It Must Be Love

By John T. Wurzer

The floodgates open

The water flows

Down by the river

The sunset glows

Your hand in my hand

Finger and glove

The floodgates open

It must be love

It must be love dear

It feels so strange

This swollen river

Calls out your name

When it starts raining

And skies turn black

I hop a freight train

And make it back

Into your arms dear

Into your room

Where silence trembles

And passion looms

It must be love dear

It feels so strange

This swollen river

Calls out your name

We’ll get much older

We’ll fight the years

I’ll watch your footsteps

Soak up my tears

Though friends may vanish

Into the dust

Your hand in my hand

It must be love

