Doors
By John T. Wurzer

You started out just looking for the means to kill some time.

And ended up obsessed with the habit

Another point of view wrapped in a senseless nursery rhyme

When the brass ring dangled slowly, you did grab it

Every time the door was opened you just stuttered and you stared

But gnashed your teeth and walked right through it

And now you kick it down when you approach no longer scared

It was the doorway to enchantment and you knew it

Yeah you knew it

All the time

You started out just staring at your watch and marking time

And ended up with eyes forever straining

Now you keep exploring worlds of fantasy divine

In the theatre of life you’ve finished training

The first time the door was opened, you watched it from afar

The second time you moved a little nearer

Now you’ve ripped it off its hinges and you caught a falling star

Every door falls down, every day you treasure dearer

And see a little clearer

All the time

So many doors to walk on through

So many scenes to play with you

So many hearts put on display

So many maps and charts to ignore along the way

You started out just writing weary words this afternoon
In poetry and prose you kept reflecting

With every passing bottle you could hear the fiddler’s tune

In each melody lay a song you’d been rejecting

Every time the door flies open you go waltzing into styles

Like a dancer at a ball whose chest is pounding

While you dream about climbing in the windows with a smile
Without doors you could be free, your voice resounding
Quite astounding
All the time

So many doors to walk on through

So many scenes to play with you

So many hearts put on display

So many maps and charts to ignore along the way
