Here Comes a Fire

By John T. Wurzer

A long time ago, I told them they could sell me down the river

So I guess it’s alright that they often do.

So long in the hot, hot sun that my soul begins to shiver

I didn’t come here to freeze to death; I’ve got better things to do.

Here comes a fire on the horizon

In walks a dream all black and blue

The tune is familiar but the singer keeps disguising
that this is a fire that burns without you.

This is a fire that burns with or without you.

The grey skies have cleared and the sun is shining sideways

All of my memories adopt a greenish yellow hue.

Forty-four years and I’m still surviving and doing it my way

Now that I’m doing it right, I wish that you were doing it too.

Here comes a fire on the horizon

In walks a dream all black and blue

The tune is familiar but the singer keeps disguising

that this is a fire that burns without you.

This is a fire that burns with or without you.

