cathy Ward was holding Georgie in her arms, someone threw a corkscrew across the room and it poked a hole in his face.

It’s a scar that he still shows today.

I attended college for another ten years or so.

I married one of the Catholic girls who had forced me to name Georgie in the first place.

She was a talented poet when I met her.

She was a struggling alcoholic when I left her.

Georgie suffered more than I.  

On the way to enlighten a group of “gifted children” about the roots of blues music, I tripped over a trashcan, slipped in a puddle of water and landed on him.

Georgie was all busted up.  

His tuning pegs were broken off and I thought I would never play him again.

I borrowed a guitar from an ex-girlfriend down the street and we played the blues for the gifted children while I had blood dripping from my knees where they’d scraped the pavement when I landed.

The songs, however, seemed to get better.

My Uncle Bernard, who had taught me to fingerpick years earlier, lent me his Martin until I could find a guitar to play.

I found five tuning pegs at a garage sale and fixed up Georgie to the point that he was playable.

I didn’t have any money back then, but then again, I didn’t care.

I had my guitar back.

I became a bartender and lost my voice shouting at customers after moving into a cheap apartment with the Catholic girl and a cat named Dylan.

Georgie pulled me through by learning an incredible instrumental version of “Is Your Love In Vain”.

It was.

Eventually I left the Catholic girl and decided once again that I’d become a famous songwriter.

The first time that I played in front of an audience, a salesman walked up to me and told me that I needed a new guitar.

I promptly went out and bought one with my ex-wife’s credit card.

Georgie took a back seat.  

The songs, however, seemed to become more calculated.

With Georgie on the sidelines I worked my way up through a comic book distributing company, married a fabulous woman named Diane, bought a ridiculously expensive house, became the Executive Director of purchasing, and looked at Georgie one night with empty eyes.

I picked him up and wrote two songs to which the strings buzzed, hummed, and twanged.

It was time to give something back.

In a place called the Appalachian Bluegrass Shop I asked the owner what I could do for this guitar.

Every suggestion that he offered was answered with, “Let’s do it.”

He commented, “You’re spending a whole lot of money on an old Takemine.”

I said, “There were a whole lot of years when I had nothing but this guitar to get me through the day.  

It gave everything to me.

This isn’t about money.

This is about giving something back.”

After undergoing considerable reconstruction, I held Georgie in my arms and he started to spew out songs.

I had promised myself after the last CD that I wouldn’t be spending time orchestrating and recording music for a while.

After all, I had more important things to do.

Georgie, however, had other ideas.

He asked me if we could just play them, like in the old days.

Perhaps people would listen.

I agreed.

This is from me and Georgie to anyone who listens.

As they say in the Purchasing department at Diamond Comic Distributors, Inc.

IT IS WHAT IT IS!

 Enjoy.

Lots of Love,

John

