Tomorrow Comes

Time is no friend of mine

It flows, shaping my life.

Because of time, the love that could end my sorrow

Will leave me tomorrow and bring me despair.

Then I'll wander again

With no direction in mind.

In spite of time, I'll try to make new beginnings

And hope that beginnings will not be the end.

I see no point in fear

The passing of each day just brings tomorrow

And hope to find a way.

And when the answer's clear

The love that's disappeared will come together

And make another day.

Why will people deny themselves the love that they need?

They give and take, without learning how to share love,

And this means that their love is not really theirs.

I see no point in pain

When love could come again, and ease your sorrow

And free you from despair.

For we are all the same

The love that still remains could come together

When we have learned to share.

Time is no friend of mine

It goes, ending my life.

If time is life, our life was our time together,

Our life was forever, and love was our time.

I see no point in fear

The passing of each day just brings tomorrow

And hope to find a way.

And when the answer's clear

The love that's disappeared will come together

And make another day.
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