Looking For Me

By John T. Wurzer

I find myself in mirrored rhyme

Pages turning towards the end of time

Full circles full of useless crime and stains

An anthem of the first degree

Washes teardrops over me

I haven’t got the time to see the chains

While the footsteps fall

On a trampled heart

Bleeding by the wall

Hoping it can start

Back where it began

So alive and free

It says, “You must be looking for someone else.

You can’t be looking for me.”

I lost my soul in a vacant lot

With a shot of gin and an ounce of pot

A girl who said forget me not, and then sat.

I lost my conscience back a ways

In a tidal wave of naked days

When someone wins, someone always pays for that. 

And the footsteps fell

On a trampled heart

Bleeding by the well

Hoping it could start

Back where it began

So alive and free

You must be looking for someone else tonight

You surely aren’t looking for me

Another year

Another song

Another right turned into wrong

Another daylight hour is born too soon.

Yesterday is far away

October nights in lingerie

Only sometimes I sit staring at the moon.

