Firing Range
By John T. Wurzer

Standing there out on the firing range

Staring at my gun

Wondering to myself in vain
“Just how bulletproof have I become?”

It is just like anything else, I guess

You get back whatever you put in

Curiosity rises, there are no surprises

It’s the same thing all over again.

So I stand like a building, built “back in the day”

Ever stoic, upright and proud

While the rest of the world keeps on changing around me

Violent, restless, and loud

Standing there out on the firing range

On the other side now just for fun

I guess I’ll find out, without any doubt

Just how bulletproof I’ve become.

Hanging out there on the firing range

Staring at my gun

Wondering to myself in vain

“Is the other side just as fun?”

Well it’s just like anything else, I guess

You get back whatever you put in

Curiosity rises, there are no surprises

It’s the same thing all over again

