From t he day the sky rai ned down, on
Thi s ocean, no ot hers shi ps around,
I'"ve tried to reach the cl earing,

Il usions of sunshine in ny mnd..

Sone say |'ve grown del usional fromtrying,
Sone say tine will show ne ot herw se,

Never had much peace of mnd, | just

Hope ny ship will dock, sonehow. .

He's the nice guy you never dared to ask,
He's the cool guy who's scared outside,
He's the shy guy who's boasting to hide,

Runni ng all ways running with the denobns i nsi de..

And she takes his hand, reaches for his face,
Whi spers confort and synpathy into his tears,
When the dream i nages fade, there's just

A ship, sailing towards a storm cl eari ng. .

Runni ng all ways running with the denobons i nsi de..

Most peopl e sail al one,

Reach and t ouch soneone,

Try to give nore, nore than you can handl e,
There's still tinme to find what you want..

St op runni ng, throw your denobns outsi de..
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