(Bossa noir)

                   Ships Passing        		Joe Woodard

Nighttime falls before you know it
No opportunity to show the things
That spring to the minds of lonely lovers
The right time comes and goes before
The heart can catch up to the eyes
And seize the moment as it goes whizzing over

We are ships passing in the dead of night today
These are lips mouthing out the lines I'd like to say
And like to hear
We're ships passing out of fear and loving
Dreaming of the endless possibilities

The feeling could be mutual
Congealing could be fruitful, all the things
That sing in the ears of lovely loners

Chorus

Last verse:
Nighttime falls before you know it
No opportunity to show the things
That spring to the minds of lonely lovers
Lovely loners, lovely loners, lonely lovers
