If the Morning's Dancing on Her Window Shades

By John T. Wurzer

I haven't seen her for a long time

She's been rambling far and wide

I heard her ask if he was lonesome underneath

Well, it's safe to assume that the lonely

Are gonna visit the other side

But can the ticklish still adhere to that belief

Too many funny bones breaking out of rhyme
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And if the morning's dancing on her window shades

She'll let 'em down

It'd take the next steam engine

Just to drag her from this town

She spent her time and her trouble

On a life that let her down

So if the morning's dancing on her window shades

She'll let 'em down

Feeding Corinna in the cradle with her bottle and tiny hands

But it's the same pose every evening when he gets home

Like a Christmas toy now broken, she's got a love that seldom stands

And the days go by like a silent metronome

Keeping time with a trembling heart

REFRAIN

Buying groceries for a dollar, a week's worth maybe less

And turning around to find him at the door

He cashes next week's paycheck, and he drives it right through his chest

Like an ocean to a hobo, staying poor

Smokey smiles on a Tuesday night
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Happy children in the churchyard, a happy Sunday in my youth

Music always playing in the silence of my mind

Now Mom and Dad can't understand why she's always running from the truth

But the truth can leave you helplessly behind

Living March on an April night
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