With One Foot in Your Bedroom

By John T. Wurzer

Now comes the part that I'll never start

To believe or half understand

The place where the past comes to haunt me at last

The place where the dying dreams land

This is the end of the time I can spend

Cause I fear that I'm causing you pain

And all of the jewels that were given to fools

Are now given to drunks down the lane

REFRAIN:

Can't find no refrain, to inspire or explain

So take my life's blood, let it wash down the drain

A cold sense of loss. Awe, there is nothing to gain

Let me go I can't hold you no more

With one foot in your bedroom, and the other out the door

This is the place where I rub out your face

From the memories that I hold so near

A beast ridden room where the shadows that loom

In the dark cause me anguish and fear

I built it myself, of inadequate health

And I live in it most every day

But once in a while, I'm forced into a smile

Right before I start running away.

This is as far as my feelings will jar

You’ve gotten as close as the rest

If you knock down this door, I won't love you no more

Because this cell is sacred and blessed

So excuse my withdrawal, I can't answer your call

I'm accustom to being untouched

If I let you arrive, so completely alive

I'm afraid that my heart will be crushed

