Broken Mind

By John T. Wurzer


Won't you come to me and see a life that's filled with fantasy

Won't you sail upon my ship and hold your lip upon my lip

Can't you find another way to say the things you've got to say

Won't you come to me and find the ruins of a broken mind

Where have all the flowers gone, it seems so short yet it seems so long

I thought you were the only one to share my life and share my fun

But when the morning broke today, I found that you had slipped away

Won't you come to me and find the ruins of a broken mind

I'll ask you one more time my dear, was it love or was it fear

Am I just a passing fade enlisted with the ones you've had

Was it love, or was it he that made you need one such as me

Won't you come to me and find the ruins of a broken mind

