Walking Into You

By John T. Wurzer

I wandered down the alley with nothing on my mind

Strange guitars on Bourbon Street and wishing I was blind

So, thread another needle and sole another shoe

Praying for redemption when I walked right into you

Is it destiny, coincidence, fate, or a mistake?

Walking into you could be a habit I can’t break

It was in the heat of August back in 1986

You said your name was “BJ” and you had a bag of tricks

Four years from then I stumbled in, with nothing else to do

Seeking true salvation, then I walked right into you

I’m a loaded stumbling boozer when the devil takes my soul

And I search the filthy gutters and lose all self-control

I was suffering from malaria, rabies and the flu

Trying to find an antidote when I walked right into you

I’m a minstrel and a poet, a philosopher in bed

And it takes me into places like your bedroom and your head

Talking back to kings and debutantes and asking them, “What’s new?”

Always battling insanity when I walked right into you.

I’ve been through fifty cities since abandoning Fort Worth

And I’ve been through fifty stages since the moment of my birth

I’m a gentle guy, but sometimes, when I’m down and feeling blue

I’ve got to overload my senses and walk right into you

