Clockwork 

Like clockwork you will come around
I know it like I know the sound 

Of dread that knots me in a bow 

Sometimes I don’t know where to go 

But maybe no, but maybe not 

There are things that I forgot 

Like the end of days and time 

I don’t know how to be fine 

But still I feel it in the air 

This love has not gone anywhere 

But is rerouted through a maze 

I don’t believe a word he says 

But asks me to respect his peace 

I can do that at least 

But he worries about naught 

What is already well caught 

So silent on a distant hill

I wait and wonder watch until 

He knows what there is to see 

And he can look again at me 

