Unshed tears
                                          a                       
The echo comes back, hollow

                                                        e
out of my deserted heart.

                                    a
Where was the love that was to hold me

                                                 e
right from the start?
                                      d           a             e                a
Unshed tears are tearing me apart.

                                             a
Oh, how thin the crust is

                                                   e
under which the magma flows,

                                             a
a stream of unshed tears

                                                e
burning as it grows.

                                                  d
It just needs a word, a glimpse,

                                                      a
a particle of time

                                                e
to rip that thin crust open,

                                                      a
then I look into the ocean

                                        d            a           e           a
of those unshed tears of mine.

                                                a
„Why are you crying?“

                                                      e
You ask me as you lay
                                                a                         e
beside me in our bed.

                                             a

„I see a soul that’s dying.“

                                                   e
is what I want to say,

                                                  a                e         a
but tears come out instead.

                                        d                                 
It seems my lips are sown together,

                                            a
the words, they weigh me down.

                                          e
These words could make you cry forever,

                                                   a
or laugh like a clown.

                                                      d
Every word is like a stone,

                                                a
I want to cry and shout,

                                                  e
but I’m afraid I’ll crush your bones,

                                               a
if I (let) spit them out.

                               a
There was the child I’d always longed for

                                                        e
from the bottom of my heart.

                                          a
The love you didn’t want to give me

                                                         e
is now tearing me apart.

                                               d
Can I trust your arms that hold me

                                                      a
as I shiver in my pain?

                                               e
As I let the stones fall in the sea

                                                    a                             d
                                             of unshed tears again? (Oh, how thin  the crust is...)
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