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The Fount ai n
Fut ure | sl ands

[ ntro]
D F#m

[ Verse]
D
He sits low, in a shady grove

Wiere the trees arc slow, in the shape of you know
F#m
Marbl e stairwells, waterfalls, egrets heads and open arns
D
Whi stling through his pensive teeth, the scene is set to peak
Bm
Li ke how the desert neets the reef
G
And steals the heart - of the thief

D
She wal ks sl ow, past the reach of hone

In a Western Wirld, far fromthe things she knows
F#m

Hangi ng gardens, patterned walls, the books of Ril ke, orchestras

D

Motioning to the slow refrain, the soul is set to gain
Bm

O swallow it whole

G
The causal chain - of human | oam

[ Pre- Chor us]
D
And as seasons go, it s alot like this

He reasons for a | ook, then a gl ance
F#m
To the path, where she passed

Fromthe page of a book, to a perch in the grass
D
And as neetings go, it s alot like this
Bm
She tiptoes fromthe path, to the edge of the page

Where she dared - to be asked
G



VWhat s in a nane?

VWhat is your nane?

[ Chor us]
A Bm
And if you let ne know
G D
I wont be alone, | won t be al one
A Bm
And if you have the time to talk to
G D
I won t doubt you, doubt in you, doubt in you
A Bm
And if | let you know
G D
I won t be alone, | won t be al one
A Bm
And if you, as if you start to fall
G D

| Il be here to catch you

[Bridge 1]
D
Turni ng around, he sighs,



