Scenes

The frozen winter wind still makes me tremble

There ain’t no fur-lined jacket warm enough

All these plans and parts start to resemble

Something that I once said most off the cuff

Moments wash the minutes into hours

Sleep becomes alive with awkward dreams
I keep looking towards the sky for a higher power

And it whispers but I don’t know what it means

And then it hides behind the scenes

The sizzling summer sun still warms and haunts me

I soak it up like high-priced paper towels
It tries my every thought to think you want me

When all I see are memories and smiles

Moments wash the minutes into hours

Sleep becomes alive with awkward dreams
I keep looking towards the sky for a higher power

And it whispers but I don’t know what it means

And then it hides behind the scenes

The calendar arrives, I’m barely creeping
My eyelids only inches from the ground
You keep sleeping in the place you’re always sleeping

I keep screaming but you never hear a sound
Moments wash the minutes into hours

Sleep becomes alive with awkward dreams
I keep looking towards the sky for a higher power

And it whispers but I don’t know what it means

And then it hides behind the scenes

