I Often Think Of You

By John T. Wurzer

I looked across the room tonight and saw a sorry sight

An old man at the bar alone on a humid Thursday night

I don’t know what happened to him in the past and I’m not sure what will be

But I looked across the room tonight and found that he was looking at me.

I’m the best I’ve ever been but it’s the worst I’ve ever felt

I tried to change the dealer and the deck of cards she dealt
Players tell me I’m a fool to think that money’s not the key

And it’s true I often think of you and you rarely think of me.

I looked across the room tonight and saw a tired face

Out of time and breath and energy but mostly out of place

I don’t know her tortured history or the love she never knew

But I looked across the room tonight and found that she was looking at you
I’m the best I’ve ever been but it’s the worst I’ve ever felt

I tried to change the dealer and the deck of cards she dealt
Players tell me I’m a fool to think that money’s not the key

And it’s true I often think of you and you rarely think of me.

I looked across the room tonight at two lovers in despair

I could feel the lack of innocence in the wind that swept their hair

They were counting up the reasons that they couldn’t grow and trust

While I looked across the room and realized that they were looking at us.

I’m the best I’ve ever been but it’s the worst I’ve ever felt

I tried to change the dealer and the deck of cards she dealt
Players tell me I’m a fool to think that money’s not the key

And it’s true I often think of you and you rarely think of me.

