These Fooling Plans  



You don’t answer when I call

You don’t hear me when I’m talking

You stay down each time you fall

Some call it love I call it stalking

But I grow weary of the travelling

Now I’m scared of every mile

These eyes these hands these foolish plans 

These aching bones

I can’t build for you a mansion

Sometimes I barely make it home

There is only so much passion

I can’t make it on my own

But I grow weary of the travelling

Now I’m scared of every mile

These eyes these hands these foolish plans 

These aching bones

I gave voice to all your anger

I have tried to lose your name

We cannot change these things we’ve started

We can’t always feel the same

But I grow weary of the travelling

Now I’m scared of every mile

These eyes these hands these foolish plans 

These aching bones

