DAY TRIPPERS
Sit with me and hold my hand,

while we dig our toes into the sand.

Listening as the waves now splash the shore, 

asking little in life, but wanting more.

With golden sunlight upon our faces,

We will dream of far away places.

Now appreciative of the things we have, 

We’re ever thankful for things long past.

Let us also feel the wind at our hair,

And imagine the best of times now are here.

Because my friend, when you’re next to me,

There’s no other place I’d rather be.
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