
Gordon Lightfoot, Home from the forest
Oh the neon lights were flashinAnd the icy wind did blowThe water seeped into his shoesAnd the drizzle turned to snowHis eyes were red, his hopes were deadAnd the wine was runnin lowAnd the old man came homeFrom the forestHis tears fell on the sidewalkAs he stumbled in the streetA dozen faces stopped to stareBut no one stopped to speakFor his castle was a hallwayAnd the bottle was his friendAnd the old man stumbled inFrom the forestUp a dark and dingy staircaseThe old man made his wayHis ragged coat around himAs upon his cot he layAnd he wondered how it happenedThat he ended up this wayGetting lost like a foolIn the forestAnd as he lay there sleepingA vision did appearUpon his mantle shiningA face of one so dearWho had loved him in the springtimeOf a long-forgotten yearWhen the wildflowers did bloomIn the forestShe touched his grizzled fingersAnd she called him by his nameAnd then he heard the joyful soundOf children at their gamesIn an old house on a hillsideIn some forgotten townWhere the river runs downFrom the forestWith a mighty roar the big jets soarAbove the canyon streetsAnd the con men con but life goes onFor the city never sleepsAnd to an old forgotten soldierThe dawn will come no moreFor the old man has come homeFrom the forest

Gordon Lightfoot - Home from the forest w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/gordon-lightfoot-home-from-the-forest-tekst-piosenki,t,478274.html

