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MUGGY DAY
THE WIND BLOWS STRANGE

PEOPLE GET WEIRD
NEED TO REARRANGE

THE DROPS BREAK
THE MIST SETTLES IN

IT'S ALMOST TIME FOR THE CYCLE TO BEGIN
THE LIGHT TURNS GREEN

BUT NO ONE GOES
THE WINDOWS FOG

THE DEFROSTER BLOWS
ANOTHER STOP LIGHT
BRINGS US TO A HALT

DON'T SHIFT THE BLAME
EVERYONE GOT STOPPED

SOON YOU'LL BE LATE TO WORK
AND IN TROUBLE AGAIN

BECAUSE THE CLOCK TO PUNCH
HAS JUST CLICKED NINE, TEN

YOU SCREAM FRUSTRATION
WITH HOPE AND ANTICIPATION
THAT THE LIGHT WILL CHANGE

BUT SINCE YOUR DIRECTION
TAKES A DIFFERENT ROAD

YOUR DESTINATION IS OVERLOOKED
THE LIGHT STAYS RED

AND NO ONE GOES

I BUY MY TICKET 
AND CLIMB ABOARD
TAKE MY SEAT AND PATIENTLY WAIT 

FOR THE TRIP TO BEGIN

WE FASTEN OUR SEAT BELTS AND TAKE OFF

OUR NEXT STOP IS NEVER EVER LAND

A PLACE WHERE EVERYONE WISHES TO BE

BUT FEW ARE ABLE TO GO
CLOSING MY EYES I KNOW I AM ALMOST THERE

WE HAVE JUST CROSSED THE REM STATE INTO

THE DIMENSION OF OUR DESTINY

ALTHOUGH MY TIME THERE IS LIMITED

I AM ALWAYS INVITED TO COME BACK

ANYTIME I WANT

HERE, WE SEE THE FUTURE TO COME

HERE, ALL OF OUR QUESTIONS ARE ANSWERED

HERE, ALL OF OUR FEARS ARE CONQUERED

HERE, ALL OF OUR FANTASIES COME TRUE

HERE, WE CAN BE WHAT OR WHOEVER WE WANT

HERE, WE ARE GODS IF WE CAN PLAY THE GAME

STARTLED BY AN OUTBURST

FROM A FELLOW TRAVELER

I REGAIN MY NORMAL REALITY

CRUISING SPEED


