Angel Eyes

By John T. Wurzer

Look up over your head the skies are filled with fire

Look down on the ground the ground’s on fire too

Everyone in the world is chasing false desires

Kissed you goodbye this morning, you said, “I love you!”

Angel eyes

Empty skies

The fire dies

No more angel eyes

Woman at the water cooler said the world was bleeding

Her face as white as the sheets you wrapped around your waist

Last time I saw you naked as your smile was feeding

Something I felt last night while in a warm embrace

Angel Eyes

Empty Skies

The fire dies

No more angel eyes

What give a man the right to set the wheels of an endless night in perpetual motion?

What kind of ghastly thought inspires a deed so full of evil and commotion?

What is done is already done.  Someone covered up the sun.

As if they were the only one.  Who had an axe to grind.

With a world that’s so unkind.  To every solitary mind and every soul.  

That’s looking for answers.

If you find one, let me know?

An Afghan mountain shepherd drives his herd to pasture

While his wife is home nursing their newborn son

Thunder rocks the hillside, the horizon trembles

He thinks he hears a baby’s scream and then hears none.

