Sir Galant and The Heart
Sit upon this rock and look out on the waves

My voice it may be shot, but I’ve got something to say

I hide up on this spot to wash away the tears

But loneliness is not the answer for my fears

So in this tragic tale live the hero and the fool

The hero never fails, but the fool makes all the rules

The dreamer and the dream, the schemer is the schemer

Sir Galant and the heart are never what they seem

So generous is the heart, so Galant is the steel

They rip themselves apart ignoring how they feel

Dangerous are the times, the centimental phase

An ego that devides can crash upon the waves



…or crash another way.

