Crazy Rain

By John T. Wurzer

Crazy Rain is a falling,

Mother Nature's shampoo bubbles in my hair.

Distant voices are calling in the chemical circus of the air.

Molly speaks to a teen-aged sprinter and she repossesses his brain.

Sid and Barry are counting their spare change, to keep from going insane.

Benny Hill bought the last free ticket and he bounced into his seat on the plane.

Crazy Rain is a falling on me, sweet Louise, and Mary Jane.

Take a breath in the morning,

And try to breathe through the rush hour's somber haze.

Disregard one last warning,

And write it off as a crime that forever pays.

Basketballs send a bouncing tornado to try to tear your body down.

Empty wallets and nobody's taxi, take the long way out of town.

While human vomit just runs through the gutter, 'til the lonesome vagrant drowns.

Crazy rain washing dirt through my eyes, fifty cents and a wedding gown.

And while the checkbook is growing,

Someone picks through the trash that you ate last night.

Find a place where it's snowing,

And soon every face that you see is white.

Anchorwomen in three piece castles get reviews for barking their lies.

Johnny Carson gets laughs for an hour while somebody's orphan cries.

And politicians slash paths through the jungle of what used to be the people's eyes.

Crazy rain is a falling all day, 'til the front yard whimpers and cries.

Crazy rain is a falling all day, 'til the front yard whimpers and dies.

