Going Down

By John T. Wurzer

Last night I dreamt the strangest thing

that all the world was a boxing ring

and I in stripes, the referee

and you with gloves on, next to me

Fighting against a man in black

he'd knock you down and you'd jump right back

and I tried to stop his strange attack

but he stole your treasured crown.

and I fear you're going down.

REFRAIN:

No time for inspiration, respiration, or renown.

No wealthy doctors laughing as your blood drips to the ground.

Oh I fear,    you're going down.

It started only yesterday

You said, "We've got this game to play.

Let's fight until the bitter end,

for lies we know we can't defend."

You said, "The world is paper green,

and beauty is a bit obscene,

if it can't be bought it hasn't been

proven to be found."

and I fear you're going down.

REFRAIN

This morning I awoke to find

That half the world is deaf and blind.

I only wish that they were dumb

perhaps they'd learn to listen some

To what I'm trying to say in rhyme

That life is not a mountain climb.

It's more a Sunday morning chime

that echoes through the town.

But I fear you're going down.
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