The Road Less Traveled

By John T. Wurzer

I ain't been down this road before

But I have seen it in my dreams

In a time when no one asked for more

With everybody on separate teams

No guardian angel at my door

I ain't been down this road before

I ain't been down this road before

I never lived its highway lines

I'm spilling red wine on the floor

Disaster flows that way sometimes

I've heard it's half-priced at the store

But I ain't been down this road before

I ain't been down this road before

But it don't scare me like it should

A sly white princess at my door

Saying, "This ain't your neighborhood."

Too many things I must explore

I ain't been down this road before

I ain't been down this road before

In the middle of the night

When all divisions get obscure

And you get the urge to hold on tight

A violent meltdown at the core

I ain't been down this road before

I ain't been down this road before

It drives my earlobes to the ground

Like landing on a foreign shore

When only crickets make a sound

I have become what I deplore

I ain't been down this road before

I ain't been down this road before

I never held it in my arms

Too much emotion to restore

While fear was manning the alarms

Lost time, invisible and pure

I ain't been down this road before

