Sick Of Sleeping
Killing The Dream

For everyday, for all the years. I tried to try and fell and fa
iled. And you were always here. I tried to write...this is all
I got. I tried to sing, but this is how it sounds. Every though
t, every word, everything I don't deserve I've held your hand I
've weighed you down for far too long now, and I'm falling agai
n. I'1ll try to let go, to pick myself up now but before I fail
again... I'm sorry. I'm sorry. (this is so much bigger than me.
So much greater than it all. You're so much better than me).
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