
Robert Plant, Yallah
And your city will fallAnd your corn won't growThru the silence from the templeHear the truth explodeIt is written in the dustSo it is whispered in the windFrom the wisdom of the fathersWhere the word beginsIn the kingdom of goldAnd the stolen chanceYou can join the celebrationSee the children danceAnd the bells will ringAnd the crowd will roarAnd the sand in the glassWill pour no moreThe rivers will freezeAnd the hosts descendThru the fires and the stormsTo the bitter endAnd the treasures and the giftsAnd the words and truthsWill be cast to the heavensWith Oomrah fruitAnd your corn won't growThru the silence from the templeHear the truth explodeIt is written in the dustSo it is whispered in the windFrom the wisdom of the fathersWhere the word beginsIn the kingdom of goldAnd the stolen chanceYou can join the celebrationSee the children danceAnd the bells will ringAnd the crowd will roarAnd the sand in the glassWill pour no moreThe rivers will freezeAnd the hosts descendThru the fires and the stormsTo the bitter endAnd the treasures and the giftsAnd the words and truthsWill be cast to the heavensWith Oomrah fruit
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