Love Song In The Window
By John T. Wurzer

I’ve been inside of prisons made of thoughts and made of stone

I’ve been inside of nightmares; and I’ve felt so all alone

I’ve been inside of mansions made of money and of blood

I’ve lived through years in tunnels made of scrap wood, nails, and mud

In the window there’s a love song, waiting patiently to die

In your mind there is a pattern that still dries a crying eye

In the passing of the seasons there are stages that don’t show

And there is no place left but paradise for you and me to go
I see a shadow on the sidewalk, naked laughter in the breeze

I see another poem drying with the beer stains on my sleeve

I see the plaster in my conscience and the frozen pipes below

No there’s nothing flowing anywhere, and nothing new to know.

In the window there’s a love song, waiting patiently to die

In your mind there is a pattern that still dries a crying eye

In the passing of the seasons there are stages that don’t show

And there is no place left but paradise for you and me to go
I watched you sleeping soundly through a hurricane of fate

You took the world off of my shoulders and you put it on your plate
I watched you come full circle, and I’ve also circled some

Sometimes it makes me wonder if we ever should have come.

In the window there’s a love song, waiting patiently to die

In your mind there is a pattern that still dries a crying eye

In the passing of the seasons there are stages that don’t show

And there is no place left but paradise for you and me to go
We can sit and reminisce about the lusty days of yore

We can chain our dreams to stairways that never reach a floor

We can bow before the oracle, the gypsy, and the seer
We can play this same unwilling game, or we can get right out of here

In the window there’s a love song, waiting patiently to die

In your mind there is a pattern that still dries a crying eye

In the passing of the seasons there are stages that don’t show

And there is no place left but paradise for you and me to go
There is no place left but paradise for you and me to go.

