Brigitte’s Table
We’re sitting in this farmhouse

In the heart of Germany

Me and my companions blindly see

We drove all night to find you

You got the circle nearly squared

You know this battered body needs repair
If these walls could only tell you

All the stories we have told

There are no secrets here – Brigitte’s Table

You give us bread and water

You give us beer and wine

But most of all you give us breathing time

There are songs and there is laughter

There are tales of broken dreams

There are heroes there are villains everywhere it seems

You give us warmth and shelter

We never feel its wasted time

You give us space to lead this life of crime

Some drink to entertain you

Some drink till early dawn

Some drink till recollection is all but gone

