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shouldn't I call? well, don't think twice

but what can | say that can break through the ice?
I never have words, so | put down the phone

and | tell myself I'm happy alone.

toes in the sand, | wish | was there

running my hands through the silk of your hair
and maybe it's me, but that look in your eyes -
you know just what I'm feeling inside

color me blue, faded like bluejeans

dancin' on moon beams, at the end of the day
the wind and the waves, sittin' on beach chairs
watching our own cares, driftin' away. . ..

wasn't it me, who said | was through?

I couldn't find a trace until | met you

but only one glance, and | saw you smile
and | knew | had to stay for awhile

taking our time, seems like a plan
makin' it work is more than | understand
but baby with faith, we'll see it through
I'm ready for the future with you.

color me blue, faded like bluejeans

dancin’' on moon beams, at the end of the day
the wind and the waves, sittin' on beach chairs
watching our own cares, driftin' away. . . .
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