She Hands Me Things That I Can't Use,



   I Send Her Things That She Just Throws Away

She hands me things that I can't use, the Weather page, and Film reviews,

and so I wonder all the while if there's a glance, or secret smile

that I can send to prove I'm real, and let her know the way I feel,

and while I search for words to say, and watch the moment slip away,

she hands me things that I can't use, I send her things that she just throws away...

And in a way we're just the same, trapped in some unspoken game,

and she won't say, and I can't tell the truth that we both know so well,

and I won't look, so I can't see the feelings she can't hide from me,

I hide behind the words I say, and let the moment slip away,

she hands me things that I can't use, I send her things that she just throws away...

And we know we have nothing to fear, unless it is all just a dream,

and if it is all a mistake, I hope to die before I wake.

So I write songs that she won't hear, to sing when she is nowhere near,

and she may not yet be aware, and she may never even care,

and I may not yet even see if she is even real to me,

and maybe I will never know if she can see the moment go,

she hands me things that I can't use, I send her things that she just throws away...
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