I don’t mind

By John T. Wurzer

How do you escape the daily grind?

I don’t mind

If you don’t tell me

If you’ll just sell me something that dissolves the grime

While we watch the morning weave it riddles throughout the fabric of space and time

In the pool of wasted wisdom and the fires of useless rhyme

It’s difficult to imagine how it would be inside this aging uptight mind

If I were ever to escape the daily grind

How do you let the morning air sink in?

I don’t mind

If you don’t tell me

If you’d just leave the question in the closet with the memories growing thin

While I’m sucking down the evening like a milkshake from the valley of wasn’t but might have been

Where the children sit in Sunday school with their pencils and their original sin

It’s difficult to imagine how it would feel to be on top and finally win

If I were ever to let the morning air sink in.

How?

It don’t matter.

It won’t sink in.

And I don’t mind.

