The Gap

By John T. Wurzer

There's a gap out in the flatlands.  I'm a going there to find it

For my true love lies behind it, and she calls my name out low

There's a field of bloodstained diamonds on the doorstep of her cabin

I'm not sure now how it happened, but it happened long ago

Long before the gap was opened by a flood of doubt and sorrow

I forgot about tomorrow and started living in my mind

And before I knew to stop it; she was slowly drifting westward

And I was singing in this dungeon to the curious and blind
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Singing, hey little Laura, hey little Laura, hey little Laura,

hey little Laura, where have you been so long

My eyes are turning around back to the sound

Of your heartbeat, girl but it takes so long

God just to find you

The band had taken leave then, to kill another pint of whiskey

When a gentle breeze, it kissed me, right behind my better ear

It whispered of a maiden; she's a waiting my arrival

By a cabin door in a yonder town, at the closing of the year

Half a mile outside the city, I could here her voice a calling

Calling love I fear you've fallen and I fear I've done the same

Or was that just an echo of the screams that I've been thinking

On a sweaty windless tired night, with no one else to blame.
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I'm camped out on the edge now, of the gap that I've been seeking

My eyes are sore and leaking, tears of close but far away

I can hear my love a singing, but I can't make out the verses

So I practice my rehearsals, and I bow my head to pray.
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