It's Only Yours To Choose

A stopping at the crossroads, with different paths to take

A choice I do no want to have to make.

The paths are now dividing, with different things to see

A thing I do not want to have to be.

"But this is the way it is.

This is the way it must be.

It's only yours to choose."

The only way to free me.

The waiting for an answer, the echoes drawing near

The words I do no want to have to hear.

"But this is the way it is.

This is the way it must be.

It's only yours to know."

The only way to reach me.

A thousand arms that beckon, a million lights that show

A thing I do not want to have to know.

Many who thought they knew

Many who tried to tell me:

"This is the way it is.

This is the way it must be.

It's only yours to choose."
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