All Have You

By John T. Wurzer

I met a girl in a barroom slum back in nineteen ninety-seven

She was thirty years old and her heart was cold, she was halfway gone to heaven.

She gave me a line about doing time with a man whose heart was dead.

Then she asked for my hand in a childish way, and this is what I said.

Teach me how the night turns black

When the days are hard to ponder

Tell me exactly how you feel

When you have the urge to wander

Take me to your paradise

And introduce me to

The lovers and friends that you say you have

After you've let them all have you.

She looked at me with the strangest face and told me I was absent

She buried her eyes in my throat and then told me I was half-bent

She told me of her greatest love, and of all the tears they shed

Together in their hours of youth, and this is what I said.

Teach me how the night turns black

When the days are hard to ponder

Tell me exactly how you feel

When you have the urge to wander

Take me to your paradise

And introduce me to

The lovers and friends that you say you have

After you've let them all have you.

Well, the last time that I saw her it was two-thousand and twenty

Her hair was gray and her eyes were sore, she said that she'd had plenty

In her barroom place, with an aging face, so undone and so misled

I looked at her like a wanderer, and this is what I said.

