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So…why bother?





I guess the creation of this can be attributed to several things: 1) Joe Giardino suggesting it to me on a few occasions, and me finally being enamoured of the idea; 2) All this stuff is on cassette and therefore could be eaten at any time, and I do want to keep it, regardless; 3) The ability of one Elisha Dorfsmith to finally make the dream real; and, perhaps most importantly, 4) pure, unadulterated self-indulgence, capped off by the liner notes you’re now reading (and/or that I’m writing strictly to amuse myself, without any real hope of connecting with another human being — you make the call). 


As a “tape-ography,” these selections come from Carl Simmons’ First Farewell Tape (1983), a ragged but sincere attempt at real music (and a liberal amount of parody that tends to be more successful); Free to Be Simmons (1987-1990), a more extensive collection of real songs and parodies, several failed experiments which are for the most part (thankfully) left off here, and a couple very interesting performances with The Librarians (which, despite what credits elsewhere may suggest, normally featured myself on bass and vocals, Rick Neblung on lead guitar & the occasional background vocal, Mike Hegger on drums & Frank “on the Mountain” Rendi on rhythm guitar); Cosmic Bud’s Hootenanny (1989), a live recording with The Librarians which is devoid of editing & therefore rather hit-and-miss (but the hits are pretty good); and We’re All Gonna Die (1990), another solo effort that actually holds together pretty well on its own and therefore, songwise at least, is included in its entirety here (there are several examples, however, where the amplified versions on Cosmic Bud’s Hootenanny were more apropos).


A few words on the Librarians: Three-quarters of the band (me, Rick & Mike) were the remnants of Tension Envelopes, which is a whole ‘nother story (say what you like, Tim Byrnes was a great songwriter, who will soon be on CD as well). The name came when we were invited to play at a open-mike at Jiggs’ Corner in Butler, NJ & promptly realized that we needed a name. We thumbed through Mike’s mother’s book collection, in the basement where we practiced, and came across an encyclopedia heading: “Librarianship as a Career.” That was our full birth name. 


We played our first set to an enthusiastic audience (more enthusiastic than we knew, as notes later in this booklet will reveal), then came back later for a second set; the M.C., who didn’t have the cranial matter to remember our full name, re-introduced us as The Librarians, and that was that. (Despite what the cover suggests, we were never collectively known as Cosmic Bud and the Librarians. But since each of us have used our separate monikers, and it only seemed right to give near-equal billing here, this was the best way to go about doing it. The name “Cosmic Bud,” since you’re probably curious by now, was given to me by Marion; I don’t even think I can explain it. And I’m not going to try.)


Anyway, sometime before that, we’d cranked up the amps on the vacant second floor of the house we were living in at the time and recorded Cosmic Bud’s Hootenanny for my 28th birthday; we played one other gig at Jiggs’, which included an acoustic set afterward by myself, and then I got a real job and that was that. (I’m still convinced that Mike was pissed off about me doing that set by myself — he left before I finished and that was literally our last time together, though that was caused by the aforementioned job and not because Mike “wouldn’t play with us anymore,” so I still don’t know the answer. I suspect his reaction was residue from when Tim did that kind of thing during the latter Envelope years. In reality, it was actually my only live public solo acoustic set of my own stuff anywhere, ever. You missed it.)


Things I wish I/we had captured on tape: A good take of my Talking Heads version of “Badlands” �(it worked; trust me); a good version of any of my early songs (I can still listen to the ideas and appreciate them, but I don’t think I could put anyone through the early performances of said ideas); at least one version of the Replacements’ “Color Me Impressed,” which featured the only real guitar solo I ever nailed (both mine and the original are pure noise, but as John Lennon once said, “I’m not technically very good, but I can make it scream and howl”); and one of those times where we started playing “Gloria” and turned it into a medley of whatever came to mind that night, a la what Moxy Fruvous made a career out of. (My favorite version blew through 15 or so songs in a row, which as I recall included “I Will Follow,” “Take Me to the River,” “Blue Sky Mining Town,” “Pop Song ’89,” “Why Can’t I Be You?” and finally came to a screeching halt near the end of the B-52’s “Roam.” [“take a hip, ta hip…” — I was never sure what Kate Pierson was singing there, but that shouldn’t have stopped us; never did before]). 


So what’ve I done since then? Let’s see….became managing editor of a weekly magazine…. parted ways two-and-a-half-years later after not packing my boss’ suitcase on my daughter’s birthday (on a Sunday, no less)….three years of underemployment/unemployment which included a six-month stint as Publications Director (read: glorified yet thoroughly abused gofer) for the U.S. Chess Federation (now I really hate chess), editor/reporter for a fledgling-then-defunct newspaper, stock boy for Sears, corporate temp….started my own magazine, and folded it back up five years later; met some interesting people along the way, though….saw my two daughters pass through entire stages of development…. got to remember my wife’s name (thus probably saving our marriage)…. another real job that has become increasingly diminishing in returns…. started a successful men’s retreat (eight years’ strong now), hopefully thereby drawing myself and dozens of other men closer to God in the process (laugh now, heathens)…. helped plant a church, and in recent months, became a licensed minister of the Christian & Missionary Alliance (which, by all accounts, is a surprise to no-one but myself)…. and plenty of stuff in between — little of it musical, though. 


For some odd reason, I’ve always taken it as a compliment when someone says, “That sounds like you.” Well, a dozen years later, this still mostly sounds like me. And maybe that’s the main reason for doing this. It’s not often you can look back at yourself and not cringe, and for the most part, despite warts and more warts, dropped notes and all, I like what I did then. If I never do it again I still have this, and that’s a good thing. -- CS


I Was Only Wondering





I was only wondering about me


I was only wondering about you


I was only wondering about everybody, and what it is you think that we’re supposed to do





Life is useless, life is useless, life is useless….So what?





Vanity of vanities, thy name is Humanity, and I don’t know what it is that you’re expecting from me anyway


I’m just standing here and playing; don’t think much ‘bout what I’m saying, ‘cause anybody else could say it on any given day… chorus





So I was only wondering about what I thought I should be wondering about, but I just couldn’t quite figure that out, so I got filled with sorrow and doubt…Boo, hoo — &$@#^% hoo.





So therefore…. I was only wondering….





It would probably behoove you to treat “I Was Only Wondering” through “I Gotta Walk” as a suite, since all five songs were originally written and recorded in the space of two hours in July of 1987. These are all more recent versions — everything except the first two songs are from We’re All Gonna Die; the live versions of “I Was….” and “I Don’t…” from Cosmic Bud’s Hootenanny (which, IMHO, do a good job of capturing the Kinks-like I-don’t-know-how-I-cared-long-enough-to-record-this quality of the songs. They’re pretty cool, besides.) 


The “life is useless” part of “I Was Only Wondering” has less to do with the book of Ecclesiastes and more to do with The Psychedelic Furs — more precisely, Tim Byrnes’ take on Richard Butler’s lyrical outlook (complete with mock-cello backdrop, to hear Tim do it), which I lifted verbatim here (and expound upon in “Love Is Honestly Stupid”). �I had to pick him up off the floor the first time he heard this. 


“You Just Wouldn’t Understand” and “Prayer” are the most unique, and also, probably obviously, the personally hairiest. We tried the first one with the band and it always wound up too jazzy, although that in itself was kinda unique. And yes, that’s baby Jessica Simmons you hear in the fade on “Prayer” and in the early going of “I Gotta Walk.”) Anyway, I still go through this cycle on a regular basis, so there isn’t much need to write more songs about it; I’ll just listen to these ones again.





CS — bass, vocals	Rick Neblung — guitar	Mike Hegger — drums	Frank (on the Mountain) — guitar





I Don’t Quite Feel Anything Today





I don’t quite feel anything today


I can’t be bothered with work or playing


I can’t be bothered with sinning or praying


I don’t quite feel anything today


I would just like to go out of my head


I would just like it if I could be dead





I know that this is not a pretty picture


I know I’m supposed to stand around and smile


But I can’t be bothered with all the formality


Why can’t I just be a human being for awhile?





I don’t quite feel anything today


Give me a pill and let me go home


Where I can just be all alone


I don’t quite feel anything today


Why don’t you just let me get some rest?


I just want to be happily depressed…. chorus





I don’t quite feel anything today


I can’t be bothered with concentrating


I can’t be bothered with loving or hating


I don’t quite feel anything today


Why don’t you just let me go my way? 


I don’t have anything left to say… chorus





CS — guitar, vocals	Rick Neblung — bass	Mike Hegger — drums	Frank (on the Mountain) — guitar








You Just Wouldn’t Understand





You just wouldn’t understand — all the words I’m saying to you


You just wouldn’t understand — the things I knew before I knew you 


You just wouldn’t understand — I don’t need your stupid favors	


You just wouldn’t understand — I’m trying so hard to reach my Savior


You just wouldn’t understand — this clown you see is trying to teach you


You just wouldn’t understand — do I have to take both my fists and beat you?


Listen, just once — the shock, it just might do you good


Listen, just once — you cold and spineless piece of wood





You just wouldn’t understand — that I’m not as hard as I might seem


You just wouldn’t understand — I’m just trying to break your stupid dream


You just wouldn’t understand — how anyone could understand you


You just wouldn’t understand — that there’s no-one that can command you


Listen, just once — the shock, it just might do you good


Listen, just once — I’d shut up if I thought you understood





You just wouldn’t understand — all the words I’m saying to you


You just wouldn’t understand — the things I knew before I knew you 


You just wouldn’t understand — I don’t need your stupid favors	


You just wouldn’t understand — that I’m trying so hard just to reach my Savior





Listen, just once — the shock, it just might do you good


Listen, just once — I’d shut up if I thought you understood


Listen, just once — the shock it just might do you good


Listen, just once — I’d reach you if I only could


Listen….


Why don’t you listen….?





CS — guitar, vocals


Prayer





I’m been praying a long, long time — to the point where it sounds like an endless whine


I gave You my life and I know You took it, but I can’t stop walking from the straight to the crooked





God, why don’t You cleanse me?


God, why don’t You help me?


God, why don’t You stop me


Before I say some more of these stupid things?





God, You gave me death


And God, You gave me life


But God, You know I got no faith


In what tomorrow brings.





CS — guitar, vocals





I Gotta Walk





I got my health, I got a good wife, but not much else is going right in my life


I only got enough time to buy some more time, and the time I have never seems to be mine





Oh, what a feeling — but oh, I can’t feel


Oh, what’s the good of kneeling, when everything I see seems so unreal?





I gotta walk — out of this situation


I gotta walk — out of this place


I gotta walk — out of my own creation


I gotta stare my ugly self right in the face





Well I know, I gotta wake up — gotta smell the roses and lick my coffee cup


Gotta stop bein’ a lazy son-of-a-bitch, and get right out of this ego-proppin’ ditch





Oh, what a feeling — but oh, hope I can feel


Oh, hope I’ll be realizing what it is to finally feel real





You oogy — oogy, oogy, oogy, oogy, oogy


You oogy — oogy, oogy, oogy, oogy, oogy


That’s right, you oogy — oogy, oogy, oogy, oogy, oogy…HUH!





CS — guitar, vocals





Marsha’s Theme/Addendum to Marsha’s Theme





“Marsha’s Theme” is (somewhat) self-explanatory, at least if you’ve ever spent quality time with Marion and I; otherwise you’re better off out of luck. “Addendum to Marsha’s Theme” is actually from a diet tape that I recorded “Marsha’s Theme” over — this is what immediately and serendipitously followed; and again, if you understand the force behind “Marsha’s Theme,” then you’ll understand this.





CS — keyboard, “vocals” (ululation?) 


I Wish I Could Dance Like Elvis Costello





Well, I saw her at the dance and my heart turned to Jell-o


She was lookin’ so good, like Annette Funicello


But I didn’t have the nerve to go up and say hello


I wish I could dance like Elvis Costello, I wish I could dance like Elvis Costello





Well, I’m not the world’s most passionate fellow


But I soon got ashamed of acting so yellow


So I asked for this dance and she said that’d be swell-o


I wish I could dance like Elvis Costello, I wish I could dance like Elvis Costello





So I whirled her around to the sound of a cello


And I held her tight when the music got mellow


It was feeling so right, like the tale of Cinderello


I wish I could dance like Elvis Costello, I wish I could dance like Elvis Costello





But suddenly the dance was stopped with a bellow


‘Cause I stepped on her feet and she sang a cappello


I guess we won’t be spending the night in a motel-o


I wish I could dance like Elvis Costello, I wish I could dance like Elvis Costello





Welcome to the parody section of our program. This is my Richard Thompson hatchet-job, and easily the most affectionate one of the bunch — in more ways than one, I guess. You know how hard it is to come up with words that rhyme with “Elvis Costello”? Now you do. The phrase just stuck, so I ran with it. At least the “o”s add to the Old English folkie nature of the song. 


Note also the tell-tale Kinks reference (see also “Lola”) — interesting also, since the melody here is loosely based on Thompson’s “Woman or a Man?” Both of these coincidences just dawned on me this moment; must be smarter than I think I am — subliminally, anyway.





CS — guitar, vocals





I Believe (Too Much)





I was standing in the County Down


Looking for the ancients, all over town


I was talking with Marvin Gaye and Springsteen and Keats


Down by the stream, where them river beds meets


They said, “Stop following that gypsy crazy Rimbaud”


But I swear I heard those mystic voices coming from my radio





I was standing in the churchyard, feeling that Celtic summer breeze


Blowing up and down from my head to my knees


It was then I heard Blake talking, way down in my soul


He said, “If you want to walk my path, you gotta pay the toll.”


It was then that I knew to be right where I oughta


Right there, smack dab, smack dab, down in the water


I believe — in what I see


I believe — the truth will set me free


And I believe — in what I must do


And I believe — I’ll take a walk down the avenue


I believe, I believe, I believe, I believe, I believe, I believe, I believe, I believe — I believe too much





I saw Dylan and the Buddha sitting down to tea


I saw St. Stephen and Mao Tse Tung — but they didn’t see me


I saw the American mist — over New York City


I saw the blue, blue, blue, blue, blue, blue sunshine in your eyes, and it sure did look pretty


There ain’t no reason for you to be all alone


I’d be in heaven if you’d just follow me home… chorus





“Here is the test of wisdom, / Wisdom is not finally tested in schools, / Wisdom cannot be pass’d from one having it to another not having it, / Wisdom is of the soul, is not susceptible to proof, is its own proof, / Applies to all stages and objects and qualities and is content, / Is the certainty and the reality and immortality of things, and the excellence of things; / Something there is in the float of the sight of things that provokes it out of the soul.”





This one is nothing if not ambitious — everything but the proverbial (and/or metaphysical) kitchen sink here. Seldom have butchered syntax and mixed metaphors been so deliberate. What the heck is “blue sunshine,” anyway? Poor Van. He deserves better. But he got this instead. The quote near the end, by the way, is from “Song of the Open Road” by Walt Whitman — one of the few poets Van Morrison hasn’t quoted, actually.





CS — guitar, keyboard, vocals





Tell Me About It





Don’t leave me here with myself too much longer, or I think that we’re going to kill each other


I see inside and I see outside. but I don’t see anywhere that I can hide


Temporary relief only causes me grief, and damsels in distress just get me depressed


But I don’t want to hide away — I just want to come out and play





So I called up a friend and said I didn’t want to be alone


She said, “Do something about it,” and hung up the phone


I was like I was talking to somebody else


Well, thanks a lot, friend — you’ve been a great help





The word “security” is such a joke to me (tell me about it, tell me about it)


It seems that eternity’s the only hope left to me (tell me about it, tell me about it)


They all promise a breakthrough, no-one ever does it (tell me about it, tell me about it)


I think I am, therefore I wish I wasn’t (tell me about it, tell me about it)





I’ve got a drought of faith in this flood of emotion


Somehow I’ve got to figure out how to navigate this ocean


In the meantime, I’m told that I have to look busy


And this phoniness only makes me more pissy


You’ve learned how much you can give without getting hurt


But if you call that learning, I wish that you were still dirt


I know I shouldn’t be complaining to you


But can’t I have my cake and share it too?





I don’t need the whole world to love me (tell me about it, tell me about it)


One all the time would be more than plenty (tell me about it, tell me about it)


I’ll keep trying and trying, ‘til finally one day (tell me about it, tell me about it)


I’ll live where God don’t exist only on a Sunday (tell me about it, tell me about it — tell me about it, please tell me about it)





I never did get this song quite right, but it’s still important to me for a number of reasons. 


Probably needless to say, it was written after yet another self-destructive exercise in frustration…. er, relationship. I think the tone here is more one of complete bewilderment, although the distress is very real. If y’r looking for anger or disgust, there’s actually another song I wrote years later about the same person; unfortunately I don’t have any recorded version of it, but I still remember the opening verse (imagine your typical I-IV-V progression churning behind it — think “Bob Dylan’s 115th Dream” done per Georgia Satellites’ “Keep Yr Hands to Yourself,” which is pretty appropriate now that I think about it):





She’s got an attitude a mile wide and three inches deep


The only time she listens is when she talks in her sleep


And talking with her is like playing a game of darts


And she says that she’s an artist — honey, where the hell’s your art?





We played that song quite a bit — probably ‘til about the time it slowly began to dawn on Rick who it was about, after which it was politely and quietly put to the side. (Sorry, I can’t report of any fistfights on the matter — I was out of the picture long before Rick was in it. Me and Mike is another story, about another woman, though that never quite came to blows either.)


Anyway, there’s also the other, frankly more important half of it — I was clearly searching for God at the time and didn’t yet understand how much. I wrote this song just before my 21st birthday — which anybody who knows me knows turned out to be a big turning-point, although it took almost another year-and-a-half to actually get on the train. Still, tongue-in-cheek and all, this was me laying it all out.


This song’s also a keeper because it’s the most obvious example of my love for The Kinks — see “Apeman” and any given live version of “The Banana Boat Song (Day-O)” if you haven’t already made the connection. (Ray Davies, in fact, was probably one of the few people drunker than me at this stage of my life.) They remain, IMHO, one of the only three real rock bands ever to have walked the earth (Mott the Hoople and The Replacements are the other two, for the record). God save the Village Green. Hooray for Peter Pumpkinhead too (even though I’m not talking about XTC and Andy Partridge says it’s not about Him, either), for those with ears to hear it anyway.





CS — guitar, vocals














Love Is Honestly Stupid





I don’t want to see the future; this is where I am


I don’t want to be in love, ‘cause I don’t give a damn


The radios are turning blue, there’s music in the air


It goes on and on and on, but I don’t really care


Love is honestly stupid — this I know is true


Love is honestly stupid — and no-one’s as stupid as you





You put on pretty dresses and you throw on cheap perfume


But you still smell just like a fish; you’d better leave the room


Wise men say only fools fall in love, but any fool can see that


I taught, I taught, I taught, I taught I taw a puddy tat


Love is honestly stupid — but I’m just here to screw


Love is honestly stupid — and no-one’s as screwy as you





Every girl’s a president and everything’s a lie


If you don’t want to talk to me, then I won’t say goodbye


I’ve got no ulterior motive, there’s no hidden catch


I don’t want to dance with you — I just want your snatch


Love is honestly stupid — yessiree, o Bob


Love is honestly stupid — and I’m a romantic slob





Well. It doesn’t get much more explicit and/or misogynous than that, does it? A Psychedelic Furs parody, if you can’t ID the voice; wrote it right after getting turned down for a date by the bank teller across the street from the gas station I worked at. But you never would have guessed the underlying premise, right? Anyway, I still think the “puddy tat” line’s a killer, especially coming off what’s actually a pretty sharp turning of an old Elvis line. Come to think of it, Tim fell off his chair a lot while listening to this stuff.





CS — guitar, vocals





Absolutely Pastrami and Positively Jelly Sandwich





I went to the neighborhood deli to get myself a sandwich


I asked for pastrami and jelly and the grocer said, “There’s no such


Thing as that here, I’ll have to let you know.”


I said, “I’m a common criminal and a lonesome hobo.”


He said, “Just wait right here; I’ll see what I can do —


I’ll see if I can get that pastrami-and-jelly sandwich for you.”





He asked me if I wanted that sandwich with peanut butter


I told him, “I ain’t picky; I just came from the gutter.”


Suddenly there came a lady in a fur-lined cotton dress


She yelled nicely at the grocer, “Give me two pounds of your best.”


I dropped my pants and shouted back, “Try this on for size.”


She screamed and smacked me with her purse and gave me two black eyes


The grocer, he came out and asked the lady what the problem was, so


She said, “This meat’s not kosher”; I said, “How would you know?”


She said, “I don’t witness any signs of circumcision.”


I said, “You obviously don’t have 20/20 vision.”


I ran up close to her; I think she was convinced


She ran right out the deli doors; I haven’t seen her since.





Well, the grocer finally gave me my sandwich; he said, “That’ll be $3.50.”


I told him, “Hold it, man, I’m a bum; I’m trying to be thrifty.”


He said, “Don’t give me that line; I work hard to make this money….


Who do you think I am, the fuckin’ Easter Bunny?”


I said, “All right, I‘ll pay it, but don’t expect me back again.”


I paid a bunch and had my lunch, and so my story ends.





Wehhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhlllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll! Everyone’s got a Dylan parody, but mine’s the best. Case closed.





“CS Eliot” — guitar, vocals





Isolation





The John Lennon song. The best song from arguably the best album ever, Plastic Ono Band, although if push comes to shove I’m a Zoom Daddy man myself. This version’s a bit rough, but then so’s the original. In any case, unlike most of my own stuff I don’t think there’s a whole of ambiguity here.





CS — guitar, vocals





Land of the Oblique





Everyone’s looking for some kind of truth


That’s harmless and tasteful and bulletproof


In a land where every border’s blurred


And nothing’s so sacred as the printed word


I can find a new god on every street


And cram it into my life so it seems complete


I can find and not even seek, here in the Land of the Oblique





Everyone says exactly what they mean


The problem is, they mean nothing at all


It’s just the finer art of taking a stand


The kind where you don’t have to take the fall


Where you talk in safe words and cover your back


Because everything’s proof and nothing is fact


And I believe we’re up the creek, here in the Land of the Oblique








Why can’t we admit that we’ve got no direction?


And that nothing down here can offer any protection?


You wanna know why? ‘Cause we love a good lie


That’ll prop our little egos ‘til the days we die


You can’t believe in a thing without stepping on your neighbor


Keep your dogma on a leash, do me that one favor


‘Cause the world spits on the meek, here in the Land of the Oblique





We’ve got plenty of nerve while we’re acting nervous


And there’s nothing at all beneath the surface


It’s a sad little joke of a three-ring circus


And if I’m sure of one thing, you can bet that I’m sure of this:


That we’ve got no real, let alone a hidden, purpose


And that all of our values are cheaper than worthless


And my backbone’s getting weak, here in the Land of the Oblique





My love song to Mario Cuomo. (Remember him? No? Good.) I dedicated it to him at the Jiggs’ gig, in fact. “You can’t legislate morality,” my a** — what are laws, then? The song applies to any hypocritical standards, but especially to the politically correct ones that say, “We’re not forcing anything on you….and why are you so close-minded when it’s all about choice (our choice …. but we’re not legislating anything, nosirree bob). And if you can’t accept it, you’re just being intolerant and inflexible and unconstitutional besides.” Yeesh. At least the Moral Majority / Christian Right / choose your own pejorative (I prefer “literalist lobotomies”) has all its cards on the table, even if they’re not playing with a full deck. 


(sigh) Anyway: Tried a fast version by myself and with the band; the latter was noticeably better but still sounded too much like R.E.M. covering “Born to Run.” The lyrics are a bit heavy-handed, but this way it hurts more when you smack people over the head with them. Hey, you take it where you can get it.





CS — guitar, vocals





The Idiot Girl and the Bastard Twin/20 Years Later





The Idiot Girl and the Bastard Twin  — each thinking the other committed the original sin


Neither one cares who get caught in the middle, while they’re drowning themselves in each other’s spittle


Why don’t they just go ahead and kill each other? 


Why don’t they just get it over with? 





The Idiot Girl and the Bastard Twin — tear each other up, never put it back together again


Destroying everything in each other’s path — so pathetic, it almost makes me want to laugh


But there’s someone out there with unhealed scars


Ffeeling like the garbage those two really are





The Idiot Girl and the Bastard Twin — both are the prey, and each is the victim 


But they keep building and building and building the hate, ‘till one or the other disintegrates


Just another competition — how much garbage could we toss?


I don’t know who won — I only know that I lost


I wish I was a kid again, so girls could pick me up and cuddle me and go, “Oh, ain’t he cute”


And act like themselves, instead of someone else, like right here, twenty years later


We could play games where there aren’t any winners; we could freely admit that we were only beginners


And then we could play until we were spent, and go home and not have to worry about the rent


Like right here, twenty years later


Twenty years later





While this was the last thing put together for We’re All Gonna Die, the lyrics are some of my oldest — dating back to the Tension Envelopes era (1980-81). As the title suggests, it’s actually two pieces put together, but the reason they hold together as well as they do probably stems from the monomaniacal state I was in at that time. The Librarians’ takes on this song — which we affectionately referred to as “th’ idjit” — were always massively reverbed and sounded like they came out of the tortured pit of deepest hell, which was not really what I was shooting for. �I like the bare-boned, Lou Reed-y one here much better, and the echo here gives it a nice haunted feeling. �I don’t know where that came from — since this was recorded in a carpeted living room full of furniture and baby toys — and it certainly wasn’t planned, but it’s just what was needed. Not-pretty music for not-pretty thoughts.





CS — guitar, vocals





Schooland





Well, here I am in Schooland, and that’s alright with me


The girls all wearing sunglasses, so they don’t have to see


That everyone’s got an equal opportunity to get as far as they want to go


And I walk around the campus asking everybody if they can tell me what I want to know — no.





Well, here I am in Schooland, checking out the scenery here


They’re got scholars, they’ve got nuns, they’ve got people having fun, and the philosophy students, drinking beer


Well sometimes I get a little wary, so I drink a cup of coffee and head off to the library


And I walk around the campus asking everybody if they can tell me what I want to know — no.





What I want to know is how they can stand to put down all the neighbors in their homeland


And stand off in their own little clique, when the thought of doing that just makes me sick


Well, I know it’s a cliché, but what happened to love? Compassion, understanding and The Man Above?


Still, I walk around the campus asking everybody if they can tell me what I want to know — I don’t think so.





Well, now it’s time for me to leave Schooland, ‘cause I’ve taken every literature course


It’s time for me to start doing forty years’ hard labor as a member of the working force


But I’m too cultured for the office and too soft to use my hands; the only thing for me to do is join a punk-rock band


And I’ll walk into CBGBs asking everybody if they can tell me what I want to know — I don’t think so — I REALLY DOUBT IT! — Nah-nah-nah-nah-nah-nah-nah!





A heady combination of the 1st Modern Lovers album, my first semester of post-grad work at William Paterson College and entirely too much coffee. I wish we had the Jiggs’ Corner version of this; I also remember a great version of “Folsom Prison Blues” from that night — I know for a fact it was a brilliant show, because 1) even the self-impressed-hey-look-how-rock-&-roll-I-am MC told us to turn it down; and 2) somebody who was there cornered Rick a year or so later & said, “You’re with the Librarians, right? That was the greatest show I’ve ever seen!” You can’t imagine the self-satisfaction — and self-amusement  — I continue to derive from this. And speaking of “Folsom Prison Blues”…)


Folsom Prison Blues





By that other J.C. Both of these, by the way, are from Cosmic Bud’s Hootenanny.





CS — guitar, vocals 	Rick Neblung — bass	Mike Hegger — drums	Frank (on the Mountain) — guitar





Heavy Medley: You Got Me Ya Ya Ya / Hum Diddy Ho Ho Ho





You got me, ya ya ya / You got me, ya ya ya / You got me, ya ya ya / You got me, ya ya ya 





Yeah / Yeah / Yeah / Yeah





You got me, baby baby, yeah / Yeah / Yeah





You got me, ya ya ya / You got me, ya ya ya / You got me, ya ya ya / You got me, ya ya ya 





Yeah / Yeah / Yeah / Yeah





You got me yeah, o baby, yeah / Baby, yeah, baby, yeah / Baby, yeah, baby, yeah / �Baby baby, yeah yeah yeah, baby baby yeah yeah yeah / Yeah / Yeah





Hut boy, ya ya ya — yah / Hut boy, ya ya ya — yah / Hut boy, ya ya ya — yah / Hut boy, ya ya ya — yah / �Hut boy — yah / Hut boy — yah / Hut boy — yah / Hut boy — yah


_______________________________________








Hum diddy ho ho ho / Hum diddy ho ho ho / Hum diddy ho ho ho / Hum diddy ho ho ho





Grabbed my old lady and went to Roy Rogers, ho ho ho / Grabbed my old lady and went to Roy Rogers, ho ho ho





Ho ho ho / Ho ho ho /  (Garbled, incoherent and possibly possessed), ho ho ho / �Grab yer old lady and go to Roy Rogers, ho ho ho





I, I, I, I, I, I, I, I, I, I, I, I, I, I, I — eh!





Eat your hearts out, Spinal Tap. I thought the lyrics ought to be recorded for posterity — the extemporaneous profundity is just too overwhelming to escape. A particularly strange but inspired session with three-quarters of The Librarians, April 1990. (Ironically, Rick wasn’t there that night.) The Roy Rogers reference, by the way, has to do with a series of commercials they did at the time, one of which included a “proposed” Roy Rogers bikers’ jingle — which actually did include the phrase “grab yer old lady”; it was pretty funny, actually. Yes, I’m doing all the voices, and no, there are no effects being placed on them. What I’m proudest of, though, is the bass line I maintain for the entire eight-plus minutes. Yo, Pete Townshend, 10 seconds of E ain’t nothin’ — I can play for miles.





CS — bass, vocals 	Mike Hegger — drums	Frank (on the Mountain) — guitar





Camper van Beethoven Goes to Ringwood





From the same session as “Heavy Medley.” Just a neat little jam session. The title is a nod to the late Camper Van Beethoven (David Lowery’s much better band before the OK-but-too-self-consciously-hip Cracker); they had an early song called “ZZ Top Goes to Egypt,” and since we kinda go to Swing-era Egypt here it seemed a fitting title. 





CS — bass, vocals	Mike Hegger — drums	Frank (on the Mountain) — guitar


It Is Finished





Well I know who you are, but that’s OK, I think I like you anyway


Just a face from the crowd from a crowded past — two minutes later, you’ll be fading fast


I think I know now where the blues come from — it’s in knowing that you failed, but the work got done


I don’t have to leave here with any regrets. just a long, cold feeling that I’m trying to forget





It is finished, it is finished, it is finished, it is finished, and I don’t have to hear it no more


It is finished, it is finished — it is finished, and it’s time to move along to the next open door





Piece by piece, I’ll unravel, but at least I’ll have myself when the unraveling’s through


I’ll be a humble little bum who went back to where he came from, but at least I won’t be you


You can stand up for your rights until your rights are all wrong, then you can pack it up and go home like you wanted to all along


But me, I got me, and there ain’t nothing else to be that makes any kind of difference; I’m not smart, but I am free





I’m sitting here right now with a few thoughts in my head, and a pen in my hand, and a bad taste in my mouth


And a chest full of sighing and a heart full of lead, and a houseful of worry and a busload of doubt


But all of these things are mine and mine alone — yeah, all of these things are what I call home


So stay out of my life, not unless you want to live it — ‘cause if you want to get some peace, you know you’re gonna have to give it





My best song, IMHO. I had the first four lines in my head after seeing one of the prima donnas I knew in high school bagging groceries at a supermarket; she was still a faded sort of pretty, very friendly and obviously quite humbled during the 10 years that had passed in between. Justice can be bittersweet. 


The rest was written maybe a year later, immediately after informing my supervisor at Passaic County Vo-Tech High School that I wasn’t going to let them tie my hands while babysitting Joe Clark’s rejects anymore… er, that is, that I wouldn’t be returning to teach in the fall. I find it’s applied well to any lousy situation I’ve had to extricate myself from, though. 


This “wall of sound” version — as you can hear me request in the intro — comes from Cosmic Bud’s Hootenanny.�I wish the vocals had more oomph on them — that wasn’t worked out until later in the set, and you can hear me going into an unnecessarily high register to put it across — but the background assault is just fine. We started the set this way; but I also had to end the CD this way….





CS — bass, vocals 	Rick Neblung — guitar	Mike Hegger — drums	Frank (on the Mountain) — guitar





A Nice Poem





F*** the presidents, f*** the mayors, f*** the priests and their insincere prayers


F*** the hippies and f*** the punks, f*** the straights and f*** the drunks


F*** the elderly, f*** the young, f*** those who f*** and their bastard sons


What all this means is simply — f*** you….


But even more than that, it means f*** me, too.





….that is, until I rediscovered this little gem, from Carl Simmons’ First Farewell Tape. 


Thanks for coming along for the ride.





CS — guitar, vocals�
� TOC \o "1-3" \p " " �


�
Personal Demons, Guardian Angels


and Other Close Acquaintances





�1) I Was Only Wondering 	3:00


2) I Don’t Quite Feel Anything Today 	4:08


3) You Just Wouldn’t Understand 	4:25


4) Prayer 	1:34


5) I Gotta Walk 	3:26


6) Marsha’s Theme/Addendum to Marsha’s Theme 	2:21


7) (I Wish I Could Dance Like) Elvis Costello 	1:19


8) I Believe (Too Much) 	7:36


9) Tell Me About It 	3:05


10) Love Is Honestly Stupid 	4:12


11) Absolutely Pastrami and Positively Jelly Sandwich 	2:10


12) Isolation 	3:10


13) Land of the Oblique 	3:30


14) The Idiot Girl and the Bastard Twin/ 20 Years Later 	2:50


15) Schooland 	3:59


16) Folsom Prison Blues 	3:43


17) Heavy Medley: You Got Me Ya Ya Ya / Hum Diddy Ho Ho Ho 	8:06


18) Camper van Beethoven Goes to Ringwood 	6:05


19) It Is Finished 	5:14


20) A Nice Poem	  :20














