It Never Was
by Bruce Bergenfeld

Listen to the laughter as it breaks the solitude.

Voices talking softly, of which I can’t intrude.

A memory of how that was, is all that’s left inside.

Caught inside the wheels of time, this path that I must ride.

When first I gazed upon you, I knew not what I saw.

Then I gave to you my time, or anything at all.

Now I stumble through the day, and count the hours at night.

And when I look into your eyes, it still just is not right.


And now I find myself, where you are


Never close to you, never far.


And I will spend my time feeling a love,


A love that never was.


No, it never was.

From far away I saw you, walking towards me with your smile.

Your face lit up to see me, beaming from a mile.

You hardly could contain your words, till you were by my side.

And if I spent forever there, I’d be satisfied.


But now I find myself, where you are


Never close to you, never far.


And I will spend my time feeling a love,


A love that never was.


No, it never was.

You tighten up your winter coat, and put your wool hat on.

Wrap your scarf and wear your gloves, into the cold you’ve gone.

As we go along our way, and travel through the streets

The path we follow as we go, is the destiny we meet.


So now I find myself, where you are


Never close to you, never far.


And I will spend my time feeling a love,


A love that never was.


No, it never was.

