GET DISCONNECTED

All Songs Written By John T. Wurzer

“What are the songs about?”

“Why do you write them?”

“What is the point?”

People ask me these questions and I try very hard not to think about them.  The songs are about whatever people think they are about.  I cannot control a perception, an interpretation, an inclination, a thought process, or a mind.  The songs are merely an arrangement of notes, words, and sounds.  All of the notes and all of the words and all of the sounds were already there long before I found them.  I am very much like a small child in a room full of building blocks.  I’m just rearranging what is already there so that I can show the finished product to someone and say, “Look at what I made!”

What makes the whole process even more difficult to comprehend is that the notes are made up of frequencies; the words are made up of letters, and the sounds are made up of waves.  In the end, nobody can really take credit for making any of them.  At one time someone envisioned the frequencies, invented the letters, and discovered the waves.  When they discovered them, the first thing they realized was that they were already there.  When I write a song, the first thing I discover is that the song was in fact already there before I wrote it.  I didn’t invent anything.  It doesn’t mean anything.  Yet still it means everything.

This CD is for my brother Dave.

I wanted him to know that among all of the other things that he is good at, he’s been a pretty damn good older brother over the years.

I just wanted to thank him for that.

Thanks Dave.

Also, thanks to my cousin Susan Haefner for lending a fabulous voice and some ethereal credibility to the whole project.  It was great “re-connecting” with her during this process.

“Why do I write them?”

I haven’t really figured this out yet.  I’ve always said that I need to do it to keep myself sane.  That’s probably still the best explanation.  I found eight available hours in an airport in Wisconsin, and a CD was born.  I’ve spent my spare time on worse things.  Ask anyone I knew in the 1980’s!

“What is the point?”

In the end…  The point is that I feel like I have to keep doing this until the well runs dry and there are no more songs in the bucket when it rises out of the well.  That is the entire point.  I’m afraid that if I don’t expose these songs, no one will.
“What are the songs about?”

For the most part the songs are about touching people and not touching other people.    With all of the technology that gets shoved down our throats on a daily basis, people often forget to touch the people with whom they are in the closest proximity.  On most days, we neglect to even acknowledge the existence of those whom we bump into on a regular basis.

This includes but is not limited to family members, neighbors, co-workers, and anyone else we meet in passing.  It made me sad to sit in an airport and watch people chew up their cell phones for endless hours and never even say hello to the people sitting right next to them.  Perhaps if we learned to talk to each other instead of talking to a Blackberry or an I-Phone, we might learn how to get along with each other a little better.  It’s just a thought.

“What are the songs about?”

I wrote the majority of the lyrics during a business trip to Wisconsin in February, and most of those lyrics in the airport waiting to get out of Wisconsin.  There is a type of songwriter that I never wanted to be, and I came very close to it with these songs.    I never wanted to be the kind of songwriter who is always in the third person.  I don’t want to be the kind of singer/songwriter who is always judging others instead of judging himself.  I did, however, steal a bunch of the ideas for these songs from the human behavior that I witnessed in the Milwaukee airport.  It was never, however, my intention to put myself above anyone else.  It was merely my way of connecting with these people.

“What are the songs about?”

It’s not up to me to explain what the songs are about.  It’s up to those who take the time to listen to them.  However, I will attempt to do so, merely because there are some who encourage me to try to remember what the hell I was thinking when I wrote them.  So I will invent a few explanations for those who are interested enough to read.

“What are the songs about?”

They are about being connected, disconnected, and reconnected.

Without our fellow human beings, we are just functioning organisms.  It is only through our ability to interact with each other that our lives take on purpose, significance, and ultimately meaning.  Without each other we are nothing.  With each other we are everything.  Disconnect yourself from selfishness.  Connect yourself with selflessness.  Smile at the person who is blocking the aisle at the grocery store.  Lend your fellow man a hand.  Is that too difficult of a concept to grasp?  Apparently, for most of us it is.  I only hope that in my lifetime I witness a shift towards human kindness and a shift away from “watching out for number one”.  Get connected, get disconnected, get reconnected; I don’t really care which.  Just admit that you are a part of a society.  It’s not socialism to admit that you need the support of others.  It’s not socialism to care about the well being of your fellow man.  It’s not socialism to give a damn about someone else’s suffering.  It is amazing how much money the marketing gurus in this country can raise to fund victims of a catastrophic event overseas, and how little money they can raise to help the less fortunate in their own country.  There are plenty of them here.  Perhaps we should look next door to display our personal charity before we look across the world for a politically correct place to do it.

THE SONGS…

Metaphor – 

Nothing is a metaphor.  Everything is a metaphor.  Nothing is a metaphor again. 

This was originally written about conversations that I’d had with a several people about whether or not GOD exists.  Those conversations inevitably flowed into discussions as to how one interprets the Bible.  In the end, this song is about the futility of interpreting or trying to figure out anything.  For the majority of the human race everything is as they perceive it to be.  For the minority of the human race, everything is not what they hope to find it to be.  Either everything is a metaphor or nothing is a metaphor.  All you can really hope for is that you live your life in such a way that you don’t become a metaphor for yourself.

Get Disconnected –

This was the thought that started the whole CD.  It was during a trip to Topeka, Kansas last Christmas; at my in-laws’ house that we were talking about “too many cell phones”, “too much TV”, “too much technology”, when I thought: “What if you turned Timothy Leary’s mantra inside out?  That might make a pretty cool song.”  It became a yearlong struggle that hopefully, you’re listening to right now.

HANG UP THE PHONE AND TALK TO SOMEONE WHO IS IN THE SAME ROOM!

Doors – 

This was the last poem/song that I wrote in the Milwaukee airport before my flight departed.  I started out writing to myself about how I’d spent my entire day writing poetry, but ended up writing to myself about how I was spending my career with Diamond Comic Distributors.  It seems that there are so many doors to kick down that I rarely get a chance to sneak in, crawl out, or look through the windows.  Hopefully I’ll make more time for that in the future.

End of a Rope –

I wrote this from a barstool in the airport as I watched a husband and wife, and their two teenage daughters having lunch in the food court.  They must have been at least 150 feet away, but somehow I knew exactly what was going on.  I could tell that they really did love each other but they were so sick of each other that they could just spit.  Hopefully they were nearing the end of their journey, not on their way to a vacation paradise.

Memory Lapse – 

This was written in Connecticut over the Fourth of July weekend.  Sometimes it doesn’t matter how much you say, it isn’t enough and isn’t exactly what you should have said.

What Shall I Do For You – 

I honestly don’t know when I wrote this.  It was a finger-picking melody that I kind of fell in love with.  I had the words “What Shall I Do For You” from the very beginning.  I think that the rest of it came from nights on the deck playing guitar as the night wound down.

Astrophysical Shoes –

This was another airport song.  It started with the words, “If I could walk across the universe with astrophysical shoes…” mostly because I really wanted to be home instead of sitting there.  I love what Susan did with the vocal and how the backing turned out.  Most of the current words were written after the original poem.  I’d describe the whole thing as a “happy accident”.  That is, if I was really describing anything at all.

Bring Out Your Trash – 

Every Sunday night I grab a giant trash bag and start collecting all the trash in the house before I roll the trash buckets out to the curb.  This event starts out by collecting the basement trash and then emerging to the main floor shouting “BRING OUT YOUR TRASH!!!”  I’d been repeating this routine for the better part of three years before I decided to make a song out of it.  I think it worked out pretty well. 

Things You Don't Know – 

This appears to be a song about someone picking up a hitch-hiker.  I’ve never actually picked up a hitch-hiker.    This was written in the airport.  I think it was about something I saw going on in the bar.    It’s probably something that everyone thinks about at sometime in their relationship.  “What would happen if someone else wanted me?  What would I do?”  Luckily I’m old enough that I no longer have to worry about facing that dilemma.

Cold Wet and White – 

This was a poem I wrote to Diane on Valentine’s Day.  It sucks that at this point in my life I place such a fabulous amount of value on making money and so little value on being with the one that I love.  What is worse is that I justify all the things I’m required to do, and all of the things that keep us apart by convincing myself that this is what mature responsible people do to insure their futures together.  “Let’s get out of this place and promise that never again will we try to get anywhere!”

Frozen Tundra – 

I wrote this right after writing the “Cold Wet and White” poem.  It’s a whole different and much less romantic way of looking at being alone on Valentine’s Day.  Many stages of grief expressed on this CD.  Anger in this song.  Saddness and depression in the one before.

Firing Range – 

Sometimes you eat the bear and sometimes the bear eats you.  Those who are holding the guns should think about what it is like for those that they are pointing them at.  At some point, everyone is a target.  Everyone should keep that in mind when they are shooting.  Just a thought!

It's a Mess Out There –

It is!  Do I really have to explain this?!  I only wish I’d put something in here about the current stock market and financial crisis, however it hadn’t happened yet.

Once Forgotten Dream – 

This is another song from the airport.  There are too many angry people in Wisconsin.    They should cheer up before they grow too old to enjoy all the beauty that you can find in this life if you just look for it.

Staring Into Space –

I finally just “zoned out” in the airport and made up this little five minute love story.  I was going to ditch it until Susan said she would sing it.  It is kind of cute.  The title comes from the fact that I wasn’t watching anyone or judging anyone.  I was just making up a story while I was staring into space.  The concept is, of course, that everything that happens in this song, and sometimes in my life, happens while I’m staring into space.

Reconnected – 

If you sit for 30 minutes and watch people get picked up and dropped off at an airport sidewalk, you could make up a million songs.  This is just one of them.  I only wrote about twelve lines of this song while I was in Milwaukee.  I kind of turned it into something different than it was intended to be because I was somewhat overwhelmed by the original inspiration and never really finished up the original idea.  In the end, the concept was greater than the experience and the idea is greater than the observation.  Hopefully the result is something people can understand.  You could write an entire novel between the first verse and the last verse.  It would fit there, really.

No one knows when they’ll be disconnected.

No one knows if they’ll make it back home.

Get Disconnected Again – 

I pasted this on to the end for those who don’t want to listen to the history of Timothy Leary.

“What are the songs about?”

“Why do you write them?”

“What is the point?”

None of the answers to these questions even matter.  I can’t thank Susan Haefner enough for inspiring me to spend more time and effort on this project than any since “Midlife Crisis”.  As I said, however, this is for my brother Dave Wurzer.  David and I see things from polar opposite ends of the political spectrum, but it is amazing how much we have in common.

Lotsa Love!

John T. Wurzer

