In and Out

By John T. Wurzer

What’s going on?  Who’s looking in?

What kind of person have you been?

Did you free the world from sin?

And complicate its mind?

When tired souls knock at your door

Asking you for a little more

Do you show them to your floor

And ask them to unwind?

Some kind of silent prayer

Fills the smoke filled room with air

It’s almost like there’s someone there

And you were never left behind.

The tired curtains start to dance

Like a child who has found romance

Still young enough to take a chance

Still thinking love is mostly blind

Outside, the drizzling rain relents

The sunbeams filter through the vents

Light the drapes like accidental

Dewdrops clinging to a vine as day begins

What’s going on?  Who’s looking in.




What’s going on?  I’m looking out

Eyes filled with mystery and doubt

There ain’t no one about

It must have been the breeze

I see a fox.  I see a deer.

I see a rabbit creeping near

A groundhog whispers in my ear

“It wasn’t me.  I never sneeze.”

Some kind of empty phrase

Burns off the morning haze

Walls dissolve within the maze

My heart is warming by degrees

The summer sun gives birth to plants

The earthworms swallow up the ants

Before they’re eaten up by chance

By birds descending from the leaves

The grass blades turn up towards the skies

Like a child with open eyes

Growing swiftly, growing wise

Crawling on its hands and knees it wants to shout

What’s going on?  I’m looking out.

