It’s Always 3.15
Every time I look you up it’s always 3.15
You tell me where you were today and tell me who you’ve seen

You said you drank a coffee with a friend who lost her man
You listened as you always do and took her by the hand

Every time I call you it’s always 3.15

You tell me that I woke you and that you had a dream

Where we were walking hand in hand across the Christmas Fair
And no one seemed to notice us like we were never there
Every time I think of you it’s always 3.15

I know you’re taking care of me like a doctor or a queen
You were looking in the old town for a pair of brand new shoes

Sometimes we need to try so hard to keep away the blues 

MIDDLE-

The stage light can be blinding I need some guidance now

From someone with a wiser head than I

For every word I find a place in every line I write

But sometimes I don’t know what I mean

It’s 3.15

Every time I say your name it’s always 3.15

You tell me I’m the only one who knows they’re brown and green

We share these little secrets that make us what we are

And leave us looking helplessly for every shooting star

