Coincident Style
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This is the grand finale

This is the end of the line

When there's nobody left to examine

And you've emptied the bottle of wine

This was a one-act movie

This was a peep show at noon

Now you've got to get back to the grindstone

And I've got to go to the moon

This is the last of the ninth, kid

This is the old checkered flag

And the laughter has finally ended

Put those wild oats back in the bag

This was a night in the desert

And you never repeat desert nights

So get yourself back to the grasslands

Enough of just seeing the sights

This is a one-night stand in

No hope for a future of lust

Time to use that emergency exit

And reach out for someone to trust

This was just one of those things, kid

A fantasy moment in space

Now I'm alone for the long haul

But I'll always remember your face

This is the grand finale

This is the end of the line

When there's nobody left to examine

And you've emptied the bottle of wine

I pasted my eyes to your body

And I pasted my heart to your smile

Now we've got nothing but memories

Of perfect coincident style.

