Tragic Lullaby

By John T. Wurzer

Listen child, while I tell you a story

My work is all through and the damage is done.

A Christmas-wrapped paper bag bulging with glory

A song I have written but never have sung.

A passion for words is the curse of my hero

He hoards them like candy corn fresh from the store.

But soon he gets fat and replies in his fear,

"Oh my God, I have eaten the same words once more!"

A weakness for altitude plagues his blond mistress

A high wire dancer too proud for a net.

She stands on her hands and repeats the same listless

Impressions of solitude, loss and regret.

The couple went stumbling through the rock candy mountains

Of sugar and licorice dreams that they felt.

They watched as the storm clouds brought terrible fountains

That washed down the hills causing boulders to melt.

The mistress was screaming, "God, find me a pillow."

The hero just swallowed his numb, useless tongue.

They were buried somewhere north of south Amarillo

And the priest said a blessing for those who die young.

Sleep well, little child, for I'm all out of whiskey

The night is so black that my eyes never close.

Say a prayer for your mother and dad for it's risky

To measure a life by the strength of its prose.

