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Of course I quiver, of course I shake 

Of course I shiver, of course I break 

Of course I’ve hidden, of course I’ve lied 

Of course I’ve failed, of course I’ve tried 

 

Show me a tree that doesn’t bend in a storm 

Show me a fire that wasn’t bare before – it roared….. 

 

Of course I falter, of course I fall 

Of course I bite my tongue, of course I bawl 

Of course I’m feeble, of course I’m loud, 

Of course I’m precious, of course I’m proud 

 

Show me a tree that doesn’t bend in a storm 

Show me a fire that didn’t smoke before – it roared….. 

 

I will only get one chance to live my life to dance my dance 

I will only get one chance to live my life to dance my dance 

I will only get one chance to live my life to dance my dance 

Show me a fire that didn’t glow before – it roared….. 

Roar – Roar 

 

Of course I’m gentle, of course I’m more 

Of course I whisper, of course I roar. 

 
 


