Tell The World

If an angel came to call, would you open up your door?

Once an angel came to call, but she’s not here any more.

It seemed to me, she brought the spring and summer,

The day she came, upon her rainbow’s beam,

And everywhere she stood was in a vision,

And every day, and every night, a dream.

And I want to tell the world I love her,

And I want to tell the world it’s true,

But the world only knows “that’s the way the story goes”,

And there’s nothing more the world can do.

There’s no sense in asking why; angels walk upon the air.

She is bound to reach the sky, but I cannot venture there.

There came a time when summer turned to autumn,

And she listened to a wildflower’s call,

And now a single cupid archer shoots a lonely arrow

That won’t find its way to anything at all.

And I want to tell the world I love her,

And I want to tell the world it’s true,

But the world only knows “that’s the way the story goes”,

And there’s nothing more the world can do.
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