
Quindon Tarver, She cries
Time Passes Quickly For Our Lady of the HourShe Brushes Her Long Blonde HairFrom Her Face Only to Find a TearBut She Don't Know Why She's Been CryingShe Looks Inside HerselfTo Maybe Find An AnswerBut She's Willingly DistractedBy the Man Who Like's Her GlitterShe Says, &quot;Fool, I Ain't Gold.&quot;She Don't Even Know She Cries Cuz She's So Tangled Up in LiesIn Her Head She Plays a GamePretending That She's Not the Same Lady Who Is Cheating On Her HusbandWith a Man She Hardly Even KnowsShe Says, &quot;Ignorance Is Bliss.&quot;But When He Asks Her NameShe Must Fumble For An AnswerShe's Been Called So ManyBut Now She Can't RememberSo She Just Makes Up AnotherAnd She Don't Even Know She Cries Cuz She's So Tangled Up in LiesNow the Dirty Deed Is DoneShe Heads Into the BathroomShe Washes Her Hands in the SinkAnd Thinks It Could Clean Her ConscienceIf Only She Could Find OneAnd Slowly She Turns and HeadsFor the Door As If This Were All a DreamShe Has Seen Her Sweet Husband's FaceBut Only Like a Fleeting GlimseOf All Those Bridges She's Been BurningAll Those Bridges She's Been BurningAnd She Don't Even Know She CriesIt Should Come As no SurpriseCuz She's So Tangled Up in Lies
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