Broken Old Bridge
Chris Rundle & Giovanni Nadiani

The broken old bridge stands alone They say that you may well return
Across the highway, that cuts the plain. But you won’t return the same.
Grass grows through its broken walls And we will wave our frozen hands
worn away, by years of rain. As the cold wind calls your name

At night we feel the old bridge shake Lalalala...

As the cargoes pass beneath us

The mist rolls slowly in their wake They say that you may well return

Like waves that split beneath us. But you won’t return the same

And we will wave our frozen hands
Lalalala... As the wind speaks out your name

The old men always say round here

No one knows, where the bridge will take you
When its shrouded in the cold damp mist

And crippling fear, will hold you
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