Grandpa’s Cadillac

By John T. Wurzer

We ate bread and onions, liverwurst and ham

We ate peanut butter and Grandmas homemade jam

We ate pounds of turnkey, mashed potatoes from a sack

Then we all went a riding in Grandpa's Cadillac.

The chrome was a shining, and the wax job it was new

It smelled like a showroom, when we came into view

People stopped what they were doing, got their cameras in vain

Taking pictures of our license plate disappearing down the lane.

We drove through summer hurricanes, down every muddy road

While Grandpa entertained us with a story that he told

Of the hyperspace invaders that spring out of young men's brains

When they're riding in a Cadillac, through constant driving rains

The sky dissolved to amber gray while Grandma said a prayer

And Grandpas Cadillac went flying solo through the air

From atmosphere, to outer space, to planets with no names

We said the holy rosary, and staked a sacred claim

That family we will always stay and no one shall depart

From the blessing of our children and their children and their heart

And that once a year we'll throw that silly monkey off our back

And all go a riding in Grandpa's Cadillac.

