Metaphor

By John T. Wurzer
Nothing is a metaphor

Then everything’s a metaphor

Then nothing is a metaphor again

Then everything’s a metaphor

But somehow you’re not really sure

If your metaphor is a metaphor for what hasn’t ever been.
Silence is a nursery rhyme
Violence is an unwashed crime

Teardrops are a sultry mine that begs me to explore

Tattered sheets worn by love

An able minded God above

Blesses only hearts that love inside his metaphor
Nothing is a metaphor

Then everything’s a metaphor

Then nothing is a metaphor again

Then everything’s a metaphor

But somehow you’re not really sure

If your metaphor is a metaphor for what hasn’t ever been.
Disaster is an evil deed

The lusty vagrant, one bad seed
The blood you bleed is envy, greed, and wealth
Tempting phrases, it’s hard to tell
They might be heaven, might be hell

Your metaphor is a wishing well

And you’re a metaphor for yourself

