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© Nick Burgoyne 31st October 1987

And I wake up in the morning   [ C B whatever F ]

And I find my sun is dawning

I am sitting on the awning 

Of the place where I was snoring

Looking on a boat that's mooring

At the Quay upon the shoreline

Which is black from being inside 

Of the Earth pushed to the outside

Santorini    [ 3x ] [ Am F ]
And I'm sitting at the bottom

Of a cliff - fruit going rotten

And I'm seeing long forgotten

Places stretch along the shoreline

Of a sea that's painted turquoise  

Full of people making no noise

And a sun which burns their bodies

From a sky that isn't cloudy

Santorini    [ 3x ]

And I'm sitting by a windmill

Upon a pumice snowhill

I'm a man who feels immortal

For I see the planet bending 

And it's memory flashes my mind

As if I have seen it sometime

In a life that wasn’t this on

I know this is not my last time

Santorini    [ 7x ]

© Nick Burgoyne 31st October 1987 (The morning after returning home from my first ever trip abroad.  I just bought a flight for 2 days time and went! ) 

