Another Place and Time

If we both were born in another place and time,

we might see things differently, it might be sublime,

if you were born the night before,

and I was born in the house next door

maybe we'd have something left to say.

If we both were born in another time and place,

we might see things differently, eye to eye, face to face,

if you were born in ancient Rome,

and I was born in the Old Folks' Home,

at least you'd set your watch a different way.

I might not be here writing,

you might be here instead,

and I might be out wandering 

to chase the dreams that seem to fill my head,

or else I might be home, and sick in bed. (inst verse)

We might have been identical twins

with identical hair, and identical skins

plus a tyrannical baby brother

who always found some excuse or other

to come and kick us each in our identical shins

(and then complain to Mother!)

If we both were born in another time and place,

you might have been born as me, to look in the mirror and see my face,

if you were born in the South Pole's clime,

and I was born at the dawn of time,

you wouldn't be much colder, and I would not feel older,

or more alone than the way I feel today.

But if we both were born in another place and time,

we might have never met at all, and that would be a crime,

so I was born at my time of birth,

and you were born at your place on earth,

and we still have a chance to find our way.
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