
Pagoda, From death to birth
From ripeTo rottenToo realTo liveShould I lie downOr stand upAnd walk around againMy eyes finally wide open upMy eyes finally wide open shutTo find the found(fount) of soundThat hears the touch of my tearsSmells the taste of all we wasteCould feed the othersBut we smother each other with the necterAnd pucker the sourA bittersweet weatherIt blows through our treesSwims through our seasFly's through the last gasp we leftOn this earthOhh Ohh OhhhhhIt's a long lonely journeyFrom death to birthIt's a long long lonely journeyFrom death to...It's a long lonely journeyFrom death to birthOh It's a long lonely journeyFrom death to birthYeaaah...Should I die againShould I die aroundThe pounds of matterwheeling through spaceI know I'll never knowUntil I come face to faceWith my ownWith my ownWith my ownWith my own cold dead faceWith my own wooden caseYeaaah...Pucker the sourSugar sweet weatherBlows through our treesSwims through our seasFly's through the last gasp we leftOn this earthOhhhhhhIt's a long lonely journeyfrom death to birthIt's a long lonely journeyfrom death to birthWhat should I die againShould I tell you whenThe pounds of matterwheeling through spaceI know I'll never knowUnitl I come face to faceIt's a long lonely journeyfrom death to birthIt's a long lonely journeyfrom death to birth
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