
LIVING IN THE TIME PAST



Ver 1:

Not long ago






I woke up slightly dazed

Ill timed and poorly placed

In a yard-sale of dead dreams. 

Outside the window

A crowd of lonely ghosts

Still far but drawing close 

Staring enquiringly.

Ver 2:

Just wild weeds grow

Where I hoped to plant my vine

Just some reed and celandine

To remind me of present time.

This all must go

That white boat in the bay

The voice I hoped would say

“From now on it’s you and me”  

Ref 1:

No more ...   living in the fantasy

No more ...    waking every day to see

My dreams … pointing fingers back at me

My dreams … no more bitter enemies.

Living in the time past, living in the memories

The very dreams that die last always seem to be so real

Buy one in the yard sale and I will give you one for free

And I will give you my name if you keep the memories from me

You keep the memories from me

From me!

Ver 3:

I price them low

The dreams from mouldy shelves

High hopes and words themselves

That have come to haunt my home.

And there I go

Still torn between my mind

And the glow of neon signs

That has led me to the yard-sale

Ref 2:

No more ...   living in the fantasy

No more ...    waking every day to see

And my dreams … pointing fingers back at me

My dreams … no more bitter enemies.

Living in the time past, living in the memories

The very dreams that die last always seem to be so real

Buy one in the yard sale and I will give you one for free

And I will give you my name if you keep the memories

Living in the time past, living in the memories

The very dreams that die last always seem to be so real

