A Once Forgotten Dream
By John T. Wurzer

It starts out just like springtime

There’s a will and a need to grow

The soil warms up the roots of restless passion down below

Life bursts forth, absorbs the air and swallows up the sun

Hopes and aspirations wait for summer heat to come.

It moves just like the weather

Romance, heartache, seasoned lust

Spicy hot and torrid failed experiments in trust

Ups and downs, ins and outs, fresh wounds and healing scars

A calloused heart evolving, with its pulse locked behind bars

Summer turns to fall

And life’s lessons lived and learned
Stocking up for winter builds a stash while leaves are turned

Guarding all the assets with insurance for the mind

Shutting off the soul so that the flesh won’t fall behind

Days pass by without a sigh

And nothing makes it through

No one laughs, no one cries, or falls in love with you
Feelings and emotions washed away by lifelong streams

Until all that’s left are angry men and once forgotten dreams.

Refrain #1:

First you’re much too young to handle it

Then you’re hot and in your prime

You make memories that you can’t forget

And they haunt you all the time

Then you’re too damn old to give a damn

And things are always how they seem

And all that’s left is an angry man

And a once forgotten dream

Refrain #2: 

First they’re much too young to handle it

Then they’re hot and in their prime

They make memories they they’ll never forget

And they haunt them all the time

Then they’re too damn old to give a damn

And things are always how they seem

And all that’s left are angry men

And once forgotten dreams

