T-TATO (Pronounced “Tah-Tay-Toe”)

Life, such as it is can sometimes be described as a tumbling rolling thunderstorm of frustrations; a fruit basket of amazement; a sea of tranquility; a cascade of phases; a dance of days; a dramatic fantastic spastic fit of insanity controlled and tamed only by an overwhelming urge to move on towards something else. 
I once said that, in the end, the only thing really worth doing in this life is to spend your time, energy, and resources helping other people get through it.  I still believe that.  Now I need to figure out how to “live that phrase”.

This, That, and the Other
Advice to Nieces and Nephews
12/17/2011
· This song kind of sums it up.  Life is never perfect.  Life is never fair.  Life is a competition where the things that we do to survive compete for your time with the things that we do to stay sane.  I was lucky enough to survive a rather large portion of my life during which I ignored the former and focused only on the latter.  Thus, I actually have no regrets.  I’m merely bewildered like everyone else.

[bookmark: _GoBack]The Blues All of the Time
Abraham Lincoln’s Geico Auto Insurance Blues
07/28/2011
· Diane used to crack up during the Geico commercial where Mary Todd asks Honest Abe Lincoln whether the dress she has on makes her look fat.  Abe, being the honest man that he was couldn’t really say anything at all.  (Rock.  Hard Place.  Abe.)  I spent several weeks trying to fit that scene into a song and finally wrote this song while sitting on the deck playing guitar last July.  Amazing what lengths I will go to just to fit one line into a song.  The line shows up in the second to last verse.  (“And pretty soon it won’t matter if you look fat or if I said anything.”)

Dragons and Fairies
My Professional Life
01/04/2012
· I actually came up with this song while in a bathroom stall at work.  Fellow employees escape to the bathroom to read comic books and occasionally leave them there.  I looked at the pamphlet sitting on top of the toilet paper dispenser, noticing the dragon, the woman with all the cleavage, the fairies, the zombies, etc. and couldn’t help but form the basis to this song in my mind.  It sat there for several weeks before I decide it was time to write it.  I’m still not sure whether it was a good idea to actually record it.  

This and That
Ellicott City at Sunset
8/21/2011
· Written at sunset on the deck outside our back door.  I was kind of wishing Diane was sitting there with me.



Is She Leaving Town?
How Does She Steal The Moisture From The Evening?
04/24/2011
· This is one of many songs that I wrote in airplanes and airports on my way back from Panama City Beach, Florida last April.  Many thanks to my sister Theresa for suggesting I kick off my fiftieth year of life by making that trip.  During the trip, the golf was sadly mediocre; however seeing my younger brother and sister with their respective families was great.  I volunteered to be bumped off my return flight for a hefty travel voucher and afforded myself approximately 16 hours to write poetry.  It was the perfect end to a superb extended weekend escape.  I’m still not sure what this song is about, but sometimes they just write themselves.  It must have something to do with my wife, mustn’t it?

Hiking through the Forest
Encounters with the Oracle
4/24/2011
· Another song from 4/24/11.  I remember I was trying to write some kind of fairy-tale story.  It really didn’t work out that way.  It ended up more like the recollection of a road not taken.

Taking My Time
Miscellaneous Thoughts at the Panama City Beach Airport
04/24/2011
· My plane back to Baltimore was not scheduled to leave until late morning or early afternoon, I can’t remember.  Everyone else’s flights left early in the morning so I got to the Panama City Beach airport very early.  I was so early that I was there prior to the time when you are legally allowed to check your luggage.  I sat down on a bench with my guitar case, golf clubs, luggage, laptop, etc. watching the coffee shop across the airport from me.  This was the first song I wrote that day.  I was incredibly long, but I had all the time in the world so I didn’t really care.  It was originally going to be one LONG RUN ON SENTENCE, however I soon discovered I couldn’t write a sentence that long and decided I would try to start as many sentences as I could with the same word that ended the previous sentence.  I did manage to end each verse with the phrase that started it.  I killed a good hour and a half writing this.

Transient
Things Don’t Come Back Tomorrow and Feel Like Yesterday
4/24/2011
· This was the second song I wrote in the airport on that day in April.  This killed another hour and a half and I have no idea what it is about.  I was bearing down on my fiftieth birthday and trying to get the mid-life crisis stuff out of my system.  When I pulled these lyrics out months later to make a song out of them I was amazed at how dark the entire thing was.  There was another song that was even darker than this called “flying so low” that I wrote while one of my planes was landing, but I decided to kill that one.  This gets the point across.  You can’t go back.  You have to go forward.  Don’t look for what used to make you happy.  Look for what will make you happy tomorrow and the year after that.  Thanks to Diane for solving one of the verses and giving me the word “vile”.  She probably regrets that now.



I Can’t See You Tonight
Not Quite Blind Drunk
04/21/2011
· Sometimes I think of a line that I think absolutely needs to be in a country song.  In this case it was, “I’m not quite blind drunk, but I must be, because I just can’t see you tonight.”  I couldn’t form a song around this for the entire experiment that was the CD “THIS”, so I gave it one more shot on my way to Panama City Beach.  I originally wrote this as a duet where the male and female sang alternate verses but had to change it due to lack of a vocal collaborationist.

Treat Me Nice
Cities That Rhyme With Dirty Words
11/23/2011
· Sometimes I get carried away with the word play.  Such is the case here.  I just wanted to see how many dirty words I could put in the listener’s head without actually saying any of them.  Still, I love playing this.  I find it infinitely amusing.

Ice Cold Fusion
Anticipation and Nostalgia Striking a Common Chord
4/24/2011
· When I sit in an airport and watch other people interact I can’t help but pretend that I know exactly what they’re thinking.  In this instance a 20 year old woman and a 60 year old man sat next to each other and actually started to talk to one another.  I totally made up the rest of it.

Ribbons of Moonlight
Adventures In Quest Of Artistic Fulfillment
02/04/2012
· Every once in a while, but less often now that I’m older, the music writes the song.  I started strumming this song and had the chords figured out in about 10 minutes.  The lyrics took another half hour to write because the music just seemed to be speaking them to me.  I know that sounds like something that a singer-songwriter says when introducing a song at a coffee shop, but that’s really how it happened with this one.  Almost effortless.  Recording it, on the other hand was a cumbersome experience because it didn’t quite fit with any of my many vocal abominations.  In the end, it “is what it is”.

Children and Their Playthings
America’s Stage is Going Dark
4/24/2011
· Here’s another one from an airport.  If you take yourself out of the picture and watch everyone with their smart phones, I-pods, I-pads, Droids, Kindle’s, etc.  sitting there “connecting” with the world while ignoring each other; and then glance back at the first section of the newspaper; it could make you write a song like this.  Somehow it appears that “reality” is actually more of a contrivance than it is anything that actually exists.  At least that is what we as a society would like to believe.


Waiting for a Train Part 2
This Railroad Track Goes On Forever
Unknown Origination Date
· I’m not exactly sure when I started or finished writing this.  I thought it was such a great song that I ran upstairs and played it for Diane.  She liked the part where I said I wasn’t looking for a brand new wife.  About 25 years ago I wrote a song called Waiting for a Train.  That song was about the death of Roy Orbison.  This song is my favorite on the whole album.  It is about how the railroad track goes on forever, but absolutely no trains come back to carry us away.  Please listen to it twice.

Water Instead of Beer
Airline Drink Service Mishap
04/24/2011
· On the last leg of my long journey back from Panama City Beach, I ordered a beer from the Southwest Airlines flight attendant.  When they finally started delivering the drinks, she gave me a glass of water instead of the beer I had ordered.  Never one to cause a fuss, I looked up and thanked her.  She served drinks to those across the aisle and those sitting behind me before she turned around and said, “You asked for a beer, didn’t you?”  I acknowledged that she was right and she promised to bring me a beer after she got done serving the others.  I wrote these verses in between the moment that she screwed up my order by bringing me a glass of water and the time that she brought me my beer.  (Which I was never charged for.) I wrote these verses.  I thought that it would have been a cool story that someone would have told their kids one day; if a husband had met his wife in just this same circumstance.  (With her screwing up his order on an airplane.)  I don’t even remember what the flight attendant looked like, or what her name was, but I thought it was pretty cool that I didn’t have to pay for the beer.
· 
Upside Down
The Ultimate Facebook Invitation
4/24/2011
· I wrote this in a bar halfway home.  I think it was Nashville.  I’m not really sure.  The whole thing was kind of a blur.  I was just trying to kill time.  The subtitle came later when I realized that it sounded more like I was surfing Facebook than writing a song.  This is my second favorite song on this album.

And so ends my fiftieth year.  I hope everyone enjoyed THIS, and THIS, THAT, AND THE OTHER.  We will just have to see where the music leads me next.


