
Facing Time 
(Dan Smith) 

 
I’m always facing all the time 
And now my face is out of line 
So what I borrow is my crime 
And in tomorrow I’ll be fine 
 
And now my face is in my hand 
 
I’m always sleeping on the land 
And now my sleep is out of hand 
So while I lie here in my stand 
And in my mind I turn to sand 
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