Blurry
Maybe there’s a smudge upon the painting,
Maybe there’s a stain upon the wall,

Perhaps the way you look at me is not quite right,

It’s hard to tell, and it’s just as well…

It always looks all right when it’s kind of blurry,

It’s comfortable when things are not too clear,

You never notice cracks around the edges,
You never notice fragments in the corners,
You never hear the whispers in the hall.
So sing a song about the being blurry,
It’s quite all right to simply hum the tune,

So chant it in a warm room full of echoes,

The job is done because the day is over,

The work I’m doing doesn’t make much sense.

It’s nice to have my life become a cloud,

I watch it from a castle made of dreams,

When I remember looking out my window,

When I remember looking out at all.

And people seem all right when you’re kind of blurry,
They seem to smile, and turn, and walk away,

It’s hardly worth the trouble spent to hold on,

They never seem to linger for an answer,
Was I a minute or an hour too late?

…and I never want to see that way again.

I’m worn and tired, and feeling kind of blurry,

I only need to rest here for awhile,
I see my friends, and they don’t look much older,

So I will wait, and ride the spring and summer,

And settle for a life of easy answers,

Familiar paths are leading me back home.
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