Traipsing

By John T. Wurzer

Traipsing through the early morning hours

Without a friend to share the crime

I've got no reason to be sour

Except that I'm running out of time.

And time is running out of me

Just like the tears flow out your eyes

It stains a sloppy tapestry

Upon a master of disguise

Disguising black and tender fears

Beneath a sheet of powder blue

I'm looking in and out of mirrors

That keep reflecting sounds of you.

Traipsing through the days that make up weeks

Inside the months that turn to years

Slow pounding footsteps turn to leaks

That turn to hurricanes of tears

And tears that hurricane from me

In swirling gusts of paper song

Shouting that one man can't be three

Unless the other two are wrong

And, as for me, my other sights

They seems to know more than I do

When music fills the empty nights

That keeps reflecting sounds of you.

Traipsing through a life I know as trial

A constant struggle to be free

I watch the people go in style

Collecting things that I can't be

And being things I can't collect

Like treasured debutantes and kings

Who rape the world of self-respect

And give society its flings

Flinging frozen tutored smiles

At anyone whose heart is true

And wondering through their empty miles

Why I'm reflecting sounds of you.

