No Refund

Everything's so strange these days

Packed up and left my little world

Of love and of money

Of dreams of the future

Of tomorrow and last night

Of she said and will I

Of duty and destiny

Traded it all in

For thinking and walking

And sleeping and talking

For a solitary moment

And a black and yellow furry moth

And a sparkling fountain

And a nickel on the grass

Traded it all in

For a backward glance

A song to the sunset

A shy smile

And a couple of stars

And maybe I want my money back

Then again, maybe I don't

