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While [ was crying, in the dark
Nobody even noticed me
The belief was there, but without a spark
A forgotten, lonely tree
While I was running, through the sand
Running to stand still
If I could hold the world, with just a hand
Life had no thrill
While I was walking, through the town
Incredibly angry inside
But along came a pretty girl
My heart felt alive
While I was walking through the town
Incredibly happy inside
And along came my pretty girl
Our hearts felt alive
While I was running, through the sand
No need to stand still
We held the world with both our hands
Life was a thrill
While I was crying in the dark
Right down to my knees
There was no belief, nor a spark

Ah...she ‘d left me



