Finders Keepers
Faces come, some faces go
The ones that always remain

How are we supposed to know

We trip over a haze

That covers the foreground

And throws us in a daze…

Dusting snow ripping through the trees

Whistling echoes overcome by the breeze

I can’t hear your voice through a cloud of white

I can’t see your face, it’s much too bright

There’s no need to see where we’re going

Directions are something that ain’t worth knowing

See if we can locate our place of desire

Cut through the storm, hearts can always find each other

…Left out in the cold

Searching for a lost soul

But we never seek the one

‘Cause we’re wading in too deep
