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Vi
You hang above me close tonight
so silent and seductively.

And you, oh moon, you take my heart.

Yet you return no warmth to me...

V2

You take and take and take, cold
moon—

Lovers, poets, song and dance.
You just drift on impassively.
With no intent to love one back...

CHORUS
Oh, I don’t want to fall for you.

The coldness that you put me through.

Oh, | don’t want to love you, moon.
| don’t want to, but | do.
| don’t want to, but | do.

V3

Oh, how can | resist your pull,

your saucy smile and brooding whim.
When every tender soul submits,
when all the stars compare so dim.

CHORUS
Oh, I don’t want to fall for you.

The coldness that you put me through.

Oh, | don’t want to love you, moon.
| don’t want to, but | do.
| don’t want to, but | do.

BRIDGE

Oh callous moon, just let me be!
Drown me in your apathy.

You keep your distance, as | plead.
You’re beauty wrapped in cruelty.

CHORUS

No, | don’t want to fall for you.

The coldness that you put me through.
Oh, | don’t want to love you, moon.

| don’t want to, but | do.

| don’t want to, but | do.

| don’t want to.



