Your Clouds Of Thoughts

I wish this time was over here.
I ask the sun to chase the moon

and I keep wondering my dear,
if days are getting shorter soon.

All your letters bring your words,
but they can never bring yourself.
Reading them you know it hurts,
even though they sure do help.

You ‘re phoning me more often now,
oh save your money I can say,
your clouds of thoughts they seem somehow,
be blown across here anyway

The traces that you left behind:
the mug for our morning tee,
the more I look, the more I find,
you standing here right next to me.

I wish this time was over here.
I know the sun will chase the moon,
and I keep waiting here my dear,
‘til days are getting shorter soon.
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