Dark Days

She's seen this one before, somehow making pain

Of sweet spring sunshine graced with gentle rain,

Somehow she lives in dark days again.

And though she knows that love was only left

Waiting on a turn of mind,

She is lost, she is lost, she is lost,

And there's nowhere I can find her.

You've seen this one before, somehow making pain

Of sweet spring sunshine graced with gentle rain,

Somehow you live in dark days again.

And though you know that love was only left

Waiting on a turn of mind,

You are lost, you are lost, you are lost,

And there's nowhere I can find you.

I've seen this one before, somehow making pain

Of sweet spring sunshine graced with gentle rain,

Somehow I live in dark days again.

And though I know that love was only left

Waiting on a turn of mind,

I am lost, I am lost, I am lost,

And there's nowhere...
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