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People always buy and sell each other

Trading their future for their love

Lovers are trading things that others

Threw out with old mittens and old gloves

Mirrors reflecting, lawyers collecting

Fees for exploiting someone’s pain
Prosperity lingers on their fingers

Like loneliness drips out of the rain

Terrified gamblers; and half-hearted ramblers

Repeating their mantras and their themes

Alive with the eyes of a virgin goddess
Unwisely spilling all their dreams

Moisture condensing, rabbits fencing

With squirrels to the death just down the lane

Countless decisions drip from visions

Like loneliness drips out of the rain

You hold the thrill to kill the memory
Come turn on the light switch in my brain

I need someone to buy the teardrops

Now that loneliness drips out of the rain

Women are speaking from cold hearts leaking

Frozen desire all over the floor

While the suitor’s bankbooks keep on speaking
Of capital assets, dreams and whores
Tomorrow just dreams and schemes the feelings
Too wanton and much too wild to tame
As destiny seeps out of broken ceilings
Like loneliness drips out of the rain

You hold the thrill to kill the memory

Come turn on the light switch in my brain

I need someone to buy the tear drops

Now that loneliness drips out of the rain

