Waiting For Her at the Hoffbrau

By John T. Wurzer

Walking down memory lane with a basket of heartaches

Trying to find a small trace of where we once began

Through a seedy bar and past a tiny cabin

by a waterwheel that used to speak your name

Past the banks of what now passes for a river

Down a sidewalk full of tunes we used to sing

Breaking rules that once we made to save my psyche

Staring at a finger without a ring

I can feel the magic shadow of your nightmare

As the gray October sky starts turning black

I'm trying hard to resurrect a feeling

And convince myself I really want you back

Through years of introspection and decision

I've been struggling with the anger and the fear

And as I walk alone along this river

I'm staring at the past without a tear

So I find myself a quiet little tavern

Where the waitresses are cheerful and polite

And I'll sit here for an hour writing love songs

till your absence says it's time to say goodnight

Every moment of reflection makes me tremble

Every beer tastes like ambrosia from above

sitting at this bar across the river

Remembering the flavor of our love.

I could tell you that I waited there for hours

but it was only ninety minutes and a smile

Before I came to realize that living

With or still without you ain't no trial

And if all we'll ever have is what has passed us

Let's close the book and hide it in a drawer

It's obvious to me, the way you're acting

Proves you never really wanted something more

Walking down memory lane with a cautious reflection

trying to find direction in the sound of someone’s voice

The years become a roadmap for the future

The cover reads, "You always had a choice!"

There's a bridge that we've been crossing for a long time

That leads to possibilities and dreams

Let's meet there on the other side tomorrow

and find out if true love is what it seems

Midnight vanishes

You're lying to yourself

Moonlight escapes

There's dust upon the shelf

Red Dwarf...white Giant...It doesn't really matter

A solar eclipse on somebody's lips, and what little is left starts to scatter

Like ashes on an ocean, or kindness at the war

I can't stop myself from thinking that we should've tried some more of this.

Everything is Cool.....Everything's OK.

Lotsa Love

John

