
Porcupine Tree, Baby gream in cellophane
I am - in my pramLook you - I'm so new I am - sleeping thereUnderneath the stairsIf you - wanted toYou'd find - inside my mindThings so surrealMy lips are sealedIn the rain in cellphanePale dogs and demigodsThey won't bring me downThe clocks go round, they never stopI've been - in limousinesI've nseen - inside your dreamsIt's raining thereTry not to stare
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