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It’s midnight on another day,

Imagine what the fans would say,

If they could see me sitting on my bed:

Staring at my windowsill, 

Waiting for something to fulfill

The dreams that have been formulating in my head.

I listen to your fingers speak, 

Like they do week after week,

And each note, another jewel upon your crown.

Thoughts flow like water from a cup,

I try to keep my spirits up,

But it’s a grave task not to let this silence keep me down.

I’m walking in your shadow;

My silhouette obscured by endless shade.

I’m walking in your shadow

Until one day, my form will fade.

It sounds so stupid coming out, 

What this whole thing is about;

There are worse things than to be invisible.

I’ve tried to step out in the light,

But everything I seem to write

Makes getting tan seem like a feat that’s just impossible.

Although we treat it as a game,

To me it isn’t quite the same;

I’ve seen the fortune that this game can bring.

And though I try to emulate, 

It’s hard to step up to the plate

Following the man who holds the record for everything.

I’m walking in your shadow;

My silhouette obscured by endless shade.

I’m walking in your shadow

Until one day, my form will fade.

Until one day my form will fade.

Until one day…

