Someone Else's Life

By John T. Wurzer

Tired of this apple being dangled so far out from my face.

Tired of this ambiance, tired of the whole human race.

I'm wasted on the dream world that the advertiser's shoving down my throat.

I can't decide whether to reside in a million-dollar mansion or a moat.

Can you seal me off?

Can you shut me into a cage?

Can you shake me up?

Can you tell me to act my age?

No you can't. I'm just an actor,

Playing someone else's life out on a stage.

I'm tired of these cigarettes, burning hot and heavy in my chest.

I'm tired of twenty thousand whores on television trying to do their best.

I'm wasted on the empty sex, that lovers on a weekend can endure.

I can't decide if it's desert pride, or lust for something ignorant and pure.

Give me back my clothes!

Give me wisdom, sorrow and rage.

Give me ecstasy!

Give me conscience on the magazine page.

Or I'll be another dead man

Playing someone else's life out on a stage.

I'm tired of playing the vagabond, living out the whims that once were dear.

I'm tired of reaching yesterday, too late to recognize the coming year.

I'm wasted on ideas of the dragon, pushers, brokers and success.

I'd sell my soul for a worthy goal, but settle only for the very best.

Find a wholesome room.

Find a piece of the wheel to engage.

Find a lighted tomb.

Find a savior changing the wage.

Don't you plan to spend your whole life

Living someone else's life out on a stage.

