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HEY FOOL IN THE MIRROR I HOPE YOU'RE SATISFIED

DIDN'T LISTEN WOULDN'T HEAR HER ALWAYS PUSHED IT TILL SHE CRIED

HAD TO HAVE IT YOUR WAY HAD TO HAVE THE LAST SAY

IT LOOKS LIKE YOU FINALLY WON

IT'S A FINE FIRST PRIZE WIPIN' TEARS FROM YOUR EYES

WONDERIN' WHERE IT ALL WENT WRONG

TOO LITTLE, TOO LATE, TWO LOVERS LEFT LONELY

IT'S OVER, JUST FATE, A BROKEN HEART AGAIN, I'LL JUST START AGAIN

SOMEONE TELL ME WHY IT HAS TO END

TWO LOVERS LEFT LONELY AGAIN

AN EMPTY APARTMENT, HAVEN'T UNPACKED A THING

NOTHING SEEMS IMPORTANT EXCEPT THE CHANCE THAT PHONE MIGHT RING

SO YOU STARE AT THE WALL BUT YOU KNOW HE WON'T CALL

IT WAS CLEAR IN HIS GOODBYE

YOU FOUGHT TO BE ON YOUR OWN NOW YOU'RE HERE ALL ALONE

YOU CAN'T REMEMBER WHY

WISHING ON A FALLING STAR, WAITING FOR A SIGN

I'D GLADLY GIVE IN START OVER AGAIN

IF ONLY HE'D CHANGE HIS, ONLY SHE'D CHANGE HER MIND

