Slides

By John T. Wurzer

I considered making my family guess what all these songs were about.  So if you are a family member and want to guess, stop reading now.  All songs were digitally recorded on my TASCAM 788 in 24 bit mode.  Backing tracks that I did not play myself were composed with Jammer Professional software and mastered using Cakewalk Sonar 3 software.  (Just in case you were wondering how I do this.)  Thanks to my incredible wife, Diane, for letting me indulge myself in this hobby.  I put this together in less than a month, as most of 2004 I was scanning slides and burning DVDs. 

About The Songs

Two Crackers

Simply my way of saying that I did the best I could scanning all those slides.  There were some days that I sat at my computer for twelve hours straight.  I had a sore wrist, a sore back and of course an overloaded psyche.

R.E.M. Sleep

I discovered early on during the scanning process that it required considerable quantities of beer.  If I didn’t drink enough, my brain would go into R.E.M. rebound mode as soon as I fell asleep.  Some of the dreams were incredibly weird.  All of them contained family members.

They Danced

This was written for my sister Rose Marie and her husband Charles.  There aren’t actually any slides of Rose and Charles dancing, but I wrote this just the same.

Oh, Baby

I wrote this for my Niece Gabrielle.  I often wonder what she’s thinking.  I’m pretty sure that she probably thinks about the same things I did at her age.

Wrapping Up
This was written late at night after finishing up one of the boxes of slides.  The past often makes me speculate about the future.

Devil’s Bed

I call this one, “Advice to Michael Wurzer on a miscellaneous birthday.”  It’s for Mike.  He’s learning to play guitar.  I lent him Georgie so that he could get started.  Someday he might need to sing it to himself.

Genesse River
This was written at the River House in August 2004.  It is dedicated to the memory of Esther and John Wurzer (My grandparents.)  I also scanned their slides and transferred some of their movies to DVD during this year of memory restoration.  I don’t think they could have possibly known what that little cabin on the Genesse River would end up meaning to all of their grandchildren.  It is more precious than any Christmas or Birthday gift.

Hole in the Wall

My sister Theresa made a painting once of a brick townhouse façade that looks very much like the building on the Seinfeld show.  I was scanning slides of her paintings when I came up with this song.  It’s pretty weird and should have been recorded at a faster pace; however, my electric guitar skills are not quite up to that.  Regardless, I wrote it for her.

Scenes
I guess I wrote this for my mother.  I just want her to know that I’m pretty sure that I still believe in God, but I can’t seem to make out what he’s saying.  I’ve been fooling around with the guitar part on this for at least ten years.  At least I finally found a song for it.

Carnival Girl

Ok, I got a little wild with the arrangement and effects here.  It’s for my sister Ellen.  I hope she enjoys it.

About The Song

When my wife, Diane, is away on business I miss her a bunch.  I sometimes wonder what would have happened had we met much earlier in life when we both cared more about our art than our careers.  We probably wouldn’t have found time for each other; however, it’s a warm possibility.
Setting Sun
For everyone I knew, or one of my close friends knew, who passed away during 2004.  Grandpa Haefner, Grandma Kern, Lucy Stoughton, Tom Jones, Eric Burkhardt’s dad, Philip Fournier’s mother, Jim Tillman, and others that I can’t recall right now.  It makes me realize how lucky I am to have the slides to help me remember my family and my past.  I only hope that I’m leaving the right things behind for others to someday remember me.

Paper and Tin

I’m not sure who this is about.  I think that I started to write it for Steve, but the slides changed it.  Let’s just say that it’s from me to those who suffer loss.

A Little Less Time
I started working on this last spring.  When Grandpa Haefner died I decided to write it for him.  This track is probably the 27th take of this song.  It seems to do more for me emotionally than it does musically or lyrically.  My cousin Mary was going to read this at the funeral service, but it just didn’t sound right, so we decided not to do so.  I think that the song is better played on a quite warm July evening with no tape recorders running.

Four Floors Above Reality

I have no idea where this came from.  Sometimes stories just make themselves up in my head.  It’s the only song on this CD with any kind of a wry twist to it.  I guess I’ll dedicate it to all those who look to me for the “novelty songs”, although it’s really just a folk song.

Humid Blanket

For the better part of ten years I hardly saw my family at all.  Then my father died.  The last time that I saw him, he cried; not for how much he would miss watching his children and grandchildren grow, but rather about how much he missed being able to go to work everyday.  I just wonder if during my extended absence, he missed me.
Slow Down

I started writing this while doing yard work two years ago.  It’s for Diane.  I so look forward to growing old with her.  We both just need to learn how to slow down, relax, and enjoy it.

