ol on the doy

And so another
And once again

And fades away
And I remem]
'‘Bout what was v
Well 1 doﬂ’_'t" sk
But somewhere in «
Or maybe scratch
For its so cold upon this moor,
Sometimes I can't belie really here at
Roll on the day they let me out of here
Roll on the day they set me free

And in the morning's virgin light —

When I hear the 3gdm1‘1m‘.g%t | ] -
I’m gonna look to find the sounds I know so well ‘ -
Like the whistle of the train that kept me whole .. / ' /

And kept me sat;‘%, ‘and gave me hope .
When 1 believed all else had failed \/( 1

For its so cold upon this moor
I must believe it can't be cold back home as well X »
You see... I miss you '
You'll just never know how much I miss you
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