
Colin Hay, Company of strangers
All you seekers of the truthYou really wouldn't have a clueMemories of misspent youthThe lines are drawn in black and blueSoon there'll be a timeWhen the world will lose its mindMany will call your nameAnd as the world of wheels go roundI check into another town and ....The company of strangersWho worship machinesThat steal all their dreamsIt's a strange old world ...Shoot out on the boulevardStrong armed men with hearts so hardThey all are some mother's sonGod is their judge, God is their gunWe can fly up to the moonBut try and find love in this roomWhile there's water in the wellWe know that angels cannot flyThe word that's come down from on high, saysThe company of strangers,We'll have to relyAnd not question whyIn this strange old worldWish it all was a dreamWhere things are not quite as they seemLike a salmon colored skyAnd as the world of wheels go roundI check into another town and...The company of strangersWith mysterious eyesThe truth was once a lieIt's a strange old world...And on the way to where you areI pass the ghost of Blanch DuBois and...The kidness of strangersI have com to relyAnd I don't question whyIn this strange old worldYea, it's a strange old world...Yea, it's a strange old world...
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