These Days
These days I can only write about you,

Even though I know there’s no good reason to,

At the end of every day, you’ll go on your merry separate way,

But these days I can only write about you.

These days I can only write about you,

Even though it’s not a thing I’d wish to do,

And I hate to waste your time, but I never could resist a rhyme,

And these days I can only write about you.

And there’s nothing I can say that you’d consider to be great,

But it seems to be okay to use it in the middle eight.

These days I can only write about you,

Though there’s nothing I can say that you’d find beautiful or true,

And I hope there’s no offense, since the whole thing makes so little sense,

But these days I can only write about you.
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