Two of  a Kind

By John T. Wurzer

Just me and Georgie, singing a song

Just me and Georgie, been gone too long

Got me a ticket, no destination

Just me and Georgie, on a short vacation

Just me and Georgie, two of your boys

Just me and Georgie, gonna make some noise

It’s been a long time, since the road was warm

Just me and Georgie, waiting out the storm

Sometimes the least song, can teach the most

Just me and Georgie, and the ultimate host

Just throw a party, we’ll meet you there

Just me and Georgie, without a care

Just me and Georgie, alone in a crowd

Just me and Georgie, gonna get so loud

Light tender moments, don’t last for long,

Just me and Georgie, singing a song

Turn on the porch light, ice down the beer

Cause me and Georgie, are gonna bend your ear

I’ll sing the high notes, he’ll play so low

Just me and Georgie, ‘till we gotta go

While a family of German shepherds crosses Mud Creek Road

Eight puppy dogs following mama, naked and cold

While a pickup truck trying to make it to work on time

Slams on it’s breaks and then runs from the scene of the crime

If that’s the hardest thing you’re forced to look at today

Then you’ll probably make it home with little else to say

And sit on the patio, staring at the summer moon

Listening to me and Georgie, Georgie and I.

Just sewing a tune.

Just me and Georgie, blowing a kiss

Just me and Georgie, hanging out like this

So many places, no place to whine

Just me and Georgie, running out of time.

