Bastions of Bureaucracy

By John T. Wurzer

Sitting down at the table with my bills

Writing out checks and sipping down my daily pills

There once was a time when freedom rang

The sun came up and the children sang

But now I gotta pay the tax man for my thrills.

Now I'm back in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

Well all that I bought was a car just to drive through the snow

I never thought you had to sign yourself off just to grow

Twenty-one years and they're chaining me down

I've never been one who had his head in the ground

But I'm tied to the TV soap operas and they won't let me go.

Now I'm stuck in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

Twenty-six days of the year have been left underfed

I shouldn't have paid for the water that fills up my bed

Well, I never could see when the lights are off

A cigarette mansion and a wake up cough

Teaching me now that slavery still ain't dead.

And I'm back in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

But a man's gotta eat and so I'll ramble off to the store

Standing in bread lines don't keep a young man from getting poor

Generic wine and a beer with no name

Saving up pennies for a poker game

Well, tell me if I'm crazy but I never asked for more.

Now I'm trapped in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

