Probably a Joke

By John T. Wurzer

This must be a night dream.  It all seems so unreal.

Your face aglow.  It's hard to know if I feel the way I feel.

It's probably the alcohol.  It's probably the smoke.

I've probably been fooled again.  It's probably a joke.

Pinch me and I'll wake up, and you will disappear.

The echo of the music keeps on ringing in my ear.

I must be half insane now.  I'd speak but I'd just choke.

I can't believe you're sitting here.  It's probably a joke.

I could swear I'm wide awake dear.  I could swear I'm not asleep.

You turn your eyes to look at mine.  A tingle starts to creep.

Moving from my ankles to the place my heart was broke.

This can't be reality.  It's probably a joke.

It feels just like a movie that I sat through once before.

The sound of someone's tender hand is rapping at my door.

A temptress on a moonbeam, who wears a scented cloak.

It might be resurrection, but it's probably a joke.

I've lost my sense of humor.  I'm not laughing anymore.

Nothing here but lust and fear.  It strikes me at the core.

I've bloodstains on my fragile heart.  It still needs time to soak.

Nobody is giggling, but it's probably a joke.

In the hour of illusion, with your body in my arms

My strong barbed-wire defenses are sounding the alarms.

I almost say, "I love you." But I'm glad I never spoke

Actually I'm scared to death; it's probably a joke.

You're leaving now.  I kiss your cheek and finish my withdrawal.

I close the door and ask if you were ever here at all.

I'm laughing like a psycho whose been snorting too much coke.

It might be real, but still I feel it's probably a joke.

