The Looking Glass

By John T. Wurzer

Does everything seem backwards?

Has your left become your right?

Do you feel like you’re not kissing me

When you’re kissing me good-night?

Did we pass into another world?

Did I ever make a pass?

Or are all these awkward feelings, the result of someone stealing

Something someone else was dealing, when they pushed the little kneeling

Child right throught the looking glass

Do the same old streets look strange to you?

Are the neon signs all wrong?

Were you looking for a lover?

When I was looking for a song?

Is it the same old situation?

With a brand new blade of grass?

Or are all the things I’m thinking, the result of too much drinking?

While my eyes get tired of blinking, and our hearts are slowly sinking

Through the foggy looking glass

Does everything seem backwards, 

must I say these things again

Is there anything escaping,

from the walls around this pen?

Have we finally found the party?

Are we really out of gas?

Is this wonderland of poetry,

A sign of what you meant to me

Before we had the time to be

Two people who could finally see

Behind the looking glass.\

