
Fields Of The Nephilim, Swamp
In still silencein still silence she comesslower moves of desperationi feel the taste of moorsmell the colour of timegimme your helping handcatch me if i fallcause im so blindim sinking in the moor of slimeCover me my lovecover me my loveyou have the combinationto fight for liberationIn a dressdress of flowers he comesfaster moves of a maniacreaching the middle of moorit is swallowing him, swallowing himhe is sinking in the moor of time
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