
Greg Brown, Dear wrinkled face
Dear wrinkled face,oh, lover friend.Best enemy,I love your hands.That whole fine mindevery placeI find myself,dear wrinkled faceSuch midnight loveon this cross hungwould have scared uswhen we were young.Our sweat flows downalong this traceThe way is steep,dear wrinkled face.Why should we fearto say God's name?We are from here,and go as we came.We're part of allthis terror and grace.Give me a kiss,dear wrinkled face.Though in this dealwe can't always speakof what we feelmy legs go weakwhen your dark eyeslight up this space,We're yours, we're mine,dear wrinkled face.
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