New Book

By John T. Wurzer

Let’s live for the moment, live for the day

The past is the past, it can’t touch us the way

That it did when it hurt, or it did when it smiled

It’s a book we’ve both read, that best remains filed

In a box in the attic, where nature steps in

And dries up the pages of paper and sin

Our love’s not a product of what others had

I’ll forget all the good times, you forget all the bad

When we move, we won’t touch it, won’t take one last look

We’ll leave that box in the attic and start a new book

Let’s live for each other, and leave it at that

Grow young together and get us a cat

Wake up stark naked, no rules and no fear

Wrapped in each other, all day and all year

You’ll know that I love you, I’ll know it will last

We’ll drink to the future and the spell it will cast

Our love is a mansion with front and back yards

Meant to weather the storm, It’s not a house made of cards

It’s light and romantic, scented with laughter

Don’t set down this book, let’s write the next chapter

Let’s live for tomorrow, it’s ours for to share

Meet there at midnight and promise to care

Pick a star in the sky and name it for us

We’ll call it Babette Toasty Gelid Miss Trust

As it hangs in the heavens, and time disappears

Bringing us comfort through laughter and tears

Our love is a life source and just like that star

It’s been there a long time, and it lives where we are

It gives warmth to cold strangers and life to all things

And It can’t be defined by cheap trinkets and rings

