Magnetic North
The night is dark.
The clouds are thick.

I can’t see the stars.

And Magnetic North is weakening, and I can’t tell where you are.

The air is cold
And full of fog, 

Even in the day.
And Magnetic North is weakening, and I think I’ve lost my way.

You’d find it unbelievable, a piece of fantasy,
If I said you’ve been the reason for everything I do.
As strange as it would seem to you, it’s also strange to me,
So I won’t say you’ve been my guide, even though it’s true.
The path is lost.
The journey’s long.
But how long, I don’t know. 

And Magnetic North is weakening, and I don’t know where to go.
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