
Confessions 

 

I don't claim to be the best 
but I'm no worse than all the rest 
Oh, I feel that I've been blessed 
if there have been wrongs than I've confessed 
 
A better life I'm gunning for 
I work my limbs until they are sore 
I want to earn more and more 
hit the goal for another score 
 
I don't yell to hear my shout 
I just make sure I'm not left out 
Forward I ride to act as scout 
whet my whistle in emotional drought  
 
I can see what your eyes see 
because your eyes see inside of me 
(Repeat 3 times) 
 
I won't smile if I feel blue 
I see red if my anger is true 
I turn green at envy I knew 
I saw an unknown color as it flew 
 
Reality is for the birds 
I’ll paint a picture with a thousand words 
Life can be clear or quite absurd 
It depends on your view when the moment occurred 
 
I wonder where my life will lead 
I'm sure I'll find the vice I need 
Sure I'm tempted by useless greed 
but every appetite has to feed 
 
I'm dreaming of a land called "We" 
A land where we can all be free 
(Repeat 3 times) 
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