Million Miles

Lord Jesus, I don’t know 
It doesn’t make any sense

When everything I love 

Is in the past tense 

And nothing’s good or great 

Nothing goes my way 

And everyone who’s there

Is only there to go away 

Even in the dewdrops

There is a milky tone 

So though when I walk 

I don’t feel at home 

Don’t feel there’s any place

To be one thing or the other 

And loss is everything 

What is there to discover 

I wish that I was dead 

Most of the time not all 

Because of all the stuff 

That is like a wall 

And never comes up trumps 

Never is anything but to be 

Distant and immovable 

A million miles from me 

