
Al Stewart, Midnight Rocks
With your photographs of Kitty HawkAnd the bi-planes on your wallYOu were always Amy Johnson&gt;From the time that you were small.No schoolroom kept you groundedWhile your thoughts could get awayYou were taking off in Tiger Moths,YOur wings against the brush-strokes of day.Are you there?On the tarmac with the winter in your hair,BY the empty hangar doors you stop and stare,Leave the oil-drums behind you, they won't careOh, are you there?You wrapped me up in a leather coatAnd you took me for a rideWe were drifting with the tail-windWhen the runway came in sightThe clouds came up to gather usAnd the cock-pit turned to whiteWhen I looked the sky was emptyI suppose you never saw the landing-lightsAare you uthere?In your jacket with the grease-stain and tearCaught up in the slipstream of dare,The compass roads will guide you anywhere,Oh, are you there?The sun comes up on Icarus as the night-birds sail awayAnd lights the maps and diagramsThat Leonardo makesYOu can see faith, hope and charityAs they bank above the fieldsYou can join the flying circusYou can touch the morning air against your wheelsAre you there?Do you have a thought for me that you can share?I Never thought you'd take me unawares,Just call me if you need repairs-Oh, are you there?

Al Stewart - Midnight Rocks w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/al-stewart-midnight-rocks-tekst-piosenki,t,103641.html

