Visions of the Black Cat

By John T. Wurzer

I see the black cat get her bag

Sneaking through the back yard in the middle of the night

And when her cheeks begin to bag

She looks at her lover and she takes another bite

Looks at her lover and she takes another year

Takes another ventricle and takes another beer

I don't know why she just don't get on out of here

I see the black cat get her bag

I see the black cat on the street

With her bag of goodies riding on a miracle of thigh

And if your eyes should chance to meet

Remember that I told you so, before she says good-bye

Remember that I told you so, before she says you're strange

Says you've got insanity, and says you haven't changed

Can't describe, just how my life, gets torn and rearranged

When I see the black cat on the street

I see the black cat on my grave

Talking of the highway and brand new bag of tricks

She says she's looking for a soul to save

With a sense of wild abandon, she's begging for a fix

With a sense of wild abandon, she keeps begging me to stay

Begging for insurance, and another chance to play

I wonder why she doesn't have the nerve to run away

I see the black cat on my grave

