Wrapping Up

By John T. Wurzer

Another night, wrapping up

Another chance to make amends for all that’s dripped out of the cup
Another dream, standing still
Another driver left alive after a slow ride up the hill

Another night, another night, wrapping up.

Same old northern bar, a freight train car
Someone whispers in my ear, “Who the hell do you think you are?”
Where will it end? Where did it start?

Was there an absolute, a guiding truth, what made it fall apart?

Another night, another night, wrapping up.

I lost the answer, then I was caught
They only gave me twenty seconds to create a virgin thought
Tomorrow breathes in scented rhyme

Another space, another face, another frostbit valentine

Another night, another night, wrapping up.

The river of time keeps flowing,

yesterday’s breeze keeps blowing

Where will it end, another friend, another dream

