
Al Stewart, The elf
I sat upon the evening hillthe shadows set the night grew stillAnd as I sat guitar on kneea voice of flowers called to mesing, sing to me your songsing, for I belong to the nightIn the grey morning light I'll be goneI turned with eyes that strained for sightand there amid the failing lightdimly saw a figure smallheard a voice of magic callsing, sing to me your songsing, for I belong to the nightIn the grey morning light I'll be goneMy fumbling fingers found the chordsMy trembleing lips fought for the wordsI stopped to ask the stranger howHe softly said no questions nowsing, sing to me your songsing, for I belong to the nightIn the grey morning light I'll be goneThen with the magic of the elvesMy fingers danced among themselvesA heart with lightness thus endowedFormed melodies I know not howSong played the whole night longThus he danced and laughed through the nightand with grey morning light he was goneNow the whispering wind plays o'r the hillAnd the evening sounds again grow stillA year or more has passed since thenOh, he will not pass my way againSo I sing, sing to you my songSing for I belong to the night In the grey morning light I'll be gone

Al Stewart - The elf w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/al-stewart-the-elf-tekst-piosenki,t,450410.html

