Not Angry

By John T. Wurzer

I'm really not that angry, I just had to bring it up

The way that you keep drinking out of someone else’s cup

I was waiting on this table, I was pouring all the drinks

I was selling all my prejudice, and scrubbing out my sinks

You were making quite a mess here, dropping ashes on the floor

You were stealing all my poems, and then asking me for more

You were challenging ideas, that I've used to save my brain

Replacing them with passion, and an evening in the rain

I can hear the ancient footsteps rumble softly like a drum

The blood is dripping, the pen is slipping, slowly off my thumb

I'm really not that angry, I just had to make my peace

I'm not asking for redemption, just a quick polite release

Let me know I wasn't crazy, when I said, "There's something wrong!"

Give me back what I am missing, The pieces to my song

I was always on the border, and it's hard enough to cross

Without dealing with a feeling that isn't worth what it first cost

You were always asking "will we?"  I was always asking "why?"

Will the night become the reason?  Will the floor become the sky?

Is there anything worth saving?  Are the photographs cut out?

Is that all there ever was between us, the jealousy, the anger, and the doubt

I'm really not that angry, I only want to know

Did I have another option, was there somewhere else to go?

When the fury of the moment makes you panic, makes you freeze

Is there any point in living where you're dying on you knees?

You were asking me for more than I was keeping, I couldn't find the words you

need to hear

I can't rhyme the word tequila with a sunrise, I can't resurrect a trust that

isn't here

I was tired of adding fire into the struggle, I could hear the devil's footsteps

down the hall

I'm really not that angry..........I just want to have it all

