Triad

By John T. Wurzer

Hammerin’ Hank, Guitar George and Bessie Smith.

Went out on the town to make a night of it

Wearing cheap cologne, cellular phones, and strings that fit

 Hammerin’ Hank, Guitar George and Bessie Smith.

They stopped into a bar and grill to feed themselves

And drop their tortured souls down some old wishing well.

Someone said, “The world has just gone straight to hell!”

Bessie said, “It looks the same.  How can you tell?”

Georgie said, “The times, they must be changing fast.”

Henry answered, “Nothing ever really lasts.”

Bessie crooned, “You reap whatever seeds you find.”

The barmaid brought the check and said, “It’s closing time.”

They played the twelve bar blues.

Over and over and over again

Put on their dancing shoes

And started rocking like who knows when

I’d ever heard before

Knocked on my door

I couldn’t turn them away.

