Solitude of Song

By John T. Wurzer

The wind as cold as January ice freezes teardrops on my face

I walk outside to grab the mail.  The morning paper soaking wet.

And over cereal and toast, I add the bills up in my head.

I curse the checkbook and the phone.  Write checks for more than I have made.

And when the money's gone as far as it will go, grab my guitar

And wonder where my life went wrong.

And, somewhere in the solitude of song, I find the will to carry on.

The worn-out car takes seven tries to start, as in the morning does my heart.

I'm off to work, another fight.  A bout with sanity and fear.

Too many children dropping out because it's easy to give up.

I'm pouring poison by the glass.  They're buying up whatever's left.

And when the clock strikes two-fifteen I grab my coat and limousine

To start a searching for the dawn.

And, somewhere in the solitude of song, I find the will to carry on.

Somewhere in the aching morning hours

When silence drowns out ulcered thoughts

I hear a music box of rhyme

With children laughing all the time

At the insanity of crime

And, somewhere in the solitude of song, I find the will to carry on.

And when I sleep my mind won't rest.  Low-budget movies rape my eyes

A naked lady waking up, and purple monsters at my knees

Trite paranoia taking shape inside a pillow full of doubt

I wake up sweaty every hour and pace around an empty house

Until the time gets in the way.  It's time to start another day

And exorcise the beast named Kong.

And, somewhere in the solitude of song, I find the will to carry on.

Somewhere in the aching morning hours

When silence drowns out ulcered thoughts

I hear a music box of rhyme

With children laughing all the time

At the insanity of crime

And, somewhere in the solitude of song, I find the will to carry on.

