
When I’m down 
 
 
 

When I’m down 
no hand is reaching for me, 
no bottle giving relief to me. 
 
When I’m down 
no music is lifting me, 
no chance is drifting to me. 
 
When I’m down 
no sunbeam is warming me, 
no princess is charming me. 
 
When I’m down 
my zest for living is at zero, 
and my quest for lies at top. 
 
When I’m down 
I’m licking wounds and I’m cursing 
till your caress will comfort me. 
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