Bring Out Your Trash

By John T. Wurzer

One man goes a walking through the quiet lonely trite suburban streets
Whistling and waving at each person that he meets

Watching every window with a sense of what’s inside

The secret lives, the desperate wives, the avarice and pride.
Yeah he shuffles along, and he’s writing a song, every night when you’re asleep
He ain’t asking for much, just the stuff that you touch, but you know you don’t want to keep.
Bring out your trash

Bring out your trash

You can lose it; I can use it; I can recycle it and turn it into cash

It’s the kind of refuse
That I just can’t refuse

Bring out your trash

You pray to God, you pray to Allah, pray to Buddha, pray to Christ

Although you say you have it all, you’re always looking for advice

Your Karma taps your soul, until your conscience passes out

Your inner peace finds no release and it’s drowning in your doubt

Your possessions have possessed you and your heart is turning grey

It seems to me that your sanity is one of the things you’re throwing away

Bring out your trash

Bring out your trash

You can lose it; I can use it; I can recycle it and turn it into cash

It’s the kind of refuse

That you just can’t refuse

Bring out your trash

You run for office run for money run for beauty run for sex

You run away from anyone who temporarily suspects

That you’ve been running from the truth ever since the day that it arrived

At this place where even right and wrong aren’t sure that they’ve survived
Your society, so light and free, unbothered and undisturbed,
But I’ll bet you’ve got some secrets in that sack there by the curb.
Bring out your trash

Bring out your trash

You can lose it; I can use it; I can recycle it and turn it into cash

It’s the kind of refuse

That you just can’t refuse

Bring out your trash

One man goes a walking through his quiet lonely trite suburban life
Daring to be caring for his children and for his wife
Looking out his window with a silent sense of shock
With open eyes, he realizes that the whole thing is a crock

Still he shuffles along, and sings his song, oblivious and dim
You can sing it too, but if you do, you’ll have to admit that you’re just like him.
