Soft and Naked

By John T. Wurzer

The soft curly hairs on the back of your neck

and the way you can kill with those eyes

It kind of reminds me of where we once slept

When the nights weren’t so full of good-byes

When the morning came warm through the window

And the questions that mattered were few

A soft naked day without love in the way

It kind of reminds me of you

It kind of reminds me of how you could blind me

When the nights were too cold and too long

It kind of undresses how all these successes 

End up on the right side of wrong

The sweet poison thoughts that you place in my mind 
And the way that you’re chewing your gum

Kind of brings back a memory of frostbite

And the moments we spent deaf and dumb

With romance that dripped from your ceilings 

And incense that floated light blue

A soft naked night, feeling loose and uptight

It kind of reminds me of you

The motionless stare that you send through the air

When you’re trying so hard not to care

The portion of you that escaped and then flew

Towards a sterilized segment of air

Where they sucked in the stars and spit out the bars

Just to prove that you and I wouldn’t do

A soft naked life, no magic, no life

It kind of reminds me of you

