Ghost Farm

By John T. Wurzer

This place is just a ghost farm

Nothing living in this barn

The cattle gone for years now

And nobody gives a darn

I chanced upon a farmhouse over seven years ago

I found there what I found there, although nothing seemed to grow

Inside I saw a lady, with her eyes unfolding fast

She said, "This is a ghost farm, and there's nothing in its past".

The road brings on a farmer, dressed in emblems and decor

Driving in his pickup, like I'd seen him times before

He stumbles from the driver's seat, and through the kitchen sink

He says, "This is a ghost farm, someone pour another drink."

The farmer's wife is famous, in her parish and her town

The one and only martyr, who endures the endless clown

She gazes from the window in a silent wishful haze]

And says, "This is a ghost farm, and it's been that way for days."

I sat there eating breakfast in her kitchen with a grin

Tried to hide the deep inside thinking it's a sin

Begging for release and something else to fill this space

Saying, "Babe, this is a ghost farm, let's find another place."

