There Is No Mail

(haroldboothe@lakelizardmusic)

There is no mail, 

There are no calls

Just this bottle

And these same walls

Round and round

And round it goes…

I love you

You love yourself

He loves her

She loves someone else

Round and round

And round it goes…

This house is like a wheel of misfortune

Where it stops, heaven only knows

Seems that love and luck just pass me by

And round and round

And round it goes…

The tide goes out,

 the tide comes in

The man in the moon 

just sits and grins

Round and round

And round it goes…

The sun comes up,

 like a fiery ball

Old man river

He’s seen it all

Round and round

And round it goes…
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