Empty Skies
Shakatak

Summer has gone

Nights are so cold

And the secret you left

Behind will never be told

You flew away

In the heat of the night

Now I'll miss searching empty skies
In the cold morning light

Summer has gone

Nights are so cold

And the secret you left

Behind will never be told

You flew away

In the heat of the night

Now I'll miss searching empty skies
In the cold morning light
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