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Wouldn’t it be nice to be like rain? 
To fall 

An ocean in the sky 
The water fills my eyes 

Wouldn’t it be nice to be like rain? 
Succumbing to gravity 

To that cavity inside you 
To the mounting depravity of life 

There’s no brevity for how I feel 
This heavy weight has longevity 

Wouldn’t it be so easy to fall? 

Drip… 

Drip… 

Drip… 

Into the gutter 
My mind stutters while finding meaning 

Stumbles in the dark 

I trip over heartfelt confessions 
And bad first impressions 

All that’s left in my possession is depression 
And questions that threaten to drown me 

Wouldn’t it be nice to be like rain? 
Drops falling, birds of a feather 

They weather it together 



Whether they know it or not 
 

Flying like there’s no tomorrow 
Dying as they feel their sorrow 

They throw their woes to the wind 
 

And they pound on your cheek 
 

Drip…  
 
 

Drip…  
 
 
 

Drip…  
 

They mix with your tears 
Throughout the years you feel nothing 
Fears ignited through jeers of peers 

And the night surmounts the day 
 

But even though it’s scary 
Even though enquiries are never guarantees 

Even though darker days are almost never permeated with glee 
Maybe the dark doesn’t have to be your enemy 

 
In a place where no one can see 

And there’s nothing you have to be 
When the world is blind 

You no longer have to bend to their decrees 
You can find your apogee 

 
Wouldn't it be nice to fly? 

 
Even though you might die tomorrow 

When the rain fills your eyes 
Take to the skies 

 



Run to the stars 
 

Let the constellations spell out your memoir 
Tell your story in a lifetime and live your lifetime in a moment 

Incite rainbows where you stand and stand with others hand in hand 
Because falling can be the same as flying at your very own demand 

 


