Winter Sessions is my second solo album.  The first one, Zauberbar, was also self-made, but produced with no experience and without the luxury of real drums or proper equipment with which to mix the recordings.  Since that time, I have had the opportunity to learn some of the skills necessary to produce a rock album as well as learn how to play the drums somewhat proficiently.  My initial hope with this album was to make a follow-up to that original release in order to give proper representation to songs that had previously only appeared in poorly recorded versions, as well as adding a few random new songs and just making the whole album as an exercise.  My work on the project consisted of mostly planning and idleness until one day when I decided to challenge my roommate, bandmate, and friend, Keith Boyarsky to finish his (soon to be released) album before I could finish mine.  His was at this point already recorded to some degree; mine still only an idea.  This was some time in late 2003.  So I began work recording new versions of old songs and got a bunch of studio time under my belt.  Then, I slipped into my idleness again and the album was lifeless for a few months, and less than a quarter complete.  Halfway through February, the motivation to create hit me again, and hit me hard.  I spent nearly every day from then until now working like mad to make an album out of what was then little more than drum tracks for a few songs and one totally finished song that I decided to scrap.  That was now about two weeks from the moment I'm writing this, and in that time, I've finished the whole thing.  Many of my songs were written before I hit the studio then, but some of the music here was created very recently and spontaneously during this period of intense recording.  It's been a real experience, and while at times it tested my resolve and patience, I couldn't have had it any other way.  I hope you enjoy it.

Special thanks to everyone who helped me make this thing, whether you were trying to help me or not.  So thanks go out to the people who listened to early versions of songs and gave me feedback, to the people who physically helped me do some of the recordings (especially drum tracks- not easy to do by yourself in a studio with an isolated recording area), to the people who gave their moral support, to the people who let me use their equipment, and to the people who inspired and drove me to create.

A thing I can appreciate from time to time is having the option to hear a song's intended meaning and the things that inspired it straight from the songwriter's mouth.  In that spirit, I've made a little track by track guide:

year three

Year Three is a song I wrote quite some time ago- during my third year at college.  The time specified in the first line actually means "year three (of college) day one (of class) hour two (2pm)" which is a pointer to the first time I met this girl by the name of Brooke who I ended up writing the whole first album about.  Year Three used to be the opener track to that first album, and was also a Moops song for a while, but I've never been fully satisfied with it until this version.  The song is basically about a turning point in my life, and what potential it could possibly have, from the point of view of that exact time.  Looking back at it even now, a lot of amazing things happened as a sort of chain reaction stemming from "year three day one hour two".  A life with music, a disillusionment with the career path I had chosen, a creative and developmental bloom, a move down to LA, everything that ever came with it... all these things would have been different if not for the way that moment played out.

year three day one hour two

alive or not at all

and what chance it brings to you

the voice is very small

but i know

things ain't what they seem

never know

things ain't what they seem

strange visions make no sense

they fit together wrong

like dark clouds of happiness

and still the days are long

i look around and notice nothing

well maybe something

the corner of my eye

i'll let it come to me tomorrow

there'll be no sorrow

no tears to wash away

pink plastic rose

This song is about a real person I came across in Santa Cruz at a sort of bizarre hipster vegetarian diner called the Saturn Cafe.  I attended (and performed at) a couple of open mic nights there, and every time, a weird fellow by the name of Erich J. Holden would take a few minutes to do poetry readings at a rapid rate followed by an invitation to the audience for any musicians to join him on stage so he could improvise poetry along to their music.  Myself and my bandmates thought it would be funny to join him and play along for a while, but eventually shape the music into something irreverent to mock him with- our favorite idea was the "Brady Bunch" theme.  Everything silly, non-polished, and messy about the arrangement and performance of this song is intended as a tribute to the man himself.

erich j. holden you're an odd one you're an odd one indeed

i'm laughing at the plastic flower in your hair when you read

and can you see that no one listens when you spout out your poems

they're only laughing at your haircut and your pink plastic rose

you sit in saturn with a paper and you look like a creep

you're quite bizarre but still the audience is falling asleep

so can i play a little music and i'll start from the top

you speak forever cause you never really know when to stop

and this one's called

you run away practically crying as you fly through the door

it's such a shame that no one at this place respects you no more

so that's the final act it's over i guess that's how it goes

but we're still laughing at your haircut and your pink plastic rose

you're singing songs of blood and words that fly through the air

i can't remember your name sometimes i don't even care

so can i alter the topic e cause i've got a hunch

that in a minute we'll be singing about... 

true blue

True Blue is this pretty song that's sort of assembled from ideas and pieces of lyrics that were written more as individual lines, and not all conceived at the same time.  What that means is that there are things that come together in this song that I always wanted to say, but never before had a place for. The lines about imagining the flavor and having a deja vu style secret handle on things is this sort of realization I had about how it's often difficult to surprise me because I tend to intuitively understand things, even things that are completely foreign to me.  And the point of it isn't to brag about something like that, it's actually to point out that there's a kind of sadness that comes from it, because surprises can usually be some of the best parts of life.  The whole meaning of the song is a play between joy and sadness- The "bursting open" line is about blooming and finding yourself, about coming into your place in the world, but the "strongly hoping that i'm never closing up" (besides grounding that feeling by not taking it for granted) isn't so much about how I hope it continues (though I do), but it's actually kind of a pathetic plea against mortality, which is sure to end it someday.  And until I find it, you'll know what I'm wishing for every time I touch my finger to the roof of a car as I hold my breath.

where are all the houses

built on solid ground

they're relics of a stone age past

the walls are toilet paper

they can't support the weight

and windows are plastic wrap

well i've imagined what the flavor was

and found it to be just right

true blue

seems i've got a secret handle on

the lessons you review

it's deja vu

i'm bursting open and i'm

strongly hoping that i'm

never closing up

medicines and creams

invoke the sweetest dreams

they'll sing you right off to sleep

and still i'll pass through tunnels

and wish for love

if we could ever meet

we'll never meet

i won't wait for long

The most recently written on the album, this song sort of says a lot of things in a lot of different ways.  Essentially, the whole thing is a series of different musical homage pieced together, but all of the works I'm trying to invoke were used specifically because of some kind of special meaning or significance.  So if a part of the song sounds like something else you've heard, ask why I might reference that besides it just being cool music.  I can think of at least six intentional dialogues with other artists/songs, and there might be some other things there that are sort of subliminal.  What this song is really about though, is accepting someone else for who they are and not for the circumstances that surround them.  At the same time though, you know that those circumstances have an effect on a person, and there's this naive half-hearted hope that there's anything in the world you could do about it and make things better.  That's why you wait, but it's not a smart thing to do, so you don't wait for long.  It's one of those heart vs. brain problems.  The chorus is sort of an admission- the "but i will lie/and i will wait for you" line is supposed to imply that the waiting is some kind of secret that's being revealed, with not waiting as the lie that covered it.

i'll never much care

about the colors you wear

and i'll never groan

about the things you own

i won't be upset

about the folks you've met

and i couldn't trade

away what we made

for trash

but i will lie

and i will wait for you

but i won't wait for long

the things that i do take from you

will soon enough be gone

you know i won't bite

and you could feel alright

i you could let go

and let the wind control

directions we dance

and not fear a chance

and if you've been hurt

then don't believe the words

what you've been taught

what you've been told

freedom they say

what kind of joke is that?

now i'm free to do just anything

and yes there is a catch

i can't be with you

i don't remember cuffs and locks

if they were here before

459-2811

This song is just a little bit of fun and that's all.  No meaning, no feelings, no story.  Well, actually a little story.  This song was written on the spot for a performance I was doing on a radio show pledge drive along with Moops/Karabal's Jesse Davis.  I thought it might be cool to put something on this album that wasn't really thought out at all, something that was just created in a few minutes, so here it is.

radio station's low on cash

the month of may has come at last

if you're with friends or you're alone

time to dial on the phone

459-2811

call and pledge, come on it's fun

you can pay a dime a day

it's thirty six fifty and that's ok

or 15 down a student rate

hurry hurry now don't you wait

birds without the gift of flight

A real life parting shot in the form of a song.  Maybe you know who this one goes out to, and yeah, it's sort of deserved (Hint: her initials are Crazy Alexis).  Probably a little below the belt, but hey, I didn't learn my craft from Something Corporate, and I'm no expert.  Plus this was created during a time when said "person" was being incredibly malicious and really trying hard to make me upset.  Besides all that though, this song is not supposed to be hateful, just the kind of thing to put someone in their place.  One bird without the gift of flight is a penguin (much like Danny DeVito in Batman Returns, as Jim Real might note, showing his amazing powers of observation).  Dig the guitar interplay in the "take yourself out" part.  I've been wanting to lay that thing down for like, forever.  I was really pleasantly surprised by some of the arrangement stuff that came to life once I just started experimenting with this song.

i've cut the chains i have

i'm breathless

i'm peachy keen

a soothing bubble bath

i'm speckless

i'm squeaky clean

are you devito in a sequel

i see it in your smile

and in an over ripened pear that's cloaked in darkness all the while

could you take yourself out

could you take yourself anywhere

no one wants you around

could you disappear

am i unwanted

am i wretched

am i free of luck

it's funny i recall an offer of six thousand for a fuck

so put it on and take it off

your answers aren't hiding in the sheets

they're held in captive from before a fateful trip across the street

so sweet to be free

of a parasite

a different way

This song was sort of written a long time ago, and by sort of, I mean the music was written, and lyrics were written, but those lyrics were awful, so I rewrote them as something else.  A lot of people sit in the middle, and they've got an angel on their shoulder, and a devil on the other one.  They're capable of taking hints from either one and they morally swing both ways from time to time, but I see myself a little bit differently.  I've always wondered if stuff like a mean-spirited sense of humor gets misinterpreted as actual hostility towards others, when it's the absurdity of hostility that I find funny.  The truth of the matter, as I think most people who know me well can see, is that I always try to do what's right.  I'm really all about Kant and that good-will business.  This song is basically an expression of those sentiments.

there's an angel by my side and she's turning away

to find a devil when there's nothing around she can slay

and she could leave and set up shop on another man's perch

it's unexciting it's too easy so give us a search

we're all free to do wrong

i write it out a different way

i've got nothing but love

don't you take that so rough

so there's no rail to keep from straying outside of the lines

a lucky break was always stitched to the threads of my mind 

it's never vile it's never evil i'll know what to do

i find it hard to act for anyone other than you

it's spring

This song may seem kind of silly and nonsensical, but actually I'm just being cryptic about real life stuff.  Maybe some of the little metaphorical riddles in there can be solved out to reveal known stories and people, but admittedly, a lot of the stuff I'm talking about is known by nobody except me, and I imagine it's going to stay that way.  Most of the half told stories and references there are about a little time period I affectionately call "The Spring of Dan"- a really amazing time for me.  Those lines are little memories that help take me back there and remind me what it felt like, so this is one of those songs that's just really indulgent and self-important (yeah, unlike the rest of the material, heh).  As it turns out, this album had the bulk of the work done on it during "The Winter of Dan", and its release falls there too.

flying through the store with a bloodhound

catching smells with a net

put a little dash on your wrist and sleep

till bracelets of velvet are starting to creep

spreading some chalk on a table

it's all ground up to dust

and chubby ole pat's really out of reach

played too much pocket pool forgot how to teach

and it's spring for tree branches growing away

it's spring for blossoms a floating astray

it's spring

have a taste of the rain

lines run away from their keepers

guess they found their own style

so unrestrained on a medium brown

the echoes of infinite passion rain down

i hang papayas from windows

so that everyone sees

and when they're both ready and ripe they fly

released from the shackles of bondage they cry

