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Angel Eyes

By John T. Wurzer

Look up over your head the skies are filled with fire

Look down on the ground the ground’s on fire too

Everyone in the world is chasing false desires

Kissed you goodbye this morning, you said, “I love you!”

Angel eyes

Empty skies

The fire dies

No more angel eyes

Woman at the water cooler said the world was bleeding

Her face as white as the sheets you wrapped around your waist

Last time I saw you naked as your smile was feeding

Something I felt last night while in a warm embrace

Angel Eyes

Empty Skies

The fire dies

No more angel eyes

What give a man the right to set the wheels of an endless night in perpetual motion?

What kind of ghastly thought inspires a deed so full of evil and commotion?

What is done is already done.  Someone covered up the sun.

As if they were the only one.  Who had an axe to grind.

With a world that’s so unkind.  To every solitary mind and every soul.  

That’s looking for answers.

If you find one, let me know?

An Afghan mountain shepherd drives his herd to pasture

While his wife is home nursing their newborn son

Thunder rocks the hillside, the horizon trembles

He thinks he hears a baby’s scream and then hears none.

Where Are You Going?

By John T. Wurzer

Where are you going

In this great big world tonight?

It feels like it’s snowing.

It’s been so long since I held you tight.

Where are you going?

Should I be waiting for a call

A cold wind is blowing

Summer nights turn into fall

Give me an address or a trail.

Write me a letter.  Send me a postcard in the mail.

Where are you going

In this great big world tonight?

Can I hitch a ride?

The last time I touched you

You were sleeping on the couch

I didn’t make noises

I was as quiet as a mouse

The last time we parted

You said, “I won’t be gone for long.”

Your path was uncharted

Tell me, what are we doing wrong?

Give me a hint or a crooked sign

Tell me that you’re still really mine.

Where are you going

In this great big world tonight?

Can I hitch a ride?

Truck Stop Tragedy

By John T. Wurzer
Walked into the truck stop down the road

Found a little lady who was feeling cold

Her skin was white, her hair was blond

I bought a cup of coffee and offered her some

She looked at me, spit out her gum

She took a sip, she wasn’t fond

She said, “I can see you’re a dry-cleaned boy

Probably moved here from Illinois

Probably got a cornfield in your mind.”

I asked her why she had a tear on her lip

She said, “ Hey buddy, let me give you a tip,

There’s no point in look for what you ain’t gonna find.

She said:

There’s no place better to die than here

With an ice cold broad and a luke-warm beer,

That’s alright, yes that’s alright

If she’s singing along

There’s no place better to lay you down

Than a river of tears with a lonely sound

That’s alright, yes that’s alright

Ain’t nothing wrong

At least you’re writing a song

I picked up the check, she followed me out

She got in my car, said there ain’t no doubt

You’ve been alone, for far too long

Her halter top was falling off

Her braless breasts began to cough

As she reached out, to turn the radio on

She said, “I can see you’ve got a worried mind,

And I don’t mean to be unkind

But no matter how far you drive you’ll still be lost.”

I asked her why she gave a damn

She told me that it really wasn’t part of her plan

It just happens.  But it’s worth the cost.
Because:

There’s no place better to die than here

With an ice cold broad and a luke warm beer,

That’s alright, yes that’s alright

If she’s singing along

There’s no place better to lay you down

Than a river of tears with a lonely sound

That’s alright, yes that’s alright

Ain’t nothing wrong

At least you’re writing a song

We ended up in a cheap motel

On the border between heaven and hell

She brought the ice, I brought the wine

The room was dark and the sheets were cold

When it was over I was feeling old

Her hands were rough, my thoughts were kind

She said, “You know this can’t happen again,

I’m a highway child, you’re a dripping pen

But perhaps we ought to try it one more time.”

I asked her why she had to run away

She told me that tomorrow was yesterday

As I started to repeat her worn out line

There’s no place better to die than here

With an ice cold broad and a luke-warm beer,

That’s alright, yes that’s alright

If she’s singing along

There’s no place better to lay me down

Than a river of tears with a lonely sound

That’s alright, yes that’s alright

Ain’t nothing wrong

At least I’m writing a song
Taking the Long Way Home

By John T. Wurzer

Sunrise

Morning mist on the meadow

Daybreak

Morning mist has to fade

Wildlife

Morning mist for to swallow

Your eyes

Something I can’t evade

I’m taking the long way home

Finding a shortcut there

Out of the danger zone

No need to say a prayer

I guess I’d be free if you were looking at me

And I was touching your child-like hair

If you’re there, why don’t you pick up the phone.

You must be taking the long way home

Her eyes

Aqua blue in the moonlight

Unwise 

To try to make sense of the past

White lies

Covered with black ash and graphite

Disguised

As something I thought would last


I’m taking the long way home

Finding a shortcut there

Out of the danger zone

No need to say a prayer

I always feel free when you’re looking at me

And I’m touching your child-like hair

If you’re there, why do I feel so alone?

You must be taking the long way home.
It’s a long road

The fist of the night is unfolding

So cold

The chill of a three A.M. breeze

All told

It’s you that I want to be holding

Breaking the mold

I’m crawling to you on my knees

I’m taking the long way home

Finding a shortcut there

Out of the danger zone

No need to say a prayer

We’ve got to get free, so start looking at me

And brush back that child-like hair

If you’re there, I’ll be there no matter how far you roam

We’re just taking the long way home.

My Baby’s Got A Blue Brassier

By John T. Wurzer

My baby’s got a blue brassier

I’ve been trying to cheer it up all year

It hardly ever gets no rest 

It’s always holding up her breasts

Born at Victoria’s Secret

Hanging out there on the rack

Waiting for someone to cling to

It jumped in the pink striped sack

She paid for the clasp.  She held it so dear

My baby’s got a blue brassier

My baby wears a business suit

Amazing that she still looks cute

High-heeled shoes with open toes

She sure knows how to buy nice clothes

When she gets home from a hard day

She strips on the way to the bed

Peels off those silky pantyhose

Turns and then shakes her head

She’s looking at me.  Says, “I gotta get free!”

It falls to the floor and sheds one last tear

My baby’s got a blue brassier

In a closet full of lingerie

Pink garters and a negligee

Can’t but help let go a smirk

At the chump who’s doing all the work

Born at Victoria’s Secret

It sits in the back of a drawer

Smiles at her every morning

Begs to be worn some more

She straps it on, and looks in the mirror

My baby’s got a blue brassier

Heart On Your Dresser

By John T. Wurzer

Sweet Melinda went to the hoedown braless and confused

Met Rielly Thomas Campbell as they were lining up in twos

She was wearing leather hot pants and lipstick made of wine

Rielly said, “Can you remember when?!”

Hell, it’s been a long long time.

Sweet Melinda said, “I’ve been  living on my own

Since you left me at the altar, standing all alone

Stranded in the church-house with my family gathered round

When the preacher asked you to say I do, you’d already left town.

REFRAIN

I left my heart on your dresser but you dusted it away

Into a big pile of sawdust upon our wedding day

It got swept up in the lonely years and set out with the trash

I left my heart on your dresser because I knew this wouldn’t last

Reilly tried to answer while his eyes were still upon her

He said, “How was I to know that she was the maid of honor.”

“If I had it to do over I’d wipe away your tears!”

Melinda shook her head and said.

“You’ve been that way for years!”

REFRAIN

There’s a moral to this story, there’s a moral to this song

Situations just like this have been going on too long

Reilly asked her one more time as he was looking at his watch.

Sweet Melinda laughed at him, and kicked him in the crotch

REFRAIN

Invisible Man

By John T. Wurzer

Everyone was pointing, staring, whispering, and speculating as

They prepared to peel the mask off of his face

The ten-year trial was finally over

The witnesses for the defense had been exiled in disgrace

Reporters, guards and cameramen kept straining for a view

Like a child at some parade on a rainy Veterans Day

Eating cotton candy with an American flag in his left hand

Wishing he was older, taller, or that the sun would come out and the umbrellas would go away

Everyone was pointing, staring, whispering, and speculating as

They walked him from the squad car to the jail

The ten-year manhunt was finally over

The finest criminal scientists had eventually picked up on his trail

Reporters, guards, cameramen and gossip columnists dangled microphones and questions in front of his eyes

While he smiled a sarcastic smile and shook his head

Being pushed and shoved and jostled around, poked and prodded

Like a newborn baby at a family reunion, as it is sprawled out on the living room floor wishing it was lying in bed.

Everyone was pointing, staring, whispering, and speculating as

They watched the story about the set up and the fraud on the evening news

The ten-year-old search for a suitable scapegoat was finally over

This was the answer!  This was the crime!  This was the source and the driving force behind the blues.

Reporters, detectives, cameramen, and interested spectators

Were mauling evidence at the scene of the conspicuous crime

Like a passionately evil princess who stands there in front of her magic mirror

And doesn’t realize that the answer has been there all the time.

Everyone was pointing, staring, whispering, and speculating as

They prepared to peel the mask off of his face

Years of insurrection and frustration once locked safely in the closet

Leaked out viciously upon the hallowed halls of justice

Spreading jealousy and anger all over the place

Reporters, winos, vagrants, and interested spectators

Wearing thigh high leather boots and plastic sacks upon their feet 

Were waiting impatiently to hear the bailiffs call

When the jury filed in, he was grinning a grin

Because they took off his mask only to find that he wasn’t there at all.

Looking For Me

By John T. Wurzer

I find myself in mirrored rhyme

Pages turning towards the end of time

Full circles full of useless crime and stains

An anthem of the first degree

Washes teardrops over me

I haven’t got the time to see the chains

While the footsteps fall

On a trampled heart

Bleeding by the wall

Hoping it can start

Back where it began

So alive and free

It says, “You must be looking for someone else.

You can’t be looking for me.”

I lost my soul in a vacant lot

With a shot of gin and an ounce of pot

A girl who said forget me not, and then sat.

I lost my conscience back a ways

In a tidal wave of naked days

When someone wins, someone always pays for that. 

And the footsteps fell

On a trampled heart

Bleeding by the well

Hoping it could start

Back where it began

So alive and free

You must be looking for someone else tonight

You surely aren’t looking for me

Another year

Another song

Another right turned into wrong

Another daylight hour is born too soon.

Yesterday is far away

October nights in lingerie

Only sometimes I sit staring at the moon.

One More Beer

By John T. Wurzer
In a smoke filled dormitory eighteen years ago

I remember painting pictures of the ice and snow

On a night when something turned into something wrong

I remember telling friends I’d never live this long

As the scent of teen-aged ignorance flowed back and forth

And the wheels of adolescence took a senseless course

There was nothing in my eyes except a simple fear

A peace pipe, and a cigarette, and one more beer

Surprised as I awoke and I was twenty-nine

My whole life a twisted metaphoric nursery rhyme

A poison page of history that lost its place

Inside a dead end tunnel with a swollen stolen face

Existing just to stay there and avoid the sun

Watching days turn into years of being half undone

While the sentimental demons screamed “the end is near!”

Another lonesome cigarette and one more beer

A stylish bit of wisdom threw me to the floor

A sunburned Texas night when I was thirty-four

Emotionally empty as the summer moon arose

Astounded by her beauty, she was wearing peasant’s clothes

A silhouette of passion and a healing broken heart

The fight was almost over, and I never heard it start

I don’t know why I chose that place to let my soul appear

Let me write another folk song, and buy another beer

Memories and broken empty romance lose their place

They can’t even find my nightmares, they haven’t left a trace

I keep sipping on a cold one, it’s going to my waist.

Who is that man in the mirror, and what happened to his face!

Metabolism

By John T. Wurzer

I slipped into a nightmare

Watching the election

Calling for a wheelchair

From the bleacher section

Sitting in the cheapest seats

With a simple-minded crown

I couldn’t feel the feeling

Like a bride without a wedding gown

My hair is getting thinner

The nights are growing shorter

I’m standing at the river

Trying to cross the border

Someone turned my smile into a frown

My metabolism’s slowing down

He poisoned all the voters

But couldn’t get elected

Too much on his shoulders

Just as he suspected

I watched them build a castle

Set up to be torn down

My arteries start to rattle

Everybody is leaving town

A nuclear enchantment

Left the oil fields on the edge

Fanatics and enhancement

Balanced on the ledge

Daddy scared the boogie-man

Now his son is hanging around

To hell with this prosperity

Pick your rifle up off the ground

Television Sucks

By John T. Wurzer
I met a little lady in a barroom

She was staring at TV

Even during commercials

She didn’t sneak a glance at me

I asked her how she was doing

And she told me to shut up

There’s only one conclusion

Television Sucks!

Television sucks

Gomer Pyle

Gilligan’s Isle

Television Sucks

I met a little lady in church once

Her head was bowed in prayer

I asked her what she was praying for

She said, “I want to be a millionaire!”

She didn’t even seem to notice

When Jesus spoke to me

Her eyes were in a sacred trance

Watching a laptop TV
Television sucks

Too many dead ends

Now she’s watching “Friends”

Television sucks

I met a little lady in paradise

Naked as the virgin dew

Staring a bright red apple

It seemed she didn’t have a clue

I tried to read her some poetry

And I heard somebody hiss

Said she didn’t have time for me

She was inventing the satellite dish

Television sucks

I couldn’t revive her

She was watching survivor

Television Sucks

Craters

By John T. Wurzer

The air keeps getting colder and the light keeps getting dimmer

There’s a monkey on my shoulder that keeps calling me a winner

Tomorrow stole the moment from the jaws of resurrection

The air keeps getting colder, honey, where is the connection

On the left side

Looking out and looking in

On the right side

There’s a man with thicker skin

In the middle

Where the fantasy dissolves

It hurts a little

But this planet still revolves

And spins around

Get your feet back on the ground

Where is the road?

Was it a story that they told? 

To ease your mind

In a world that’s deaf and blind

Twenty miles behind

And constantly defined

By the traitors who designed this human heart

If they keep mixing tomorrow with yesterday

Where are we going to start?

I can barely feel my fingers and my toes are wrapped in ice cubes

The past so often lingers.  It keeps giving me the light blues

If tomorrow stole the moment, it left too many traces

The air keeps getting colder and it’s freezing all the faces

Stuck With Me

By John T. Wurzer

You look into the jungle and you see the tiger

Can’t you tell that he’s not me

I’m down to my last cigarette I lost my lighter

Camped out in the branches of the tallest tree

Let the world go by

At it’s evil pace

I’ve got a lullaby

Leaking through my face

Can you ease the pain?

Can you stop the clock?

After all this time

I’m too old to Rock

And roll a joint

What’s the point

I’ve got to be what I’ve got to be

I hope that’s alright…with you

Whatcha gonna do?

You’re stuck right here with me.

You look into my eyes and you see the savior

Can’t you tell that he’s not me

I’m living in a prison. Don’t know when I came here

You’re sleeping right beside me.  I can’t set you free.

Look into my heart and you will see your lover

That’s all that I was ever meant to be

Leaving Sparta

By John T. Wurzer

It’s a dirty old town I know, no place to come or go

And nothing to do after it gets dark

All the good jobs are gone; the whole world has done you wrong

They’re building a landfill in the park

Everything’s cold and gray; even the hottest day

Can chill you from your forehead to your shoes

The landscape is barren waste, black soot on every face

And even the nuns have got the blues

I wish you peace and prosperity

Good health and clarity

Contentment and food upon your plate

I wish you love, hope and happiness

But you’ll never get there; I guess

Until you’ve buried all of your hate

There’s nothing much more to say; now that we’ve walked away

Now that we’ve shed our blood and fear

I’ll remember the good old days; the fourth of July and a New Year’s haze

A bottle of wine and a can of beer

Waking at dawn to see; the sunrise alive and free

Dewdrops that cling to the waking morn 

 A ghost town of bitter men; a notebook, a twelve cent pen,

It’s hard to believe it helped me be reborn

I wish you peace and prosperity

Good health and clarity

Contentment and food upon your plate

I wish you love, hope and happiness

But you’ll never get there; I guess

Until you’ve buried all of your hate
