Perfect Nonsense and 14 Other Unresolved Issues
By John T. Wurzer

You’ve probably looked at the cover image by now and have figured out that this CD is about a FOOT and a CAT.  The foot kept kicking the cat and the cat kept scratching the foot.  This behavior went on for an inconceivable number of years until eventually the foot stopped kicking, turned on its heel, and hopped out the door.  

The cat in turn stopped scratching and ventured out from underneath the chair.  

The foot taught itself never to feel pain regardless of how often or how severely it was scratched.  It plodded through life sometimes stepping on whatever stood in its way; sometimes skipping, galloping, standing on its toes to see over the crowd, and trying to prove something to a once used sandal that no longer knew it existed.
The cat taught itself to get out from under the chair and explore the world; that there are more important things in life than playing with a foot; that no matter where the past may have landed you; or where the present holds you; or where the future leads; that there is nothing more important than knowing your path, respecting your road, and cherishing each day.
Unlike so many stories in nowadays this one had a happy ending.

The cat moved to Quebec and married a extraordinarily wealthy Frenchman named Pierre.

The foot kept on walking down the road until it tripped over a sleeping princess and won her heart by rebuilding her sewing machine.

Years later on a cold rainy afternoon the foot was looking for a pair of shoes in a closet and it jammed its big toe on a heavy dusty cardboard box.  Upon closer inspection the foot discovered that the box was full of cat toys and balls of yarn.  It immediately posted the entire contents of the box on e-bay and tried to sell them.

Years ago I cared for several cats and thus I was intrigued by the box on e-bay.  I was able to buy it for only seventeen dollars and thirty-two cents.  Much to my surprised it contained this batch of songs and a half a dozen mousetraps.  I used the mousetraps throughout the winter and caught five mice with them.  I learned the songs the best I could and recorded them in the dining room one afternoon after leaving work early.

If this whole story sounds like a crock, then it probably is.  If it sounds like it holds some kind of eerie truth in its claws, then it probably does.  If it sounds like I’m hiding something, then I probably am.  If it sounds like I’m revealing something, then you are probably imagining it.  If it doesn’t make any sense to you at all, then you’re probably perfectly alright and you shouldn’t listen to this music anyway.  If you’ve stopped reading by now, then I don’t need to write anymore.

I can’t explain it to you.

It all makes perfect nonsense to me.

Lots of love and a hope for peace,

John

