Danger Zone

Written by John T. Wurzer

There she goes, off through the streets again walking away with my heart.

And still it shows, in the people I meet at ten, they watch as my tears stop and start.

Heaven's a place for the warm silent face I knew.  Hell is a place I have known.

Mansions and moonbeams feel empty, it all seems like years pass and no one has grown.

In this danger zone.

Eye to eye, we fall into patterns of dreams we had known in the past.

Flying high, wasting the ones we love, and swearing we've all had a blast.

Two-day-old wine and a song they call mine left me here with a life I condone.

I gasp for a breath, needing life after death, after life left me uselessly prone.

In this danger zone.

Passion sleeps, mercifully silent while memories get lost in my brain.

You play for keeps, and after the money spent, I'll be my own ball and chain.

Ashes to ash, burning cold with a flash, turning time into trash with no home.

Winos and fools using dangerous tools just to drive out the ghouls as they moan.

In this danger zone.

Morning breaks, desperate for hope; I get lost in the warmth of the sun.

These mistakes are gone as I soon forget, moments just blend into one.

Peace on this earth must be found in rebirth, and I'm finding it's worthless to groan.

Happiness waits in some less-altered states without lengthily debates with my clone.

In this danger zone.

