
Church, Anyway
Empires crumble in the distanceViolet crumble in my bowlConspiracy theory, Timothy LearyNone of this is good for my soulSalamander extravaganzaWhat if I sing like Mario Lanza?Anyway, in my own wayI don't make sense any moreIt's so hard to fakeOne lucky breakChampagne and cakeYoung Master Morris has a closet in the forestBut where were the bears when he let down his hairPieces of ice dragging over the windscreenLook out Wonderland we're bursting through the black screenAnyway, in my own wayI don't make sense any moreIt's so hard to fakeOne lucky breakCocaine and cakeMillions of consumers are lost in the rumorsOverhead the weather sparked lava on their leathersFighting real fires with the rabbis and the friarsThe butcher, the baker, the candlestick makerYou know that all of them are usersNone of them are takersMaking Sunday music with their tom-toms and their shakersAnyway in my own wayI don't make sense any moreIt's so hard to fakeOne lucky breakChampagne and cakeAnyway in my own wayI don't make sense any more

Church - Anyway w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/church-anyway-tekst-piosenki,t,465205.html

