Nothing Done

By John T. Wurzer

Nothing left and nothing done

Nothing shown and no one sprung

Nothing here and nothing there

There’s never sorrow in the air

Just nothing good and nothing bad

No one knows just what we had 

Nothing ventured, nothing lost

Someone else add up the cost

Nothing chains me to a hill

Like the moisture in this quill

Nothing binds the wine that dries

Like sorrow seeping through your eyes

When you’ve wilted on the floor

Like some lonesome worthless whore

Stealing faces off the wall

That can never hope to call

The moment lost.

At what cost

At what price

Twice

As nice

As staring at a portrait of a life where nothing was ever lost or won.

Had nothing ever gotten done.

