The Hours

Duster

There's hardly a mouthful of air

In the room where breakfast is set

And I know could she speak

She would say "What's wrong with light?"

Draw the blind up, look at the day
Listen to the birds sing

The hours

And there in joy you'll be

Tisténo z pisnicky-akordy.cz Sponzor: www.srovnavac.cz - vyberte si pojisténi online!


http://www.tcpdf.org

