Lady of Love

Written by John T. Wurzer

It was two in the morning and the bars were all closing,

My cigarette burned to the tips of my nails.

I was watching the skies while my limericks were dozing,

With the hum of the night and the silence of snails.

I had turned toward the churchyard and sharpened my consciousness.

Took a deep breath and exhaled bitter helplessness,

Two doors away from my lady of love; let me find her.

REFRAIN:

She's been listlessly watching the fire as it sputters and hisses in rhyme.

She's been vaguely remembering a place, I've committed the same senseless crime.

And it seems just a glimpse of the past would make the colors all blend.

But that's not how it ends.

Now the churchyard was pavement and the doors to the building

Were locked like a fortress preparing for war.

I just sat on the doorstep and stared at my shoelace

And dreamt that this place was a house of the lord.

I buried my face in the hands of a vagabond,

Pressed on my temples and whispered to far beyond,

Two doors away from my lady of love; let me find her.

REFRAIN

She's been listlessly watching the fire as it sputters and hisses in rhyme.

She's been vaguely remembering a place, I've committed the same senseless crime.

And it seems just a glimpse of the past would make the colors all blend.

But that's not how it ends.

It was three in the morning; the circles were growing

'Neath eyes that were tired of pursuing a ghost.

I stood up with a vague resolve, dried the tears flowing

And set out expecting the worst from the most.

I lifted my arms to the branch of a chestnut tree,

Tore off a leaf and proceeded relentlessly,

Two doors away from my lady of love; let me find her.

