Mixed Up
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The air keeps getting colder and the light keeps getting dimmer

There’s a monkey on my shoulder that keeps calling me a winner

Tomorrow stole the moment from the jaws of resurrection

The air keeps getting colder, honey, where is the connection

On the left side

Looking out and looking in

On the right side

There’s a man with thicker skin

In the middle

Where the fantasy dissolves

It hurts a little

But this planet still revolves

And spins around

Get your feet back on the ground

Where is the road?

Was it a story that they told? 

To ease your mind

In a world that’s deaf and blind

Twenty miles behind

And constantly defined

By the traitors who designed this human heart

If they keep mixing tomorrow with yesterday

Where are we going to start?

I can barely feel my fingers and my toes are wrapped in ice cubes

The past so often lingers.  It keeps giving me the light blues

If tomorrow stole the moment, it left too many traces

The air keeps getting colder and it’s freezing all the faces
