Rainbow Corner

By John T. Wurzer

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow, let me know

I think I might have taken a wrong turn there a long, long time ago.

What once was a brightly colored highway full of hope

Turned into a alley full of ignorance and fears with which to cope

In the twisting of a liquorish stick and the swelling of a smile
At the moment I got lost in her steamy bedroom style

And then found myself alone again without a place to grow

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow

Let me know

If you ever find the ending of the circle we’ve been in

Let me know just when you get there, because I’ve got a yarn to spin

A miracle of innocence that loses what it gains

On the road to cultured wisdom, through the cold October rain

When the skies with lazy tragedy repeat their bedroom song

The dead are nearly living and the living are long gone

It’s a tale of wealth and poverty and fickle winds that blow

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow

Let me know.

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow, let me know.

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow, let me know.

If you ever find the corner of the rainbow, let me know.

