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I’'ve been drifting on an easy breeze

Me, | been waiting in a war-torn windstorm

To carry me where | ought be

Too deadly to fend off a reform
We've been tested by the southest seas
I’'m comin’ home
We've been tested til we barely breathe
I’'m coming home

Never let the bless-ed fall ill or blamed
But here’s hoping they still fight anyway
Wealth to you and yours bared on in pain
Here's hoping you still fight anyway
We've been healthy so we do as we please
I’'m comin’ home
Never let your word speak ill of me
As I’'m Coming Home!

I’'ve been waiting on a boat tonight
I’'ve been waiting on a life-line
Just to get back home I’ve been doing this four years

I’'ve been waiting on a note tonight
I’'ve been waiting on a lifetime of fear, joy, and hope
Now I’ll never get another chance to go out for sex nor cigarettes again

Never let the blessed fall ill or blamed
Here's hoping they still fight anyway
Wealth to you and yours borne on in pain
Here's hoping you still fight anyway
We've been healthy so we do as we please
I’'m comin’ home
Never let your word speak ill of me
As I’'m coming home
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