
Black Tea

Agathocles

Everytime I go to sleep
I lick my tobacco mixed with another weep
I don’t wish to share my taste
Trading feelings is a total waste

The taste don’t matter
All is dark water
This piece of me
Is my own black tea

Tištěno z www.txp.cz Sponzor: www.srovnavac.cz - šetříme na pojištění!

Powered by TCPDF (www.tcpdf.org)

http://www.tcpdf.org

