No Requests

By John T. Wurzer
When you’re ordering a low calorie salad in the corner of a dirty bar and grill

Counting the mistakes in one short lifetime, and imagining another kind of thrill

And you see an aging, worn out, stylish, poet, slinging rhymes from an almost spent guitar

Just remember that he’s sitting where you’re sitting, as you’re sitting there just wishing on a star

When you’re stumbling down a sidewalk because you’re far too drunk to drive

Trying hard to make it home again, before the stainless saints arrive

And you see a filthy, sunburned, worn out, hobo, blowing smoke into the frozen air

Just remember that he’s sitting where you’re sitting, and thank God that you’re not sitting there

When you’re standing in the chapel on a Sunday morning full of weekends of regret

With your tired sweaty palms upon the hymnal, singing words you haven’t memorized quite yet

And you see a clean cut lawyer quoting gospel, pass the plate and whisper, “There’s a fee”

Just remember that he’s sitting where you’re sitting, and he’s sitting in a place I want to be.

Never tell the singer what song you want to hear

He’s not playing for your fancy

He just wants another beer

As he sits upon the stage with his barrel full of songs

Don’t tell him where he’s supposed to be

He’s right where he belongs

And he ain’t takin requests!

