Piles of Manure

By John T. Wurzer

Well I went down to the bakery store just to watch the bread rise.

It never left the checkered floor so I closed up my eyes.

All this middle-class erotica so profound and so pure,

It fills my mind with thunderstorms and piles of manure.

Now I'm breathing in my latest breath and the air tastes like soap.

I'm a watching twenty businessmen as they struggle to cope.

They're all sure they're headed somewhere but none of them are sure

Is it paradise or someone else's pile of manure?

A four year old Chicano girl who flies like a bird,

And a wrinkled man of sixty-two, he yelled and she heard.

She smiled and waved her arms a bit; then he gave her a cure.

And now she crawls along the ground through piles of manure.

Now I've been staring at the headlights of three hundred cars.

While the housewives try to figure out which ones just left the bars.

They stand upon their soapbox saying Christ will endure.

Then they bathe their minds in Falcon Crest and piles of manure.

Now I've been reading in the headline news and getting quite upset.

The politics of politics are deceit, loss, and regret.

It's like shopping for a used car that's supposed to be newer.

You end up stranded on the highway with a pile of manure.

Now you can hide it in your closet,

You can bury it at noon,

You can put it on a spaceship and send it to the moon.

But no matter where you send it it'll still be in the air.

And every time you take a step you'll know that it was there.

And so I open up my eyes again and the bread is growing mold.

Reflected in the window is a child who's growing old.

He's humming strangled melodies that have little allure.

And he's wondering if this song is just a pile of manure.

Well I went down to the bakery store just to watch the bread rise.

It never left the checkered floor, so I closed up my eyes.

All this middle class erotica so homespun and pure.

It fills my mind with thunderstorms and piles of manure.

