Broken String

VERSE

A broken string, A dying thing

A halo that once was gold

A note of hope, in the song that I wrote

A memory that’s blackened by fear

The life that I’ve lived, and it’s consequences

The bad things I shouldn’t have done

All of which, that I must relive

And face against all odds

[Oh sunshine, it’s getting dark round here]

VERSE

A rose wilted and frayed, and put away

A map of where we’ve been

I was a foolish boy, still in love with his toys

Afraid to lose what I had back then

So I’m trying my best, to achieve the rest

Yet, you’re pulling towards somebody else

But, Those times that I’ve cried, I solely relied

That I was but one book upon your shelf

[Oh sunshine, it’s getting dark round here.]

