Lonesome Blues

Two lives forever intertwined like the runners of an ivy vine

By a child of love that is yours and mine

Yet here I am trapped inside this naked soul

That is hypnotized by a love I realize is through

And as I watch the sands of time

Slip slowly through these aging hands of mine

The once sweet taste of love now tangs of a bitter wine

Must I endure a score or more of harvest moons

Searching for a lover and a friend to cure these lonesome blues
