How are we Better off This way

How can this be any good?
We were silly and goofy and altogether nuts

How many times I want to call

Just to hear him say: “Oh I’m fine. And how about you?”

How are we better off this way?

I can’t concentrate on the paper in the morning

People ask about him, what do I say?

I go by his place-wonder what he’s up to

Does he ever pass by mine, If he does 

How are we better off this way?

That buoyant energy I use to feel in the street

Has turn to hurry, hurry, rush to meet

Some old acquaintances politely ask for the news

Please tell me, How do you explain the blues

How are we better off this way?

I felt cozy and warm with us going on and on
And to think that I’m the--- reason that he’s gone
But now I have awakened shaken from this reverie

When you need a rescue, where’s the cavalry?

How are we better off this way?

Do either of us look as good in this shade of blue

This loneliness is a cold pot of stew.

Let me ask, If I may.

How are we better off this way?
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