Memory Lapse
By John T. Wurzer
Was it anything I once forgot to say?

Was it anything I told you twice?

Was it some old line that drifted far away?
Have we lost the weighted dice?
I’ve got to know before you go

Was this meant to be so?
Or was it anything I once forgot to say?

I’m looking at a scrapbook album page

Cannot see your fear or this childish rage

Staring through the pages into years

Moistened muddy memories soaked in tears 
Tempered with the lust we held at bay

And I’m wondering one more time today

Was it anything I once forgot to say?
Was it anything I once forgot to say?

Was it anything I told you twice?

Was it some old line that drifted far away?

Have we lost the weighted dice?
I’ve got to know before you go

Was this meant to be so?  
Or was it anything I once forgot to say?

I saw you in a dream and you were on T.V.

Having written some book about leaving me

Staring through the screen into the ancient past

Where bridges to my sanity were burning fast

I thought that we were making something bold and brave

I guess we finally used up all the love we made

Was it anything I once forgot to say?
