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Every Time

Every time | close my eyes

| dream that when | open them
Your there again, there again
In my arms again

Every time | hear the tune

See singers in a crowded room

A sea of faces through the smoke
The band goes on to turn a tune

Through visions of a morris-dance
You and | exchange a glance
Wishing you were next to me
Wishing you were here with me

We'll take a drink. I’ll have a smoke
Sing my heart, share a joke

The band will play a melody

And we will be in harmony

Can we stand against the tide
Take my hand watch spirits glide
The band will play a heavy din
Take my hand let the dance begin

One last look, hearts like lead
Winds of change blowing ahead
From town to town I'll sing of you
And every song I'll sing for you

You came to me, you took my hand
Strangers in a foreign land
Strangers met, friends to part

Now our dance is about to start
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