This Weather

By John T. Wurzer
One last night in Plattsburgh and I think I’ll drink a few

Before I find my hotel room, and continue missing you

Sometimes the times apart can teach me more than times together

But I need a warmer place to do it; I can’t take this fucking weather!

One more night in Plattsburgh, so I’ll buy another beer

Write another love song, and wish that you were here

Joe is courting Judy while he’s making eyes at Heather

It’s just another New York bar, if you ignore the fucking weather!

One last night in Plattsburgh and there’s nothing to explain

Living here without you kind of drives me half-insane

A handful of these lonely days, just seem to last forever

Without you by my side, I just can’t take this fucking weather!

I’d like to have another drink, but no one seems to know

It’s a lesson that you learn when there’s no other place to go

The children grew much older, but they still wear patent leather

I’d wonder what might happen next, but I can’t take this fucking weather

One more night in Plattsburgh and the world is feeling trapped

In between the platitudes, and senseless barroom crap

Your dreams can’t reach beyond this town; they’re anchored by a tether

That snaps you back when you realize…. You can’t take this fucking weather!

