It’s a Mess Out There

By John T. Wurzer

Every scene is spotless clean inside my happy home
I scrub the floors, I wash the windows, and I disinfect the phones
I shred the junk mail, pay the bills, and file them all away

I’ve got a database full of chores just to help me plan my day

And it might appear that I’m sitting here without a worry or a care,

But have you looked outside?

Well it’s a mess out there

Ooh, it’s a mess out there

It’s a mess out there

You can put your house in order, but it still don’t get you anywhere

Cause it’s a mess out there

People are dying in Iraq; people are dying here at home
The price of gas is a pain in the ass; don’t ask me to drive you home
The presidential candidates have their lips glued to the asses

Of two hundred million voters, wearing rose colored glasses

And they say, my friend that the suffering ends if you’ll vote against despair
But have they looked outside?

It’s still a mess out there.

Students are beating up their teachers in our cities and our schools
The polar ice is melting just as fast as human kindness cools
Athletes who make millions are watched by those who can’t afford

Health care, car insurance, or indulgence from their lord

Folks are flooding across our borders, because they think we’ve got so much to share
But have they looked outside?
Oh, it’s a mess out there

Every now and then I take a trip inside my mind

Imagining a place where everyone I meet is kind

Where peace and love fall from above like scented springtime rain

To wash away our mortal sins, and heal immortal pain
I’m supposing as I’m dosing that things are not beyond repair

But I wake up and look outside

And it’s a mess out there 
