Skinny Little Woman

By John T. Wurzer
It scares me to death that you can hear my thoughts

When I don’t even know you that well

We’ve never weathered a storm together

We’ve never traveled through heaven or hell

Still I’m feeling a hazy connection

Like no feeling that I ever knew

And I’m wondering what games I could send up in flames

With a skinny little woman like you

It scares me to death that you can hear my thoughts 

When I don’t have a clue what you think

At the end of th4e day, when it’s too late to play

And you’re waiting to serve me a drink

I can’t keep my mind on the poetry

And there’s nothing that I wouldn’t do

To discover the taste of a trip to the waist

of a skinny little woman like you

It scares me to death that you can hear my thoughts

I’ve grown accustomed to being alone

I don’t have any songs, to set right all the wrongs

If you called I wouldn’t pick up the phone

Still there’s some kind of scent in the evening

If I asked would you answer on cue

What would it take for my heart to escape

With a skinny little woman like you

