An Audience with the Pope

Elbow

Sweet Jesus, I'm on fire
She has the sweetest, darkest eyes
And when it comesinto her eyes
| know iron and steel couldn't hold meGood God, I'm easily bruised
So often in love to her flame
And the things that she's asked me to do
Will see acity of saintsforgetting his namel have an audience with the Pope
And I'm saving the world at eight
But if she says she needs me
She says she needs me everybody's gonna have to wait(Where could she be?)
Was that a minute or an hour?
(Where could she be?)
She turns the hoursinto days
Kill the phone, cover the cage
And wait for the doorbell to ring(Where could she be?)
No, she won't come running
(Where could she be?)
The world isturning at her pace
Kill the phone, cover the cage
And wait for the doorbell to ringl have an audience with the Pope
And I'm saving the world at eight
But if she says she needs me
She says she needs me everybody's gonna have to waitl have an audience with the Pope
And I'm saving the world at eight
But if she says she needs me
She says she needs me everybody's gonna have to waitl have an audience with the Pope
And I'm saving the world at eight
But if she says she needs me
She says she needs me everybody's gonna have to wait
Everybody's gonna have to wait

Songwriters
GARVEY, GUY EDWARD JOHN / POTTER, CRAIG LEE/ POTTER, MARK / TURNER, PETER JAMES/
JUPP, RICHARD BARRY Published by
Lyrics A© Warner/Chappell Music, Inc. Song Discussionsiis protected by U.S. Patent 9401941. Other patents
pending.

Lyrics provided by
https://damnlyrics.com/



https://damnlyrics.com/search.html?q=Elbow
https://damnlyrics.com/
https://damnlyrics.com/

