Bump and Grind

By John T. Wurzer

Every time she walks she smiles

She breaks the standing records

Leaves them rolling in the aisles

She can empty out the aching

In a politicians heart

And freeze the wild and tragic

When her ankles come apart

Every time she walks she smiles

Uh huh

Every time she dreams she prays

Always asking for forgiveness

For the bedrooms where she stays

She can see the Lord in everything

Tear her sins from walls

She can start another poem

With the memory of her falls

Every time she dreams she prays

Uh huh

Every time she walks she smiles

If death is a beginning

Then life is just a rhyme

I wonder through the thunder

And the bowels of a crime

Can you live you life in silence

And still disturb the peace

Is there nothing more to aim for

Than a sunbeam and some grease

When the frying pan is empty

And the crazy world gets warm

The drunken hobo winds around

And cancer starts to form

Every time she walks she smiles

Uh huh

