Meandering

Now I  lay me  down to  rest
And be  gin me  ander  ing
Thoughts are  dancing  here and  there
I can’t  make them  stop
I’m not  going to  try.

Floating  over  hills and  clouds
Tracing  rivu  lets and  streams
Gliding  through the  forests
Gliding  through the  valleys
Drifting  ‘round the  dreams.

There’s a  room I  brought with  me
Fits se  curely  in my  pocket
Written  on a  piece of  paper
Got a  cottage  here as  well
Keep it  in the  room.

Pocket’s  in a  nother  coat
Left the  coat on  the pi  ano
That pi  ano’s  in the  cottage
Cottage  on the  extra  planet
Resting  in my  hand.

Planet’s  written  on a  chart
Cottage  written  on a  deed
Room is  written  on a  lease
Carry  ing all  three with  me I
Wonder  where I  am.

Just remembered where I am, meandering.

Never coming back again, I never can.

If the  place should  be the  ​same
it will  be a  different  time,

If the  time should  be the  same
it will  be a  different  place.

Looking in the mirror I see a different face.

When I  laid me  down to  rest
I be  gan me  ander  ing
Thoughts still  dancing  here and  there
Still can’t  make them  stop
Never  going to  try.
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