               MANHATTAN MADNESS

                 (Gregory Dean Crouch)

Motor City memories are fading from my view

All the hostile struggles, disappointments that I knew

Freshly cut into my soul, not likely to be healed

Looking now for better things, a new horizon can reveal

New York’s  skyline is filling up my eyes

Like a giant maze of steel, silouetted against the sky

Quickly turning into cliffs, too massive to be scaled

Looking now for stepping stones that will lead me through the vale

CHORUS:

But the streets aren’t friendly now

And voices resound

That your verses aren’t making it

Wonder why you even brought them around

Wonder why you even brought them around

Manhattan madness is closing in on me

Are the bricks are concrete ‘noes’ stacked so high that I can not see

Reaching high into the clouds where nothing can be free

Looking now for a kindly word, but how, how can that be

CHORUS:

When the streets aren’t friendly now

And voices resound

That your verses aren’t making it

Wonder why you even brought them around

Wonder why you even brought them around

Wonder why I even brought them around

