Running After Me

By John T. Wurzer

Who's that girl in the long red stockings?

With her tongue on fire and the way she's walking

She melts my attitude, sends a shiver up my sleeve

Is it love, or just the home fires raging

Is it her or just an act she's staging

I'm not sure at all, but what I see I believe

But I am taken

No use mistaking

Someone else belongs to me

Even undercover

Can't forget my lover

Can't forget that nothing's ever free

Don't come running after me

As she comes to me, her eyes grow brighter

I try to run away, but I can't fight her

A dream, a fantasy, brushing up against my knee

Hair as blond as the wheat in August

Fresh and lively like the smell of sawdust

I'm wondering why she has the urge to conquer me

She's smooth as silk, she got a look like lightening

And when she breathes the whole room is brightening

She throws her hair back like she's giving it up to the sky

And in a moment with my head still spinning

I find myself, and see my good side winning

I'm headed home, you know I'm not that kind of a guy

