
In the moment I raised my weary head

I never wished to leave my bed

my soul moved as my body stiffened up

I drowned in an emotional tub

the spirit the madness the life that left

in a sudden motion with a drowsy heft

I saw it go as I wandered

in the lifeless world where my heart once pondered

now life is gone and life has left

once so full, now it is lost in a theft

the spool of wire has stayed so thin

It’s all gone, all drowned in sin

no wire is left, no life to bring

the stage is empty, no song to sing
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