Cosiness, we seek
I fear I can’t fulfil,

the promise that I gave.
I’m sad, it’s not my skill,
it’s time now to be brave.

The time that we could share,
we tried so hard to meet,
but now, we are aware,

we’re far away from sweet.
The language that you speak,

you found, it is not mine.
The cosiness, we seek
our words just did not rhyme.

Like moon and sun can’t be

together once at least,

we only disagree,
our dream, oh, did it cease?
Didn’t we say,

that we would stay, how we started?
Is it away,

gone day by day, blank and departed?

Didn’t we pay

all our dues? We could stay calmer!
So many days,

dreary and gray, they could have been warmer!

I feel I can’t fulfil,

the promise that we shared,

I’m sad, it’s not my skill

this time, it leaves me scared.
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