Gotta Go

By John T. Wurzer

I just watched another love song wilt and fade

Two young lovers thought they had it made

Another romance got tossed aside

Now they’re taking that long and lonely ride

Somehow; he thought it had to be her

She thought it had to be him but the thought wouldn’t stir

Two hearts that used to jump so high never felt so low

Now they gotta go.

I was watching the evening sun go down

In a mockingbird’s shadow in a wilted town

Joggers kept passing, getting into shape

Poised for a chance to make an escape

Running in circles like vultures up in the air

Trying to find a piece of mind or a reason to care

Hiding a destitute untouched piece of their heart that they’ll never know

Now they gotta go.

Man across the street keeps mowing his lawn

From dawn to dusk and from dusk to dawn

With a yard so big that when he’s finished the chore

He has to start over because it’s grown some more.

All he ever wanted was a chance to be free

I’m glad I’m not him and you’re glad he’s not me

He’s plowing his driveway with his tractor while we’re shoveling snow.

Girl, we gotta go. 

