Talk About the Highway

By John T. Wurzer

Talk about the highway

Talk about the road

Talk about the frozen open window when it's cold

Broken lines and tapestries

Pennies in the dust

Spent my only quarter on a lifetime full of rust

Oh Lord, looking at the land

Oh Lord, older though I am

Bourbon in a teaspoon

Aspirin on a plate

Valium for headaches of the rich and overweight

Nose-dust for the famous

Sawdust for the poor

Feather-dusting housewives buying condoms at the store

Oh Lord, looking at the land

Oh Lord, older though I am

Listen to the spiders

Listen to the mist

Listen to the clenching of another angry fist

Touch the wall of hatred

Touch a pool of love

Touch the hand that touches me, while it wears a cautious glove

Oh Lord, looking at the land

Oh Lord, older though I am

Whisper when you see me

Whisper when I die

Shout to passing strangers and look them in the eye

Talk about the highway

Talk about the road

Talk of global warming, in a world that gets so cold

Oh Lord, looking at the land

Oh Lord, older though I am

