Perfect Nonsense about Perfect Nonsense
· Absolutely not what the songs are about.

· All songs except Keep Going written by John T. Wurzer

· Keep Going written by Steve Tipton, John Wurzer, Monica Krause, Zoomer and Bob Faust.
· This project is dedicated to my cousin Tamara.
I Can’t Get You Off Of My Mind #178 (Ode to my next pack of cigarettes)

· I’ve always said that quitting smoking was like being dumped by a woman that you love more than you have ever loved anything else in the world, in front of all of your friends and family, after which she kicks you in the balls.  After four years it still feels that way.
Perfect Nonsense (Ode to things I do every day that I will never understand)

· It doesn’t matter how many maps I buy, I can never figure out exactly what road I’m on, why it was paved in the first place, or where it is supposed to be leading.

Rainy Christmas (Ode to those who knew us too early to know how strong we really are)

· Christmas seems to have a way of capturing the best and the worst of all of everyone’s memories.

Keep Going (Ode to those who helped me write this ode)

· Thanks to Steve Tipton, Monica Krausse, Zoomer, and Bob Faust who wrote verses for me.  I offered up the opportunity to everyone on my website mailing list to send me a verse to this song.  I was surprised at how few of my site visitors are going through hell, or will admit that they are.  Still, I think the experiment was a success.
Still My Lover (Ode to moments when everything is quiet and you can feel the softest breeze emanating from a wisp of your lover’s breath)
· It totally freaks me out to think of my grandparents having sex.  Soon I’ll be as old as they were when they first etched their memories on my mind.  It blows me away when I see two people who manage to spend their entire adult lives together.  It’s way harder than I ever imagined it to be.

Forgotten How to Win (Ode to Murphy’s Law, Cialis, and Viagra)

· As one gets older so much of the time and energy in one’s life is spent on maintenance instead of exploring and building.  Hard to imagine a victory if one is only maintaining what they already have instead of reaching for something new and different.
Rivers and Streams (Ode to a slightly chilly, foggy, peaceful morning)

· If you never jump into the river then it just passes you by.  If you jump into the river you find that you have very little control over where you are going.  The current is far too strong for most of us.  In the end, most of us are (as my junk-mail reads) “current residents”.

I Don’t Want To Miss You (Ode to a piece of mind that I pawned long ago to pay off a credit card bill)

· I wonder if there is something profound in the reality that a preponderance of the pleasures that we seek are forbidden, lacking society’s blessing, or just no good for us at all.

Dessert Anyone (Ode to a slice of pumpkin pie)
· When I first wrote this I was sure that I had written it before.  As it turned out I found out that I’ve been writing it over and over again for about the past ten years; I just haven’t been singing it.

Hollow Place (Ode to the inside of the inside of my mind where my heart wrestles constantly with my conscience, selfishness and pride)

· Some songs should only be played once.  I wish I had recorded this the night I wrote it.  It blew me away.  I think I may have dreamed the whole thing.

Knockout (Ode to a smelly pair of boxing gloves)

· After almost thirty years of being on my own I don’t think I’m any closer to figuring out why I wanted to be on my own in the first place.  If I was trying to get away from something then I must have succeeded because I don’t even remember what it was.
No One Knows (Ode to self inflicted ignorance)
· If I told you I’d have to kill you six hundred and twelve times.

Twisted, Knotted, and Confused (Ode to signature service)
· It is true that life is a journey; however the puzzle is not so much about where you are going; it is more about why you are going there in the first place.

Nothing To Do with Our Love (Ode to irrelevance)
· Love is not found in a poem, a song, a wallet, a credit card, a greeting card, a house of cards, the realization that life is hard, or any of those things that most people touch three hundred and fourteen times a day.  Love just is.  Love always changes.  Love is something different today than it was yesterday and it will be something else tomorrow; the best that you can hope for is that it stays around.

Stick a Fork in Me I’m Done with You (Ode to cat and foot)

· Who would’ve thought that seeking storage solutions and monitoring the cooking process could produce such bizarre results?

Graveyards (Ode to perfect nonsense and overpriced therapy)
· Once I’ve experienced something it never really goes away.  Others tell me that you have to “work through” these things; that you have to “find closure”; that you can’t “repress”.  I don’t repress anything, however I don’t actually forget anything either.  I think that true emotional healing is like an incredibly long funeral procession; even when it is over and the corpse has long since been buried; it is okay to visit the cemetery once in awhile and try to remember the good things.

Lots of love

And a hope for peace

John

