
Quindon Tarver, Louisa and her blue guitar
A Naked Thigh Has Much to Talk AboutIf It's Just Approached Right.Just Like Girls Who Talk Too MuchIn Crowded Barrooms Like Last Night.Just Like Our Lisa, Ain't That Right?Conversations Overheard,Sacred Silver Dollars Become Petty Change.Suddenly Red Lipstick Finds ItselfOn the Wrong Side of Her Age.Just Like Our Lisa, Ain't That Strange?And Washed Nylons Bleed Dirty TearsFrom a Stranger's Window Pane.The Red Light Cannot Change the MoodOf the Blue Guitar That's Played. Blue Guitar.The Sound of Painted Nails Are Playing.Hi-ho Silver, Add Another Glass.Good Intentions Can Beat Up Sick AttentionAnd Louisa Finishes Last.&quot;Oh Goody, Ain't Life a Blast.&quot;Hollow Glance.May I Have This Dance?The Face's Been Worn and Thin'cause She's Been Wishing On Too Many Stars Again.Washed Nylons Bleed Dirty TearsFrom a Stranger's Window Pane.The Red Light Cannot Change the MoodOf the Blue Guitar That's Played.Blue Guitar.Blue Guitar.Get in the Car.
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