Family Ditty

Written by John T. Wurzer

Once again a feeble mind has passed into the magic land.

Once again my life is feeling like an empty book.

A page begins where the last one ended, things I've been, things I've pretended.

Well I guess I never lost what I thought the others took.

From my mother, I have faith to feel what I cannot touch.

From my father, I have bother and the need to be the best so much.

From my brothers and my sisters: foundations, hope, and lust.

A time has come to rearrange, to pattern, and to trust.

Now traitors leave their countries for the wealth of selling out.

Children leave their parents just to try another town.

A group of lovers once disbanded, never knows where others landed.

I found my home intact indeed, but lonely for the clown.

From my mother, I have faith to feel what I cannot touch.

From my father, I have bother and the need to be the best so much.

From my brothers and my sisters: foundations, hope, and lust.

A time has come to rearrange, to pattern, and to trust.

Now love is never found in thank-you, words mean very little.

It hides in subtle crevices that creep away from you.

Tyrants play with pawns for hours, princes climbing empty towers.

I have all that I have, I know it as a family stew.

From my mother, I have faith to feel what I cannot touch.

From my father, I have bother and the need to be the best so much.

From my brothers and my sisters: foundations, hope, and lust.

A time has come to rearrange, to pattern, and to trust.

