
The Mission, A wing and a prayer
Gypsy in my bloodAnd I lie where the myth is soldCross my palm with silverAnd Ill give you my heart of goldSteal away my crystal ballAnd bring me in from the coldAnd its fair to say theres no comfort hereNo hands to hold and treasure dearYou could very well be the very death of meCrawling round your floorOn my hands and kneesAll caution to the windTaken by the breezeNo grave concern for repercussionNo room for talk or brave discussionWell I neverBut the devil may careIm coming inOn a wing and a prayerSnowbound dazeLeaves me high and dryAnd I swear theres more to me than meets your hollow eyesThrow me a line Im sinking fastIm not yet willing to dieMy secrets safe with you I trustShow me faith and give me dustWell I neverBut the devil may careIm coming inOn a wing and a prayerThe devil always foolsWith the best laid plansAnd never can I meetWith all your choice demandsIt goes against the grainTo place my life in your handsIll take the flak if youll take the blameWell I neverBut the devil may careIm coming inOn a wing and a prayerWell I neverBut the devil may careIm coming inOn a wing and a prayer
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