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Talking Telemarketing Blues

Yes, it really is on the CD.  I wrote a song in the 80’s called the Talking Laundromat Blues, and one in the 90’s called the Talking New Account Solicitation Blues, and now one in this decade called the Talking Telemarketing Blues.  I guess one Talking Blues per decade is enough.

Rainbow Corner

This is the first of many songs on this CD inspired by my struggle to quit smoking.  “At the moment I got lost in her steamy bedroom style.”  Eventually, I’ll get over this addiction, but it appears that it will be awhile before it leaves my thoughts.  While I was recording this, I noticed that I was actually playing “Heart and Soul”, so I decided to add that at the end.  At the time, I thought it was funny.
Here Comes a Fire

Simply my way of proving to myself that I could still complete the song writing process without smoking a pack of cigarettes while writing the song.  This was written at sunset at the “River House” in Rochester, NY, August, 2005.  “This is a fire that burns with or without you!”  Really.
Love Song in the Window

It feels like losing your one true love.  That’s what quitting smoking is like.  Even when you’re not doing it anymore, there’s a love song in the window waiting patiently to die.  I often wonder how long it will take for the “urge” to die.
Loneliness Drips

It’s very strange to be sad and angry at the same time.  I’m not sure what this song means.
Be Mine

I got this out of one of my poetry notebooks.  I don’t know when I wrote it or what I was thinking about.  I think it’s a prayer to a higher power, but maybe not.
Love or Money

As my wife and I grow older and are putting more focus on providing for ourselves when we get too old to earn any money, I sometimes wonder what happened to that guy who thought he was going to die before he turned 30.  He’s still here, and sometimes that’s the problem.  It seems that one can go too far into “doing the right thing”.  The whole experience (living, loving, and eventually dying.) is still supposed to be a bunch of fun, isn’t it?

Come and Go

I wrote this song for George W. Bush.  REALLY!  I knew he could never write it himself.  This song shows how much George’s relationship with Iraq is just like a bad boyfriend/girlfriend relationship.  I’m sure he thinks he did the right thing.  I’m also sure that he’ll never admit how wrong he was.

Junk Mail, Telemarketing, and Spam

Just look at the junk mail that you get, the phone calls you receive, and the emails that end up in your inbox.  It could make you wonder who they think you are.  There is no such thing as privacy in a free market economy.  We are all solicited.
Democracy Now

There is a radio show that airs on KDHX St. Louis radio (among other places) called Democracy Now.  I was trying to write a theme song for them.  (No, they didn’t request it.)  In the end, I wrote this song because I wanted to sing the line, “You keep searching for truth in a carnival booth, drying off and then dunked in the crap.”  I figured that was reason enough.

Nobody Talks to North Korea

This was written after watching one of the Presidential debates in 2004.  George kept saying to Kerry that talking to North Korea was exactly the WRONG thing to do.  It seemed as if he was saying that if he talked to them about their nuclear weapon, he’d have to admit that it really did exist.

My Last Remaining Vice

Occasionally I still write a song while sitting on a barstool.  It’s harder now that I don’t get to smoke while I’m thinking; but I’m still drinking.  And I’m drinking a lot more.

Look At What You’ve Done

This one is from me to George W.  I find it difficult to believe that even he can’t figure out that he has screwed things up.
All for the Best

“Somehow it smells like an apricot brandy when I open a cold can of beer.”  Contrary to popular belief, when you quit smoking everything doesn’t taste and smell better.  It tastes and smells different.  My beer still doesn’t taste right, and neither does Diane’s coffee.  Regardless, this song is for Diane M. Wurzer.  She is the BEST!
Yesterday’s Whores

This is not a dirty, filthy, and disgusting song.  It’s really just about quitting bad habits.  Listen to the words, that’s what they are there for.
You Promised Me Rain

I was listening to Bob Dylan LIVE 1975; a rock and roll version of A Hard Rain’s A-Gonna Fall that I had never heard before; while going through one of my more painful nicotine fits; when it occurred to me that it never fell. (The Hard Rain)  The big change that he envisioned never quite happened.  Many changes have taken place, but the evil men still essentially run the world.  So, I sat down to write a song to Bob Dylan saying that he never gave me the rain that he promised me…and it morphed into this.
Liberty and Love

A soldier walked onto an airplane that I was taking from North Carolina to Baltimore.  He sat down next a young woman across the aisle from me and they really hit it off.  The rest of the song is, of course, fiction.

Year After Year

I also wrote this at the cabin on the Genesse River last August.  I get a freaky, ghost-watcher, feeling when I’m there.  It’s a magical place, and I wanted to write something that showed how much I appreciated those who made the place, maintained it over the years, and left it for those of us who enjoy it today.  Hopefully, all of my brothers and sisters and their sons and daughters will someday have the same magical and fond memories that I have every year when I visit.

Eulogy

When I die; someone needs to sing this at my memorial service.  I just had to write it while I still could.

Life Circle

I’m not sure where this came from.  Occasionally I still write a song while I’m just plucking something out on the guitar.  I wish there were more like this one. 

Well, there you have it.  
I wrote and recorded 20 songs without smoking a cigarette.  I may have used the same chord progressions over and over again.  I may have repeated lines from some of my previous songs.  I may have only used two guitars, a dozen harmonicas, an empty coffee can, and my voice(s).  It may sound like a bad Bob Dylan imitation.  The important thing is that I was able to start it, write it, record it, and finish it.  This is the first time I’ve ever finished a project like this without caring if anyone liked, enjoyed it, or even respected it.  It’s here.  It’s done.  That’s enough.
