David Wilson Greer

By John T. Wurzer

David Wilson Greer with a ringlet in his ear came walking through this city with a smile

And he carried silver flutes in a suitcase without suits and he walked himself a weary ragged mile

So he booked himself a room in a rotting motel tomb

Where the roaches race the spiders up the wall

And he threw his dirty socks in an empty whisky box

And he waited for a relative to call.

Well he used to sing a song about a girl who rode along and played the back-up rhythm for his band

But now he sits and waits as the entree changes plates and casts a vacant shadow upon his hand

For he was guilty of a crime he couldn't quite pronounce or rhyme

And the punishment was less than understood

To walk through life alone, isolated in a dome

Never giving love but wondering if he could.

It was nearly ten o'clock when the walls began to knock and he raised a timid voice to say, "Come in."

And while getting to the point, his sister rolled a joint and watched him as his ears began to spin.

Then she asked for eighty ones and while muttering her puns

Threw a sad bouquet of flowers on his floor

Then she counted every bill as if reading someone's will

Turned her head and softly hurried out the door.

David Wilson Greer took his road from there to here and he asked me to describe just how he feels

But it's probably not the same because I used another name and it only shows how little he reveals.

David Wilson Greer with a ringlet in his ear went waltzing from this city with a smile.

