Anticide

By John T. Wurzer

There's a wicked wind a blowing through the bedrooms of the world,

and it's making orphans of young lovers as they sleep.

It takes the mind from body, it takes the soul from soul, and it

leaves cold indecision running deep

It's an inside out experience, born of solitude and pride

Saying none but I are constant and they call it anticide

You may call yourself a cynic

Or live by Murphy’s guide

You may say you're only cautious

But I call it anticide

There's a growing mind that's empty and it swallows even love, and

it says you can't believe what you can't touch

I've seen it in your nightmares through a lighting storm of fears,

and it acts more like a wall, than as a crutch.

It's the empty kind of feeling that can tear you up inside

When you're cursing everyone you meet, I call it anticide

Accentuate the positive, and love your fellow man

Said mama, to her blue eyed boy

And if he turns around on you when you're reaching for your wallet,

then love him for the things he can't enjoy

And when you're standing at the river and it seems to run too wide.

They'll tell you, you can't cross it, and they'll call it anticide.

