Broken Childhood Dreams

I’m sitting here

collecting all my broken childhood dreams

Searching for illusions,

they have vanished, so it seems.

Where have they gone? Tell my, if you know!

Is it true that life is so unkind?

Lord stop my cry, my cry until I die!

Gimme just one more chance for another try!

Don’t know where to go, if only I could know,

show me the way, better today!

Gimme time to think

and gimme time to pray

Lord will try to bring

his ideas of my way!

I’m sitting here

collecting all my broken childhood dreams

Searching for illusions,

they have vanished, so it seems.

What shall I do? What to see me through?

I just don’t want to believe that this is true.

I have to start, I have to start again,

Lord bless my ways, Lord bless my aim!

Strong enough to fight, my power grows alright,

no reason to resign, no reason to sigh!

Maybe I will win,

and maybe I will lose,

I’m wondring with a grin

at the ways that I choose.

Ralf Johannes Leineweber 1977

