
Quindon Tarver, In a woman's life
Somewhere Between Right and Wrong Is a Love SongIts Tongue Hits the Target But Its Phone Number Is Always WrongIt Speaks Through Calluses of Gentler ThingsIt Speaks of KindnessBut I Don't Think You Know What That Word MeansYour Love Is a Bitter Seed That Only the Blind Can SeeIf This Is What Love IsThen I Guess There's no Love Song Left in MeSomewhere Between Right and Wrong Is RealityJustice and Shame Speak Foolishly of Impractical ThingsYour Kisses Are As Kind As CandlesYour Hands Are As Giving As StoneYour Mind Is Kind As Hitler's Until Night Leaves You Feeling AloneYour Love Is Something I Must Do But Never BeIf This Is What Love IsThen I Guess There's no Love Song Left in MeI Didn't Mean to Fall Into DarknessIt's Just That I Trip in the LightsCause Aw Man It's Hard to See That Clearly and Not Put Up a FightBut I Knew I Wpould Break and Not BendJust Look At This Trouble I'm InI Need to RealizeThis Is How the Unhappy Half DiesSomewhere Between Good and Bad Is Every Lie I Have Ever Been ToldThey All Come Down But Good Deeds Don't Count It's What Cards You HoldBut I'm Tired of Your Grey LaughterI Am Tired of Your Hungry EyesThis Love Is So RottenIt's Startin' to Attract FliesYour Love Is Something That Must Do But Never BeIts Blade Is Made of Jealousy and InsecurityYour Love Is a Bitter Seed That Only the Blind Can SeeIf This Is What Love IsIf This Is What Love IsThen I Guess There's no Love Song Left in Me.
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