Is It a Sunrise?

By John T. Wurzer

It really doesn’t need any explanation

It isn’t really that complicated

It isn’t the culmination of a lifetime of deep existential thought

It isn’t the logical conclusion arrived at after years of emotional struggle

It isn’t a window into the deep dark conflicts that tear at the solidarity of a middle aged soul

It isn’t the unwrapping of an anesthetized heart

It isn’t the untold story behind the first year of a second marriage

It isn’t a profession of undying love.

It isn’t a sponge that soaked up the fluid that seeped from cynical fissures in a once fractured bitter psyche.

It isn’t a tapestry

It isn’t a quilt

It isn’t a canvass

It isn’t an un-carved block of stone 

It isn’t a prophesy

It isn’t a creed

It isn’t a symphony

It isn’t an uncut piece of wood

It isn’t a teardrop

It isn’t a scream

It isn’t a cry for help

It isn’t a monument, masterpiece, legacy, benchmark, signpost, tattoo, apex, pinnacle, or crescendo.

It isn’t the voice of reason

It isn’t the wisdom of age

It isn’t the ignorance of youth

It isn’t a virgin perspective

It isn’t a journal of experience

It isn’t a map towards the future

It isn’t a reconciliation of the past

It isn’t a satirical descriptive commentary on society

It isn’t desire, sobriety, piety, anxiety, frustration, or stolen scenes from someone’s diary

It isn’t justification, interpretation, observation, desecration, humiliation, or some new sensation

It isn’t finality

It isn’t closure

It isn’t reality

It isn’t salvation

It isn’t fatality

It isn’t a drug

It isn’t a cure

It isn’t religion

It isn’t that pure

It isn’t arrival

It isn’t good-bye

It isn’t survival

It isn’t that shy

It isn’t discovery

It isn’t a statement

It isn’t a relic

It isn’t that blatant

It isn’t something that I’ve been waiting for years to produce

It isn’t the fountain of youth or a magical concoction

It isn’t what the world has been waiting for

It isn’t the residue of an apocalyptic revelation

It isn’t the wolf at the piglet’s door

It isn’t peace of mind, piece of mind, something that clear or something that blind

It isn’t exactly what I expected

It isn’t what I was destined to do

It isn’t a star on the horizon

It isn’t something I never thought I’d share with you

It isn’t  a potion, some toxic elixir, or the witch’s excuse for a brew

It isn’t a message that spilled from this bottle, a flash in the pan or a fad

It isn’t a priceless procession of song, but with all that it isn’t

It isn’t that bad…………and I’m glad…..that I shared it with you.

It’s more like a sunrise.

