Misplaced

By John T. Wurzer

Out of place, out of touch

I won the race, but I fried the clutch

I found a small town, County Journal, weekly news

I feel like a square peg in a round hole baby

I feel like a white man who’s singing the blues

Like a Baptist preacher, in a topless bar

An endangered creature, or a vintage car

At a rummage sale, with a credit card, buying shoes

Like a wet fish who’s living out of water, baby

I feel like a white man who’s singing the blues

Like a grocery store, that’s out of food

Like a linoleum floor, with an attitude

Like a Spartan at an orgy, or an actor with no lines but many cues

Like a water droplet living in an oil well, baby

I feel like a white man who’s singing the blues

Out of place, out of time

I won the case, but I committed the crime

You leave me so lonely, but I know that I only, lose when I choose

I feel like a chunk of coal singing in a diamond mine, baby

I feel like a white man who’s singing the blues

