Don't Fuck it Up With Love

By John T. Wurzer

In a supermarket express lane line

Thinking everything that I had was mine

I ran into a lady in a bright orange dress

She looked at me and she had to cough

She said, "Hey, dude." Where do you get off.

Looking so happy when my life is still a mess.

I looked at her and I had to say

"I wouldn't have it any other way."

I've got no one to push, no one to shove

So go away

And don't fuck it up with love.

We ended up inside her room

A place of things that light to soon

Atomic blasts, a hundred reasons why

Not to care, not to stare, not to breath, newborn air

Nothing that I want to share,

But still I have to try

She looks at me, I look at her

Strange emotions start to purr

While the pussycat is chewing through my glove

So go away

And don't fuck it up with love

Me, I sit inside my face,

dreaming of another place,

Lifelong habits, fantasies and fears

Wondering if this tired guitar,

all strung out and Caked with tar

Could pave a road so filled with drying tears

She laughed at me

I fell apart

I lost my keys

She stole my heart

I told her, "Things are perfect now, don't need no message from above."

And whatever you do, don't fuck it up with love.

If you want to be my world tonight

Get rid of everything you're thinking of

And don't fuck it up with love.
