Yesterday’s Whores

By John T. Wurzer

I had enough of the blues, in my life as a gambler

I had enough of the hard luck, lottery tickets, at dead liquor stores

I had enough of those nights, lit up, and sprinkled with poison

I had enough of those lost lonely lovers, con artists, and yesterday’s whores.

I’m finally living without, a fresh pack of cigarettes.

I’m finally hanging out on the most peaceful of shores

I’m free from those nightmares, tornados, and lightning 
I’m no longer sleeping, and weeping, and dreaming, about yesterday’s whores.

At the end of my rope, there’s a bottomless canyon.

At the end of the day, I’ve got a lover that snores.

At the end of the book, there’s a meaningless chapter

And the sequel takes place far away from the faces of yesterday’s whores

Just a minute or two, or three, or four, or five, or six, or seven, or eight , or nine endless hours

Just a chance to relax and take in the night that somebody else’s heart just ignores

Just a matter of time, before it starts raining

Just a matter of training, the memories waning, of yesterday’s whores.

