
Vic Chesnutt, Naughty fatalist
Rave and rant in yer old Foster GrantsI can see my billowy reflectionyou're a giantyou're a gianta little late night cachinga tender moving soul shakewith all light diffusedyou'll wake up butch and bruisedbutch and bruisedStraight linesas the stork fliesooh straight linesas the stork flies,as the stork fliesnaughty, naughty fatalistnaughty, naughtynaughty, naughty fatalistnaughty fatalist, naughty fatalistAn elderly woman on a fashionable couchcane on the carpet tapping as she expoundstapping, tap tappinga little late night cachinga tender moving soul shakewith all light diffusedyou'll wake up butch and bruisedbutch and bruisedbutch and bruised

Vic Chesnutt - Naughty fatalist w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/vic-chesnutt-naughty-fatalist-tekst-piosenki,t,541839.html

