Tell Me

By John T. Wurzer

Tell me when

Does the world step in

Tell me why

Does it say goodbye

Tell me what

Is the point in thought

What’s the point in pain

What’s the point in rain

Does it drive you mad

Does it make you sad

Does it leave you vain

I looked outside my window

I looked inside my room

I tried to disguise the man inside

Until he stepped on an upturned broom

I vanished without warning

And nobody seemed to care

An ounce of relief soaks up a ton of grief

It doesn’t matter if it was fair

Up on a mountain

Making up songs

Watching the sunrise

Wondering if I was wrong

Tell me what

Is the point in thought

What’s the point in dreams

What’s the point in scenes

Does it ever seem

Like it drove you mad

Does it leave you vain

Out in the moonlight

I feel a glow

Hear the crickets laughing

As if they know

Tell me what

Is the point in this

What’s the point in peace

Can I make you a list

Does it ever seem

Like it came unglued

Does it leave you vain

