Different Days

Everyone’s a giver when there’s nothing you need 
Clamour to help you down off your steed 

But when the dark days close in on your bones 

You find they’ve all gone to hide in their homes 

Do you blame them really, would you do the same? 

Couldn’t say I would if I saw a cripple lame

I’d abandon myself and have done many times 

But I’m a little short of leaving others behind 

