
From the Water 

William Fitzsimmons

Hold up your arms, I don't see you
Let tide return
Your tired limbs, sea and battered
I look for you

I will pull you from water
Let your lungs return to air
Take you back unto the shore
And lead you home

This ravaged mind, a thousand voices
They call for you
Draw near my hand, the swelling water
Your rest will come

I will pull you from water
Let your lungs return to air
Take you back unto the shore
And lead you home

I will pull you from water
Let your lungs return to air
Take you back unto the shore
And lead you home

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

Powered by TCPDF (www.tcpdf.org)

http://www.tcpdf.org

