911 Emergency

Written by John T. Wurzer
Now the night ain't black, it's just burnt-up gray

I'm tired and hungry for a place to play

The red lights flash and the sirens whine

Must be another disaster or a violent crime.

And somewhere out in the night the victim moans.

While the hurricane town goes out in search of its mobile homes.

You lock the doors, you drop the blinds,

You shut your eyes, you close your minds.

It's plain to see that after all this time you haven't grown.

I'll keep on knocking; you dial the phone.

The freight trains howl, the crickets scream.

I hop on a boxcar and relive a dream.

No the time ain't slow, it's just carefully spent.

When along comes a baron trying to charge me rent.

And somewhere out in the night a mother's breast.

Runs dry while the child is too hungry to get much rest.

You write a check, renew your lease.

You go to church, you pray for peace.

But it's plain to see, by how you feast,

You haven't grown.

I'll keep on knocking; you dial the phone.

In a city of smells, the train gets slow.

I hop off in an alley with a drunken hobo.

Then he pulls out a flask that he already drank,

When along comes a cop who throws us both in the tank.

And somewhere out in the night is a prison of hate.

Disdain for the old, the ugly, the poor, and the late.

You say it's clear, they haven't tried.

Got no ambition, they got no pride.

It's plain to see, your heart has dried,

You haven't grown.

I'll keep on knocking; you dial the phone.

Well they set me free in the blinding sun;

My chances of survival about a million to one.

No, the day ain't cruel, it's just over my head.

So I find my way home and then I go back to bed.

But somewhere out in the world a savior is born.

Every day, every night, with a message to which he is sworn.

You shoot him down, you say he's weird.

He laughs at wealth, he's to be feared.

It's plain to see, but for your beard,

You haven't grown.

I'll keep on knocking; you dial the phone.

Now the night ain't black, it's just burnt-up gray

I'm tired and hungry for a place to play

The red lights flash and the sirens whine

Must be another disaster or a violent crime.

