Love or Money
By John T. Wurzer

Is it all about the love or the money?

Is it all about retirement; insurance; and funds?
Is it all about the taxes deferred until we’re ninety
when they’ll wheel us off to dinner, and ask what we’ve done?
That day…Or that year
Will I be able to still hold you near, my dear?
We work twice as hard as we ought to

Noses to the grindstone and shoulders to the wheel

Fingers to the bone, we get home, to tired to 

Talk to each other, kiss, touch, or feel.

Is it all about the love or the money?

Is it all about retirement; insurance; and funds?

Is it all about the taxes deferred until we’re ninety

when they’ll wheel us off to dinner, and ask what we’ve done?

That day…Or that year

Will I be able to still hold you near, my dear?

When I’ve given up all of my vices

The cigarettes, beer, topless bars, and the pot

And I’m trudging through a life where nothing entices

Me, excites me, delights me, or at the least gets me hot

Is it all about the love or the money?

Is it all about retirement; insurance; and funds?

Is it all about the taxes deferred until we’re ninety

when they’ll wheel us off to dinner, and ask what we’ve done?

That day…Or that year

Will I be able to still hold you near, my dear?

I used to laugh at the rats in their mazes

Racing around like dogs on a track

I used to laugh at the frowns on their faces

Now I’m laughing at the mirror, but the mirror won’t laugh back.

