Another Change
by Bruce

As we talked about the things that we see,

What did you think it meant to me.

When we walked around the old lot,

I thought I knew you, I did not.

And now here, we go again.

Around and over and back again.

First it’s warm, and then its cold.

Which will it be, I’m never told.


Oh no, here it comes, another change.

Now I just don’t know how to be anymore.

Even though I’ve been here many times before.

When that awkward feeling fills the air,

Who goes when, and who goes where

The track has just been switched.

And so my friend now nothing clicks.

A light has been shut out.

Now all the smiles have turned to doubt.


Oh no, here it comes, another day.

Now I just don’t know how to be anymore.

Even though I’ve been here many times before.

And now everything seems like its strained to me now.

Who sits where and who sits how?

A wound that has to heal,

And now it hurts me just to feel.

But maybe, it’s just a test.

See me through, take me for my best.


But oh no, here it comes, another day.

Now I just don’t know how to be anymore.

Even though I’ve been here many times before.

Do I walk in the room or just stand at the door?

Do I look up at you or look down at the floor?

See I just don’t know how to be where you are.

Tell me, am I too close or is this too far ?

Well you’ve got yours and I got mine,

And I never have or will cross that line !

