Who You Know

By John T. Wurzer

Tonight you'll find the wandering fool, just hanging around

An exception to the golden rule

He ain't making a sound

And as he sits in solitude, a load of life on his brain

Spit on him, or give him food

To him both are the same

He abandoned hope, years ago, in search of pennies and dust

He says, "It doesn't matter who you know."

"Only who you can't trust"

Tonight you'll find the wayward child, with her clothes on the floor

The cameras rolling for the weak and wild

And her heart growing sore

She's tied to habits of the rich, and the ultimate smile

When it's easier to fight that switch

You find yourself out of style

She left the homestead, years ago, daddy left her no choice

she says, "It doesn't matter who you know."

"Only who hears your voice."

Tonight you'll find me out on the road, a strange guitar in my hand

Trying to kiss a female toad

Trying to strike up the band

I'll be rhyming into the desperate night, with forbidden exchange

Waiting for the morning light

Hoping something might change

I sold myself out years ago, and gave the pieces away

It doesn't matter who you know

Only what you don't say

