Mood 

Everything is cheap in this day and age 
It all is plastic and so fucking fantastic 

But it’s as cheap as cheap can be 

Everything is clean in this day and age 

It’s all so sterile and so unfair I’ll 

Have to leave it all behind 

Everything is hollow in this day and age  

No meaning within the facade I am in  

It leaves me feeling cold 

But then you hear a sparkled rain 

Dancing on the sill 

Stop for a moment or two 

Or you walk through a door to something more 

And everything is okay 

Then a song comes on that says you’re wrong

It’s always been this way 

