A World Full of…

By John T. Wurzer

I told myself once I was crazy

Crazy enough to be sane

In a world full of madmen, investors, and whores

I would play the white angel

And never feel pain

In a circle of time I was drifting

Drifting through mountains and mills

In a world full of vagabonds, tourists, and whores

I was sure I'd found sanctity

Here in the hills

To the edge of volcanoes I wandered

Wandering aimless and free

In a world full of housewives, career men, and whores

The edge of volcanoes

Was the right place for me

But the time soon tore into my body

Like lost love tears into your heart

In a world full of prospectors, finders, and whores

I had lost my position

And had no place to start

Now I'm older but hardly much wiser

Less crazy but still half insane

In a world full of prophets, soothsayers, and whores

I will live for the music

And let the others explain

