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Seasons change and birds are flying high

Oh, like it's nothing

Oh, like it's nothing

And I need to know it you can let me, can let me go

Let me fly away

When there are no more words left to say
Let me fly, fly away

Let me fly, fly away

Seasons change and birds are flying high

Oh, like it's nothing

Oh, like it's nothing

And I need to know if you can let me, can let me go

Let me fly away

When there are no more words left to say
Let me fly, fly away

Let me fly, fly away
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