Bottles
Like a gambler losing everything a fighter to the floor

Like the man who lives in bottles keeps coming back for more

I had promised I would stay away and keep my love off shore

But something in the way you love is so hard to ignore

Like a child is fooled by candy and will do just as she’s told

Like a poor man yearns for riches and a rich man dreams of gold

I was blind and I was innocent cos something in your eyes

Makes it so easy to show I love you so hard to disguise

Like the man who loves in bottles trying hard to understand

In a corner with his head down in his hands

And he lives for every bottle and he takes it while he can

And the drowning man’s last week is for dry land

Like a dance through the early years dreaming of the flame

Like a holy man of heaven like an orphan for a name

I had prayed that I would find you and you might find me too

But something in the way you love me makes me love you too

Like a gypsy on the highway the tide when on the turn

Like a mother with her newly born the prodigal returned

I have found what I was looking for it came as no surprise

You make it so easy to show I love you so hard to disguise
