L ow Season

M oor Hound

They found me with my head on my chest
In too deep of arest
He never made good on adream
He rather dleep it seemsBack down in alow season
| don't think | like where | am goingThey found me in a grave made of stitches
Feet still wet from wading ditches
He overdept in thistown
An awkward wheel that rattles aroundThey found me with alist in my hand

Of al I'd do when given the chance

He waited for what the world would bring

But the world never owed him athing

Lyrics provided by
https://damnlyrics.com/



https://damnlyrics.com/search.html?q=Moor+Hound
https://damnlyrics.com/
https://damnlyrics.com/

