Counting days, counting days

Since my love up and lost on me

And every that I've been taking
yvou left feels like a waste on me

I've been on to hope

That you'll when you can

find some peace

'Cause every that I've heard spoken

Since you feels like a hollow street

I've been told, I've been told to get you

But | hope | never the bruises
that you left behind

Oh my lord, oh my lord, | need you l]y rm,
side

¢
There must be in the w&er
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By the brighter side

Well, there must be something in
the tide

The speaker hopes they never forget
the pain their love caused.

The speaker doesn't feel like holding
their love would help them stay afloat.

‘Cause every day, it's < colder 4
And if only 1 could you )7
You'd keep my from going undér

The speaker feels like he's nothing to their loved one.
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