Remember To Forget

By John T. Wurzer

It was the best damn thing you ever remembered to forget

When the walls dissolved in perfumed little smiles of nothing yet

When the morning answered, “Oh my God!” This isn’t what I want

Kind of half undone, kind of half released

The kind of mind you tend to haunt

And I was falling from the sky without a parachute or net

It was the best damn thing you ever remembered to remember

To remember you remembered to forget

Can you watch yourself wake up each empty morning?

In a crock pot full of vegetables and meat

When they ask you for your ticket and your license

Do you tell them that they ought to take a seat?

When you pass another exit on the highway

Does it make your heart go blank and skip a beat?

After years of traveling down the latest highway

Are you searching for a doctor for your feet?

Are the fated wheels of wisdom growing blurry?

Colliding with a truckload of regret

It was the only thing you ever remembered to remember

When you remembered to remember to forget

