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Something in the way around you
The way you talk melts the world away
I hope I can, I hope you will be
Someone that I can hold and talk to
We are young the world looks wide before us
Tremble as I may
I find comfort in you.

You opened the door for me
Always reached out for me
Fingers give only the feeling

Is heaven in you is it somewhere 
Is it somewhere high?
Maybe I was reaching too high
You’re my star
I’d agree it is nothing to me
Maybe someday you
Will see the light penetrating your eyes.


