So Called Friend

Sycophantic people controlling our dreams,

So called friends hiding our secrets,

If you were and are my so-called friend,

Never leave this empty,

This town seems so much like home,

As I walk down the road to the old room,

My chest feels empty; it’s no longer here,

Places die-hard, they never grow old,

Dust collects in places I care to forget,

While the flowers grow outside the old room,

Locked and hidden inside the time,

Careless words spoken through the years,

Night and day aimlessly alone,

Once again this place is empty and not home,

Broken glass on the floor, 

Seven years no luck or more,

Glance at the bed I lay to dream,

Endlessly dreaming different dreams,

In the same bed where I lay,

You walk out I stay,

The flowers grow old outside the room,

Inside the time, not new,

Forget the things that you thought were true,

Once again this place is empty and not home

