
Cold, Cold Heart

Conway Twitty

I tried so hard my dear
To show that you're my every dream
Yet you are afraid each thing I do
Is but some evil scheme.

In anger unkind words are said
That make the teardrops start
Why can't I free your doubtful mind
And melt your cold, cold heart.

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

Powered by TCPDF (www.tcpdf.org)

http://www.tcpdf.org

