No One Knows

By John T. Wurzer

No one knows anymore what makes me walk through the door
Will I fall through the floor at the core, no one knows

No one dreams anyway of a land far away

Where the innocent play bright and gay with the hay in their toes

No one knows.

Captured tears rust the chains, silent fears nurse the pains

Are those scars or just stains that remain on the tip of your nose?

Love drops by and it breathes, not a gift just a tease

Will my veins start to freeze when the leaves fall off and it goes?

No one knows

Laughter floats like a cloud in this carnival crowd

Music echoes out loud and dances so proud as it flows

Morning dawns on the scene quiet, misty, serene

You wonder, “What does it mean and what did this dream just expose?”
No one knows

Empty homes have no hosts

Empty parties, no toasts

Empty beds and their posts

Have no ties to their ghosts

When it matters the most and the frozen wind blows

And no one knows

No one knows

No one knows

No one knows
Perfect prose never comes, fingers swell up like thumbs

There’s a pain in my gums, and my eardrums still hum when it snows

Fractured thoughts in a tomb run like blood through the womb

Will the bride and the groom meet their doom while they’re holding that pose

No one knows

