Crescent
Old Man Gloom

Static in my atmosphere drawing her to near

Senses lost in the haze she dreams and we escape

And when the rain comes pouring in we will drown again
Halos circle her heavy tongue whispering our song

When i force her to come undone to heaven she will come
And when the rains come pouring in we will drown again


http://www.tcpdf.org

