No Time To Think About Love

By John T. Wurzer

Tired

The world seeps through my door

Passion hides the key

Almost on the floor

Too dark for me to see

The echoes from the tomb

The funeral march that hides

The infant from the womb

STOP THERE

DON'T CARE

No time to think about love

Cold

The feelings that were fire

A lifeless broken art

A slave to half desire

That somehow fell apart

A broken Christmas dream

A lifetime full of moss

The wrong side of the rock

STOP THERE

DON'T CARE

No time to think about love

Lost

The will to make things new

The bright spot in the storm

The bond that never grew

The times when I felt warm

The master of disguise

Is naked and aloof

About to speak the truth

STOP THERE

DON'T CARE

No time to think about love

