Fifty Miles Away

By John T. Wurzer – Key of G – 88 BPM
Fifty miles away from where I really ought to be

No one plays the songs that ring inside my head so free

It's true I have to write them just to muddle through the grind
Otherwise my love would fade away.  I’d lose my mind
It seems that I once stumbled upon a courthouse step

Tumbled to the ground and found in concrete, self respect

Absolutely nothing left or right could free my mind
No one helped me up; face to the ground; I passed out blind
I saw bright green growing apples on a branch that's turning brown

A crippled tree that used to free the finest fruit in town

Cracks a smile, a passing child, points up to its limb

Saying, “Father, why don’t we bother to help a tree like him?”

Dark clouds in the sky looking like smoke blown from a stack

In a world where burning coal is king and green freaks surely lack
The platform or the power to take a job away

To save a tree, a mountain, or this planet anyway

A deadly virus rapes the world, unleashed as if in rage

Everyone hides at home except those earning minimum wage

Workers deemed essential are somehow the lowest caste

And they risk their health to ensure that wealth, power, and privilege can save its precious ass.

Mansions for the rich and debtors’ prisons for the poor

No jobs for men who want to pick themselves up off the floor.

Cloning slaves and butlers, chauffeurs, maids and next of kin
Mistreating man-made human beings; is legal now.  It’s not even a sin.

Teardrops mix with raindrops now and blood drops with cheap wine

They wash the sidewalk from my face and appear to be a sign

Born of simple wisdom like a flower greets the sky
I awake to see the summer sun setting as the day begins to die
I move a foot and flick the soot from out behind my ear

Raise my eyes up to the skies, “Surprise! I'm still here!”

Fifty miles away from where I really ought to be

Seeing things that wealthy men convince themselves they never really see.
