What a beautiful world so fragile and fertile

Pain filled the void when boy met girl

This sounds like the same story that you all have been told

So familiar in it’s way makes brand new seem brand old

So I’ll write you some thing else perhaps something new

It might take some time so give me a day or two

But hopefully it won’t take too long

Because this damn pencil in my hand is made all wrong

Some dummy made this pencil wrong

The eraser is down here where the point belongs

Its like I erase all the content so all I’ll give you is a piece of paper

Its what you get when you buy a pencil from a stupid pencil maker

But maybe just some blanks may be all that we need

I’m sure your eyes might be heavy too heavy to even read

Silence is the most obscure sound I’ve ever heard
Those lonely giant spaces in between my every word

But seriously I’d like to be able to write even just a little bit

But this damn pencil in my hand you see I can’t even write with it

So I want to go and meet this stupid pencil maker

Show him all the work I’ve done with my empty sheet of paper

Because the eraser is down here where the point belongs so it’s no good to me

It’s amazing how stupid some people can be

