My Last Remaining Vice

By John T. Wurzer

In another land

In another time

I used to dream

I used to wine and dine

Watch reality fade

Into the night

Watch the future dissolve

When I felt uptight

In another land

In another life

With another woman

And another wife

Sometimes yes

Sometimes no

Sometimes there is

No place to go

I used to answer every
Question twice

Never thought I’d be staring

at my last remaining vice.

Now I’ve given up the pot

And the LSD

The promiscuous sex

And the MTV

The unclean women

In their lingerie

The moisture of an evening

In the midst of the fray

When I gave up the last

Of the cigarettes

All of my friends

Were placing bets

Saying, “he might blow up”

“He might go insane”

“No one gets out alive
once they’ve been in his brain”

I was a blind man throwing

Those Las Vegas dice

Never knowing I was growing
Into my last remaining vice.

They tell me they’re right

Or they tell me I’m wrong

I can bury my feelings

Inside of a song

Let my tortured soul

Tear at my heart

Let my evil thoughts

Tear my world apart

Let the desert wind

Blow through my cheeks 

Until someone who knows me
Finally speaks

And says, “Remove your veil

Toss it to the floor

It will cover your lies

And wash them out from shore”

I was easier to train

Than laboratory mice.”

Now I’m stuck here on this barstool,
Addicted to my last remaining vice.

The upscale women

Without much to do

Are second guessing

The trainers at the City Zoo
While their houses are cleaned
By immigrants

Who have no health insurance

But some how pay the rent

On a Sunday morning

They thank their god

That they’ve got their health

And they’ve got a job

While their employers whisper

From the side of their nose

That they can’t understand why

Their maids won’t wear the clothes

That they let them have

Instead of throwing away

Their Sunday dresses

And their Lingerie

It was the right thing to do
It even felt quite nice

Like sucking down a few

Of my last remaining vice.

