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I’m tired 

I’ve lost my way 

Sometimes I wish that I could fly, I’d fly away 

I’d fly away 

 

I’m lost 

Stuck in this dark place 

Sometimes I wish that I could hide, I’d hide away 

I’d hide away 

 

Oooh – ohhh 

 

I have a friend 

No matter when 

And if I need to cry – we’ll cry away, 

We’ll cry away 

And if my friend, she needs to hide – we’ll hide away 

We’ll hide away 

And if my friend, he needs to fly – we’ll fly away 

We’ll fly away 

 

Ooohh 


