Frozen Tundra

By John T. Wurzer

Ain’t nothing better than the blues in February

With a woman sitting next to me it gets a little scary

Another piece of mind, another place I shouldn’t stray
Another flattered ego, looking for a place to play
Another slice of fantasy on the great lake way up north

Another bedtime story, folded frozen, back and forth

Another place to live, another place to speak your mind

Another frozen tundra and a girl I left behind

And it’s cold

Yeah it’s cold

And it’s an old

Familiar road

And it’s a shame

And it’s a crime

And it’s another frozen tundra and a world I left behind

Ain’t nothing better than the blues immersed in winter

At the end of this old rainbow when my conscience starts to splinter

Another place to ramble when there is no place to roam

Another midnight gamble, betting that I’ll make it home

Another chilly flower on the grave of used to be

Another masquerade, where nothing hot is ever free
Another song inside my head, a poem, a simple rhyme

Another frozen tundra and a girl I left behind

And it’s cold

Yeah it’s cold

And it’s an old

Familiar road

And it’s a shame

And it’s a crime

And it’s another frozen tundra and a world I left behind

Ain’t nothing better than the blues inside the brain
With a notebook and a warming pen and little left to gain

Another thawing memory that shows a little life

Another strange scenario, another kind of wife

Another church on Sunday with a family full of eyes

Another stolen dream world where the romance lives and dies

My sweet imagination keeps on fading from my view

And it’s another frozen Tundra while I’m living without you.

