Wondering Why

By John T. Wurzer

Sitting in a strip joint on the second moon of mars

Wondering why this lonely town has only seven bars

Watching the Martian women in their cosmic lingerie

Wondering why I fly so far to find a place to play

A pink banana hits the floor and a purple man is lost

The manager with his seven heads is adding up the cost

While my drink is growing colder in the heat of all I've seen

I'm wondering why I fly so far to find out where I've been

A girl whose name is Milky Way comes dancing on my plate

She's taming my libido while I'm pondering my fate

Bending at the waist she draws a circle on my thigh

I'm wondering why I fly so far to find a reason why

The Milky Way has vanished and the music's getting loud

I'm just another face inside a burned-out vacant crowd

The lights are swirling faster and I'm losing all control

Wondering why I fly so far to plagiarize my soul

Sitting in a spaceship, halfway back to earth

Dreaming of the dead zone, cursing rites of birth

Tearing out my eyes so that I'll never have to cry

Wondering why I fly so far and never say good-bye

