Life Circle
By John T. Wurzer

Tomorrow waits for no one but it often falls behind

Yesterday is a cold one that can leave you stumbling blind

Today is like a ball of string that disappears as it unwinds

Life is just a circle; I cannot seem to find my way out.

Laughter, rapture, smiling faces, shadows on the wall

Songs I’ve never sung, and dreams I didn’t dream at all

Are locked inside an iceberg too far north to ever thaw

Life is just a circle and I cannot seem to crawl my way out
Strangers, mangers, cheap hotels, and statues made of doubt
Children reciting verses, nursery rhymes, and catching trout
All these things, and a ghost that sings, and another who can’t shout
Are all swirling around in circles trying to find a safe way out
Life is just a circle, can you find me a way out
Life is just a circle, though you hear me still you doubt

That life is just a circle, I will whisper while you shout
That life is just a circle, someone find me a way out!

