No-One’s Listening
Silver stars in a velvet night,

Silent trees all stand so sure,

All sparked by golden fireflies in bright delight,

Delight? 
Walking through the world I sing inside,
I look to see there’s no-one at my side,

And loneliness, she has such strange strange eyes,

And no-one’s listening.

The stream was once so swift and deep,

And souls in grace would gather ‘round,

Come peacefully to drink the dreams in sleep,

In sound.

Now they’re up and heading for the door,

They’re telling me they’ve heard it all before,

I try to spin the dreams to life once more,

But no-one’s listening.

Nothing is the matter now if I cry,

Witnessing the feelings I believed die,

Starved for care, they disappear,

Am I the only one who can hear dreams cry?

Now all around, they know the call,
A death-knell sounds for dreams all,

A dawn they do not wish to see

Is rising.

Graceful but obedient, they flee,

Beauty fades away so silently,

And now I think the time has come for me,

And no-one’s listening.
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