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Bastions of Bureaucracy

By John T. Wurzer

Sitting down at the table with my bills

Writing out checks and sipping down my daily pills

There once was a time when freedom rang

The sun came up and the children sang

But now I gotta pay the tax man for my thrills.

Now I'm back in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

Well all that I bought was a car just to drive through the snow

I never thought you had to sign yourself off just to grow

Twenty-one years and they're chaining me down

I've never been one who had his head in the ground

But I'm tied to the TV soap operas and they won't let me go.

Now I'm stuck in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

Twenty-six days of the year have been left underfed

I shouldn't have paid for the water that fills up my bed

Well, I never could see when the lights are off

A cigarette mansion and a wake-up cough

Teaching me now that slavery still ain't dead.

And I'm back in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

But a man's gotta eat and so I'll ramble off to the store

Standing in bread lines don't keep a young man from getting poor

Generic wine and a beer with no name

Saving up pennies for a poker game

Well, tell me if I'm crazy but I never asked for more.

Now I'm trapped in the saddle, lord, down on my luck

Living off my weekly salary

Singing a song about a grocery truck

Bastions of bureaucracy.

David Wilson Greer

By John T. Wurzer

David Wilson Greer with a ringlet in his ear came walking through this city with a smile

And he carried silver flutes in a suitcase without suits and he walked himself a weary ragged mile

So he booked himself a room in a rotting motel tomb

Where the roaches race the spiders up the wall

And he threw his dirty socks in an empty whisky box

And he waited for a relative to call.

Well he used to sing a song about a girl who rode along and played the back-up rhythm for his band

But now he sits and waits as the entree changes plates and casts a vacant shadow upon his hand

For he was guilty of a crime he couldn't quite pronounce or rhyme

And the punishment was less than understood

To walk through life alone, isolated in a dome

Never giving love but wondering if he could.

It was nearly ten o'clock when the walls began to knock and he raised a timid voice to say, "Come in."

And while getting to the point, his sister rolled a joint and watched him as his ears began to spin.

Then she asked for eighty ones and while muttering her puns

Threw a sad bouquet of flowers on his floor

Then she counted every bill as if reading someone's will

Turned her head and softly hurried out the door.

David Wilson Greer took his road from there to here and he asked me to describe just how he feels

But it's probably not the same because I used another name and it only shows how little he reveals.

David Wilson Greer with a ringlet in his ear went waltzing from this city with a smile.

Trading Tap Shoes With the Captain's Dancing Bear

By John T. Wurzer

Neighbors and kangaroos, they don't do me no good, lord they give me the blues.

You see I need someone to fly and help me along.

I broke the golden rule, you see I stuck my head in a swimming pool,

And I left your world last weekend, sir, but I wrote you this song.

I said

You can eat your grapefruit, sitting in your favorite chair

Rearrange your closet and comb down your hair

But when you're doing all of that I'll be breathing thinner air.

Trading tap shoes with the captain's dancing bear.

Rainbows and hurricanes, wild abusive growing pains

Relentlessly destroyed my virgin heart.

And it's just like the sandy ground, you can get it in your shoes, lord, and shake it all around.

Because I left your world last weekend and my castles fell apart.

So you can eat your grapefruit, sitting in your favorite chair

Rearrange your closet and comb down your hair

But when you're doing all of that I'll be breathing thinner air.

Trading tap shoes with the captain's dancing bear.

I said

You can be so truthful in your finest hour

Find the star of Bethlehem and then hide it in a tower

Why don't you senselessly devour all your status and your power 

Plant another flower and watch it grow.

Angels and mystic cars are newly forming battle scars

Paradise seems desperately unsexed

Lust has the best of me, and if you're calling this eternity

Then I'll leave your world next Friday and get ready for the next.

So you can eat your grapefruit, sitting in your favorite chair

Rearrange your closet and comb down your hair

But when you're doing all of that I'll be breathing thinner air.

Trading tap shoes with the captain's dancing bear.
Tragic Lullaby

By John T. Wurzer

Listen child, while I tell you a story

My work is all through and the damage is done.

A Christmas-wrapped paper bag bulging with glory

A song I have written but never have sung.

A passion for words is the curse of my hero

He hoards them like candy corn fresh from the store.

But soon he gets fat and replies in his fear,

"Oh my God, I have eaten the same words once more!"

A weakness for altitude plagues his blond mistress

A high wire dancer too proud for a net.

She stands on her hands and repeats the same listless

Impressions of solitude, loss and regret.

The couple went stumbling through the rock candy mountains

Of sugar and licorice dreams that they felt.

They watched as the storm clouds brought terrible fountains

That washed down the hills causing boulders to melt.

The mistress was screaming, "God, find me a pillow."

The hero just swallowed his numb, useless tongue.

They were buried somewhere north of south Amarillo

And the priest said a blessing for those who die young.

Sleep well, little child, for I'm all out of whiskey

The night is so black that my eyes never close.

Say a prayer for your mother and dad for it's risky

To measure a life by the strength of its prose.

Jewish Mason Song

By John T. Wurzer

I passed a Jewish mason on my way to buy some beer

His wall was only three feet high so I grabbed him by the ear.

I asked him what this crazy wall was doing in the street

And he said, "I need protection from the people that I meet."

I asked him about the Cadillac that drives through here at ten.

He said, "It's just the Governor and I'll be done by then."

"How high,"  I did inquire, "will it be when you are through?"

"Just high enough,"  he said. "to keep the cars from passing through."

I asked him what he held against the rich man's limousine

And he answered with a sigh that his family is growing lean.

I told him what he needed was a job to help him out

And he said, "I work too hard at finding places for my grout."

So I helped him build his wall all day and I bathed myself in sweat.

It stood one hundred feet above the pavement with no net.

We carried off the ladders and I bought a case of brew

Then we sat beside the road and decided what to do.

I bought some yellow paint and two wide brushes without doubt

And we painted us a sign that said, "Please stop and help me out!"

It was eighteen after nine and so we poured another round

While waiting for the Governor to gasp at what he found.

At ten o'clock we spied two burning headlights down the road

Come screaming around the curve until they finally slowed

The car came to a halt at last and somebody approached

But it was just the chauffeur and we asked to see the coach.

The Governor was nervous; there was sweat inside his hand

We shook it and inquired if he thought the wall would stand

He made a silent gesture and then informed us that he was late

For a thirteen-dollar dinner that cost ninety bucks a plate.

He took out some explosives and the driver wired them up

Then he backed the car up fifty feet and told us to shut up

There came a flash that lit the sky and rang inside my head

The wall was blown to pieces and my face grew very red.

The Governor he just drove on past, he never said good-bye

The Jew just shook his head and I soon began to cry

He started picking up the bricks and he offered me some wine

And he told me not to worry, cause it happens all the time.

Yes, he told me not to worry,

'Cause it happens all the time.

Keeping Up With The Jones'

By John T. Wurzer

Mr. Smith and Mr. Jones in a neighborhood with separate homes

And all the things the Jones' had, the Smiths they wanted very bad

So the Smiths they bought a swimming pool, a red Corvette, and a milking stool

And all the while the neighborhood just starved.

Mr. Jones was quite upset, so he bought a brand new TV set

Mr. Smith he did the same, plus an action packed computer game

So the Jones' had to buy one too, plus season passes to the city zoo

And all the while the neighborhood just starved.

Mr. Smith he bit his lip, and he planned a summer camping trip

The neighbors thought he was a loon, for he planned to camp out on the moon

But Jones' eyes grew crimson red and he vowed to get there first instead.

And all the while the neighborhood just starved.

Now Smith, he went into shock and started to disrupt the block

He bought the house across the street and stepped upon the Jones' feet

So the Jones' bought a house or two and they painted every mailbox blue

And all the while the neighborhood just starved.

Soon the block was split in half and the Jones' they began to laugh

But Smith, he loaded his shotgun up and pointed it at Jones' cup

So the Jones' bought some extra guns to point at Smiths two eldest sons

And all the while the neighborhood just starved.

Today the streets are lined with sand and things have gotten out of hand

Whenever Jones goes to the store, Smith goes back and buys some more

The mailman passed through yesterday saying, "There's got to be a better way."

But all the while the neighborhood still starves.

Sweet Liza Jane

By John T. Wurzer

Sweet Liza Jane, can you ease the pain?

Of all the dirty water that keeps running down my drain?

Oh Lucy Brown, the world is spinning round

Throughout the noisy air, I cannot hear a sound.

Just watch the world go spinning round

Trite empty promises of dreams I never found

Sweet Liza Jane; come and ease the pain

Then watch the world go spinning round.

Dear Brother Paul, whisper in the hall

Don't talk too loud or someone else will hear the call

My darling Sue; look at you

Standing in your sweat socks and looking for a shoe.

Just watch the world go spinning round

Trite empty promises of dreams I never found

Sweet Liza Jane; come and ease the pain

Then watch the world go spinning round.

Wise Reverend Tim; just look at him

He used to be a loafer, now he hangs out in the gym

Mr. President, this I have sent

To tell you that I'm leaving, cause you went and raised the rent.

Just watch the world go spinning round

Trite empty promises of dreams I never found

Sweet Liza Jane; come and ease the pain

Then watch the world go spinning round.

For I have walked out on your reason

There's too much math inside your words

And if you'd like to change the season

You'd better re-enlist the birds.
Crazy Rain

By John T. Wurzer

Crazy Rain is a falling,

Mother Nature's shampoo bubbles in my hair.

Distant voices are calling in the chemical circus of the air.

Molly speaks to a teen-aged sprinter and she repossesses his brain.

Sid and Barry are counting their spare change, to keep from going insane.

Benny Hill bought the last free ticket and he bounced into his seat on the plane.

Crazy Rain is a falling on me, sweet Louise, and Mary Jane.

Take a breath in the morning,

And try to breathe through the rush hour's somber haze.

Disregard one last warning,

And write it off as a crime that forever pays.

Basketballs send a bouncing tornado to try to tear your body down.

Empty wallets and nobody's taxi, take the long way out of town.

While human vomit just runs through the gutter, 'til the lonesome vagrant drowns.

Crazy rain washing dirt through my eyes, fifty cents and a wedding gown.

And while the checkbook is growing,

Someone picks through the trash that you ate last night.

Find a place where it's snowing,

And soon every face that you see is white.

Anchorwomen in three piece castles get reviews for barking their lies.

Johnny Carson gets laughs for an hour while somebody's orphan cries.

And politicians slash paths through the jungle of what used to be the people's eyes.

Crazy rain is a falling all day, 'til the front yard whimpers and cries.

Crazy rain is a falling all day, 'til the front yard whimpers and dies.

Only Sometimes I Sit Staring At The Moon

By John T. Wurzer

I've been asked to remove myself from hopeless cocktail bars

And instructed to remain at rest while others shoot the stars.

Throughout crisis and obscenity I've answered to their pleas,

Accepted petty taxes and dehumanizing fees.

But when life and death have passed into a hobo minstrel's tune

Only sometimes I sit staring at the moon.

For the eyes of the dead are always found there

When the eyes of the living are deceased

For the noses and the mouths of those who hate and lock you out

Are forever trapped in orbit and will never rest in peace.

I've been quietly considering the answers to my prayers

And respectfully inquiring is it mine or is it theirs

Every lesson and instruction swims around inside my head

Arriving just in time to save the dying from the dead.

Until something starts a dragging me outside my selfish womb

Only sometimes I sit staring at the moon.

For the eyes of the dead are always found there

When the eyes of the living are deceased

For the noses and the mouths of those who hate and lock you out

Are forever trapped in orbit and will never rest in peace.

Is it more than bitter tragedy to waltz right through a life

Comprehending and attending fourteen children and a wife

While outside of this encapsuled little satellite of rhyme

There are others who have goals and a distorted sense of time.

Is there nothing short of bitterness that answers all too soon.

Only sometimes I sit staring at the moon.

For the eyes of the dead are always found there

When the eyes of the living are deceased

For the noses and the mouths of those who hate and lock you out

Are forever trapped in orbit and will never rest in peace.

What Are You Trying to Say

By John T. Wurzer

What are you trying to say,

Wasn't that me who just passed this way

Haven't you heard that you pay for the pity

With aimless reminders of life in the city

Prying and paving a place for your pen

Until there's no reason to write it again

Sucked up in solitude somber and gray

What are you trying to say?

What are you trying to prove?

Acting as if you've escaped from the Louvre

Haven't you heard that the poet is dead

And he lives with himself running inside his head

Dancing and dreaming like flakes in the snow

Until you're all melted with no place to go

Racing around like a roach on the move.

What are you trying to prove?

Who are you trying to fool?

Wandering about while still staying in school

Isn't it true that you're asking for something?

With anxious regrets and your attitude thumping

Haven't you patterned yourself after sorrow?

Neglecting the joy that I gave you tomorrow

Asking for answers to something that cruel.

Who are you trying to fool?

And how am I supposed to reply?

When all I can see is the hurt in your eye

Truthful reminders of life at it's worst

Hit too close to home to consider at first

All I can tell you is something went wrong

With sad explanations and words for a song

Questions with answers are painfully sly.

How am I supposed to reply?

And what are you trying to say?

Martha Dear

By John T. Wurzer

Oh Martha dear can you tell me,

Is it true that the children have grown?

I was just on my way to the market

And I saw them all hoarding a bone.

They were spitting on drunkards who begged for a dime

And they knew that it was just for the phone.

Oh God, don't tell me, Martha dear, that it's true that the children have grown.

When my father and I used to play in the park

He would say that to win was no crime

But to pardon myself of ten thousand sins

Was not worth it to win all the time.

Now I'm looking at those who have stayed at the top

And I call but there's nobody home.

Oh God, don't tell me, Martha dear, that it's true that the children have grown.

And it's true that the world is a hard nasty place

But I wonder just why this is so

When you're taught in your school that survival's the rule

There's no room for the kindness to grow

Is there help on the way?  Is there something to say?

Or is this everything I'll be shown?

Oh God, don't tell me, Martha dear, that it's true that the children have grown.
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