Oh Baby

By John T. Wurzer

They say you look kinda cold

When you’re looking at me
You probably know where I’m going when I’m lost at sea
Oh baby

You’ll find me somewhere down the line

I’m a little confused

I’m a little bit late

It’s a strained and abused personality trait
Oh baby

I can’t measure the time
Oh Baby, oh Baby

What kind of world do you see?

You get a little bit older

Look over your shoulder

Can you find the people we used to be?
Are you’re looking at the world like

Like I’m looking at the world?
Have you discovered that nobody’s free?
Oh Baby

Have you been looking for me?
When the shadows of night

Come to knock on the pain (pane)
The window is broken and they knock on my brain

Oh Baby

Can you clear up a thought?

I’m a little confused

I’m a little undone

Watching the world trading food for its guns
Oh baby

I’m a little distraught

Oh Baby, oh Baby

What kind of world do you hear?

Does the silence of night
Sting your ears with a bite
When the crickets are shedding a tear?
Are you looking at the world when I’m looking at the world 

Overloaded with falsehood and fear?

Oh Baby

It’s like I looked in a mirror.
