This Is Not My World

A letter was left on my table

“Be sure to wait at the train if you're able”
| left because | had nothing to do that day
| took a chance but | missed you anyway

Slowly the street lights went dim
So sleepy was the town

My fate was looking grin

| found myself let down

| waited but nobody came

What a shame, am | to blame?

| was standing on the side
Where every hope then died

This is not my world
This is not my world

I'm living in a sick world

Where my soul has just traveled
No matter where | am I'm not fine
It's not my world, it's not mine
This world doesn't belong to me
I'm just here to be

The purpose of your pay

Is: to make you obey
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| laid down on a bench
Plotting my revenge

While staring at the moon

| saw it come too soon

To me it looked so fake

Give me a break

Ever since my youth

I've been looking for the truth

I'm living in a sick world

Where my soul has just traveled
No matter where | am I'm not fine
It's not my world, it's not mine
This world doesn’t belong to me
I'm just here to be

The purpose of your pay

Is: to make you obey

This is not my world
This is not my world
This is not my world
This is not my world
This is not my world
This is not my world
This is not my world
This is not my world

I'm just longing day by day

For my home along the way

I'm just longing night by night

For the other side to be all right, all right, all
right, all right.
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