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The Wall

There stands a wall, lofty and thick:

Together we built it, brick by brick.

Don’t break the wall.

There stands a wall, lofty and thick:

Together we built it, brick by brick.

It started small, but so did we, 

Gradually growing with loyalty.

Don’t break the wall.

There stands a wall, lofty and thick:

Together we built it, brick by brick.

It started small, but so did we, 

Gradually growing with loyalty.

Time and again the mortar does crack,

But every apology glues the bricks back.

Don’t break the wall.

There stands a wall, lofty and thick:

Together we built it, brick by brick.

It started small, but so did we, 

Gradually growing with loyalty.

Time and again the mortar does crack,

But every apology glues the bricks back.

Each piece holds a purpose, a meaning of life,

A remembrance of our past, our fun and our strife.

Don’t break the wall.

There stands a wall, lofty and thick:

At last

 it tumbles, 

burying me 

brick 

by 

brick.

You broke 

the wall.

