Long Gone Into Wrong

By John T. Wurzer

Talking about freedom

People talking bout justice

People talking bout people

Anyone you can trust is

Probably hiding their secrets

And withholding their taxes

I tell you baby, I'm a wounded man and I can't relax.

Is it just you

Or is it part of me

Is it just one more place that I don't wanna know

One more face that I don't wanna see

And every time I finally get to that place, the place where I think I belong

I find I'm getting long gone into wrong.

I got caught in the act of

Seeking the future

A fistful of money

Yeah, I knew I was too sure

A man in a blue suit

He handed me paper

Told me to sign it

Took my money and told me to wait there

Is it just you

Or is it part of me

Is it just one more place that I don't wanna know

One more face that I don't wanna see

And every time I finally get to that place, the place where I think I belong

I find I'm getting long gone into wrong.

I got stuck on an island

I thought I was dead when

A beautiful native

Cradled my head then

Kissed me all over

I thought it was heaven

I fell asleep and when I awoke

they were throwing me in the oven.

