Martha Dear

By John T. Wurzer

Oh Martha dear can you tell me,

Is it true that the children have grown?

I was just on my way to the market

And I saw them all hoarding a bone.

They were spitting on drunkards who begged for a dime

And they knew that it was just for the phone.

Oh God, don't tell me, Martha dear, that it's true that the children have grown.

When my father and I used to play in the park

He would say that to win was no crime

But to pardon myself of ten thousand sins

Was not worth it to win all the time.

Now I'm looking at those who have stayed at the top

And I call but there's nobody home.

Oh God, don't tell me, Martha dear, that it's true that the children have grown.

And it's true that the world is a hard nasty place

But I wonder just why this is so

When you're taught in your school that survival's the rule

There's no room for the kindness to grow

Is there help on the way?  Is there something to say?

Or is this everything I'll be shown?

Oh God, don't tell me, Martha dear, that it's true that the children have grown.

