Tracy Forgot How to Smile

By John T. Wurzer

Bound for the heavens and grinning a grin

While others were asking themselves where they’d been

Tracy got married to gentleman Jim

Her lifetime ambition fulfilled, only twenty years old.

The first couple years were a garden of lust

They lived off of pennies and ultimate trust

One day she awoke and the bubble went bust

And Jimmy kept slamming the door, Now the room's getting cold

Alone at the bus stop, the drizzling rain on her face

Some nights she just sits in the basement, alone in her favorite place

There used to be laughter and wine by the fire

I guess good times just went out of style

Since Tracy forgot how to smile

She sits by the TV with a curious stack

A six-pack of beer like a chimp on her back

While he's out slinging drinks to the drunks in a pack

She feels like he's staying away, just to blacken her night

While the bourbon soaked women are grabbing his pants

Throwing money and kisses his way for a dance

She stares at the ceiling and talks to the plants

And listens for Jimmy's car door, as she shuts off the light

Jimmy gets home at a quarter past three

The TV is on but there’s nothing to see

And Tracy just lays there, a beer on her knee

A pale desperate mouth open pose, but he can't wake her up

He carries her lifeless, and lays her in bed

Walks back through the hall, just shaking his head

He swears that sometimes, he's already dead

No use in passing the time, overflowing his cup

