Stupid Things That I Say

By John T. Wurzer

Out on the island of rainy day people there's a small boy scratching his head.

While up in the mountains, the goddess of passion is breathing although she looks dead

The desert is filled with the ones that she's killed

The animals aren’t being fed

Something else must be said

Friend

How are we gonna mend that broken glass

Super glue, or heavy plaster cast

The things we threw away traveling much to fast

They ain’t gonna stay

If you have to be leaving oh so soon

Won’t you leave me an un-blown-up balloon

Big enough to be filled with your perfume

And the stupid things I say

Out on the planet of destitute sailors there's a strange girl counting her feet

I left her alone, said, "Get out" you don't own any property here on this street

The craters are wide from the tears that I cried

The magnetic attraction is beat

No feeling could ever compete

Friend

Lost in the void of the viable future there's a feeling dripping with fire

Turning the flowers and plants into the selfless ash of desire

A carriage of pain, is importing it's grain

Through a traitor who sings in the choir

No love here for us to admire

Friend

