Feeding at the Fire

By John T. Wurzer

Like a swarm of killer bees around my heart

That's what your love is

That's what it seems like

When you start

To take away all that you've given

To set out searching for the crown

Guess you were just another bandit on the street

And I was just a bus stop on your long road out of town

Like a vulture drawing circles around my soul

That's what your love is

That's what it seems like

When you roll

In and out of my existence

In and out of what I am

Guess you were just another dreamer at the war

And I was just the lion, lying down once with the lamb

Like a love song breeding goblins in my sleep

That's what your love is

That's what it seems like

When you creep

Around the outskirts of contentment

Around the borders of desire

Guess you were just another candle in the night

And I was just the kerosene feeding at the fire

So what's the point in me rehearsing

for a love I can't inspire

Guess you were just another lantern in the wind

And I was just the kerosene feeding at the fire

