Angel on the Dark Side of the Sun

By John T. Wurzer

So let's let the night go quiet and be happy with our lot

There is nothing in the future that will have to be forgot-

ten like the painful wistful memories that we toasted long ago

On a frozen windy quiet night through an ice storm down below

When you thought I was the savior and I thought you were the queen

Until suddenly reality just burst upon the scene

Too much I guess to be undressed in fragrance and in fun

And now you're just an angel on the dark side of the sun

As I sit here with my whiskey, playing music in the dark

With a gentle hand that leads the band, I swear I feel a spark

With the anger all forgotten, let the thinking man remain

With his worn out hats and his dogs and cats left to dry out in the rain.

I could use a lucky leprechaun just to change my point of view

And I could use a girl in a bright green dress and I'd like it to be you

But it seems that an Irish lullaby can not reach oblivion

Where you sit just like an angel on the dark side of the sun

And I wonder what you do there as you dream of pots of gold

All the riches that you're chasing, all the stories that you've been told

Have you found a decent man yet, in that web of hope that you've spun?

Or are you just and angel on the dark side of the sun?

