Reflections on a Martian Strip Joint (Part 2)

By John T. Wurzer

Sitting in a strip joint on the second moon of mars

Wondering why this city has only seven bars

Insane and violent Martian girls are dancing on the stage

Working for a couple Martian drangles and no wage.

The air is full of incense that smells like locker rooms

A broad with twenty fingers through her hair she slowly grooms

A strange Venutian tending bar with eighteen busy hands

Mixes drinks, tells his jokes, and juggles while he stands

Me I sit here drinking Martian Mai-Tais in my sleep

Looking for an alien, whose thoughts are six feet deep

And over with the DJ sits a girl with purple thighs

Swearing that on Ganymede, the men have thirteen eyes

The DJ plays a Dylan song; the earthlings start to scream

The sixties Saturn sergeants in the corner form a team

Upon the stage a flower girl from Pluto starts to moan

Swearing that her fifteen legs are natural and home grown

The room is spinning blindly now and everything is red

I'm praying that they bury me, elsewhere when I'm dead

So I order Kamikazes for the house, and curse my birth

And wish that someone somewhere would just bring me back to earth.

