
Habegale, Luther's windows
Luther's Windows Are Littered With NothingA Crystal, a Picture, a Dead Potted SageA Dusty White Curtain, the Nose Prints of a DogA Shot Glass Collection From His Truck Driving DaysLuther's Bedroom Is As Hot As An OvenWith Air That's As Stale As Old Forgotten BreadIn a Cage On the Dresser There's a Parrot That TalksBut Her Name Over and Over Is All That It SaysTurn Your Back to the SunYou See Only ShadowsLook Beneath the StarsYou See Only NightLike a Homesick SailorLuther's Standing in the WindowWatching the World Floating By Him TonightLuther's Hands Once Held a ChainWith Keys to a Home and a Blue ChevroletNow He Lives With His Mother, Steals All Her LiquorAnd Chain Smokes and Stares At the Ceiling For DaysTurn Your Back to the SunYou See Only ShadowsLook Beneath the StarsYou See Only NightLike a Homesick SailorLuther's Standing in the WindowWatching the World Floating By Him TonightLuther's Sitting By Himself On the SofaWith His Head Bowed Down But His Eyes Are Open WideHaving a One Man Revival With An Electronic BibleListening to the Parade Going ByAnd the Bass Drum Is Pounding, the Trumpets Are BleatingAnd He's Reading a Verse From St. JohnA Trickle of Light Seeps Through the BlindLuther Pulls Down the Shade Until He Makes Up His MindWell, Turn Your Back to the SunYou See Only ShadowsLook Beneath the StarsYou See Only NightLike a Homesick SailorLuther's Standing in the WindowWatching the World Floating By Him TonightIt's Floating By Him Tonight
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