Graveyards
By John T. Wurzer

When the wind stops blowing and the sky beats deeper blue
When winter stops snowing will I make it back to you

When the wheels stop spinning on this tour bus we’ve been on

Will we end up winning, will we wake to face the dawn

Is there a wildfire burning up our memories down the street

Can our hearts keep yearning when they know they’ll never meet
Are your eyes still glowing, far away from where I lay?

Is your love still showing.  Is there more it wants to say?
Will the dark let me know just how?

Can I try one more time to bow?

Will the dead give a warm embrace?

Can I rest while at rest in that place?

Is there a red rose dying on the highway next to yours?

Where the cars are driving, but each driver softly snores

At the crossroads weaving like a soul that cannot give
With its life force leaving with the reason that it lived
Will the dark let me know just how?

Can I try one more time to bow?

Will the dead give a warm embrace?

Can I rest while at rest in that place?

When the wind stops blowing and the barroom lights go dark

Will the one I’m knowing lose the motion or the spark

Will her heart keep loving in directions it can’t find

Or will the bells be ringing in the graveyard of her mind?

When the wind stops blowing…
