
The National, Son
And if you follow me sonthe window wrap around youcarry from the groundyou will never be aloneYou wait one turn to sunlightthat's falling on a girlyou're still outside the worldShe's reading books from empty womenthey're givin beauty tips from empty hipsAnd how is the water of the rainand how is the air of the windand how are the arms of your mothershe's holding you inWatch them as they try to fly their kites inside their bedroomsthat were only built for drinkingyour thoughts they never lasted long when you were under the skyabove it you can hold a thought foreverAnd how is the water of the rainand how is the air of the windand how are the arms of your mothershe's holding you inAnd how is the water of the rainand how is the air of the windand how are the arms of your mothershe's holding you in
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