THE CLOCK RAN


words and lyrics by R. P. St. John, Jr.
The clock ran down the wall

And spilled in  sorrow,

It’s wasted hours

Stained the kitchen floor.

Yesterays I thought I saw your shadow

Sliding ‘cross the rug and out  the door.

1st Chorus:
And just what realm is this 

I see before me?

The dark un-numbered pages

Of a dream?

A paradise of fantasy and flowers

Where all is never ever 

What it seems,

Instrumental chorus:
2nd Chorus:

And just what realm is this

I see before me?

The twisted wreckage of some

Sordid scheme

A realm of tear stained carrion scented laughter

Oblivion’s the object of the game.
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