
   OBLIQUE

                                  © lynsey hutchinson  2005

   hold me underneath
   is this what you breath?
   We don't understand, we don't understand, how
   we don't understand, take it while you can, now

   i could hardly see, my senses taken leave
   we don't understand, we don't understand, how
   take it while you can,a little something for the man, now
    1,2,3,4,5,6  i'll count until i feel sick
    whatever i do to you, i only do because i love you

    your need to rescue me is obsolete,i'll find a way to breed a true belief
    take what you need, carry me away
    a single grain of sand would'nt pass between your hands
    and all you'll ever be is something on which i can feed

    a solitary greed, will bite the hand that feeds
    we don't understand, we don't understand, now
    we don't understand, we don't understand, how
     1,2,3,4,5,6  i'll count until i feel sick
    whatever i do to you i only do because i love you

 
   


