Esther and John

By John T. Wurzer

Esther and John

Lived all alone

City of crime

Trapped all the time

Esther could see

She's ninety-three

John he could think

But his ear's on the blink

Younger years I'd

Come here with pride

Play in the street

John would compete

Esther would fix

An Orange-aid mix

And most every night

The music was right

John he would play

Accordion gay

Esther would sing along

Most every song

I'd strum the uke

And pretend I'm the Duke

Fighting the years

With my juvenile tears

Esther was bright

Reading books every night

John did the crosswords

I'd research the lost words

But now these are vapor

Like yesterday’s paper

Just memories warm

Of Esther and John

Esther just mumbles

Now John's world just crumbles

He can't see or hear

But he can get you a beer

Sometimes Esther just stares

Out the window for years

And life putters on

For Esther and John

