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Verse 1
I sit alone and invite death as people walk the street/
My medal shown to invite contempt for the flocks of sheep/
The cost too steep/ as my country now condemns me/
They walk by pretending/ that they didn’t even send me/
I just want to matter as I beg for change to fill my cup/
But I just the same/ I rather beg for change to heal my cuts/
Look at me I gave you my legs and you ruined my life
I fight for your country and instead I lose my wife/
You abuse my sacrifice ignore that I am still a man/
If you only knew wished a hundred times that I was killed in Nam/
If you only knew what how memories resisted time/
Or the taste of spit and hate behind the picket signs/
If beauty is skin deep and what’s inside is important/
Id love to shed this skin and donate my organs/
Cause the only thing that stays the same is the change/
Except for me I stay the same…yeah I always stay the same/
Hook:
Sunrise Sunset … swiftly through the day
Verse 2
I sit on my soapbox and put my hopes in my old thoughts/
And the daily routine of ignoring dreams and hope lost/
I can banter and tell the life story of every bystander/
Rushing though life so fast I swear there gonna die faster
Yet they forget what’s important/ and wont submit/
And I’m that dirty monument that won’t let them forget/
I’m that everyday nothing/ in the middle of nowhere/
But I’m that old soul with a burden to let go here/
Just the soldier who fought wars across boarders/
But I come home to fight Americans and flocks of reporters/
With blood on my hands/ and a lot of regrets/
Yes I’m sorry but at the same time can I get innocents/
Now I’m part of you city streets/ for you to pity me/
Know I’m judging you as you walk by and trip on me/
And cuss and spit on me/ when I’m just getting by/
So let me run the race that has no finish line/
Hook:
Verse 3
I wear my heart on my sleeve my soul on my face/
And it’s hard to believe I’m still in control of my fate/
I grab a cigarette butt and I smoke what’s left/
I shower in the rain and hope to confront death/
But I confront life/ with all the dreams I can foster/
I want to fight off each breath/ but it seems to be harder/
I want to make a choice but can seem to do it/
I’m wise man who always does things that are foolish/
I’m that fly on the wall with advice I wont heed/
I have so much to say and my hearts broke on my sleeve/
I left so many foot prints/ the path not yet revealed/
Another battle as I fight for my next meal/
With so much to say before the end of my last day/
Its my last stage/ and the street my ashtray/
The gutters my backstage and I’ll give a fitting performance/
But people just walk by and the city ignores it/

another sunset another sunrise
the only way to know another day passed by
the only way to know another day passed the time

