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_ Words & music by Adam F. Duritz
Music by Adam F. Duritz & Matt Malley

I could make it rain today

 wash away this sunny day down to the gutter
would
Just to get a change of pace
Things are getting worse but I feel a lot better
And that’s all that really matters to me

Amy hit the atmosphere

Caught herself a rocket ride out of this gutter and
She’s never coming back, I fear

But any time it rains,

She just feels a lot better

And that’s all that really matters to me

We've waited so long for someone to take us back home
It just takes so long

And meanwhile the days go drifting away

And some of us sink like a stone

Waiting for mothers to come

There has to be a change, I'm sure

Today was just a day fading into another

And that can’t be what a life is for

The only thing she said was she feels a lot better
And that’s all that really matters to me




Words & music by Adam F. Duritz

All I want is something good
It gets harder every time
She is leaving here tonight
Take a breath

Take your time

Spread your wings and rise

They d | ‘iliey climb
Feathers falling through the night
Have you seen Ohio rise?

It has been four days and nights

All I want is something fine
It gets harder every time

She is sleeping' far away
Take a breath

Take your time

Spread your wings and rise
Rise into the black Ohio skies










Words by Adam F. Duritz
Music by Adam F. Duritz
and Charles Gillingham

éa;‘;’.l colorblind
offee black and

e whi
Pull me out from iiiidehlte

I am ready

I am taff
Yy stuck and i
lS’tui;t;er shook and up::;icmhgtue $%
ull me out from insidg
I am ready i
I am fine

1 am covered in skin

No one gets to come in

Pull me out from inside

I am folded and unfolded and unfolding
1 am colorblind

Coffee black and egg white

Pull me out from inside

1 am ready

I am fine










Words & music by Adam F. Duritz

Staring out of his window as the world ru'shes by
Arthur Robinson closes the glass and replies,

"] dream of Ballerinas and I don’t know why

but I see Cadillac’s sailing

I was born on the shores of th

e Chesapeake Ba
But Maryland and Virginia have faded away 4
And I keep thinking tomorrow is coming today
So I am endlessly waiting

And the comet is coming between
Me and the girl who could make it all clean

Out there in the shadow of the modern machine
Walks St. Robinson in his Cadillac dream.

Carrie’s down in her basement all toe shoes and tw}xlned

With the girl in the mirror who spins when she spins T
From where you think you’ll end up to the state .that you
Your reflection approaches and then recedes again

And the comet is coming between

Me and the girl who could make it all clean
Out there in the shadow of the modern machine
Walks St. Robinson in his Cadillac dream.

I have dreamed of a black car that shimmers and drives
Down the length of the evening to the carnival side

In a house where regret is a carousel ride

We are spinning and spinning and spinning and now...

There’s a hole in the ceiling down through which I fell
There’s a girl in a basement coming out of her shell 2
And there are people who will say that they knew me so well...
I may not go to heaven

1 hope you go to hell

And the comet is coming between

Me and the girl who could make it all clean
Out there in the shadow of the modern machine
Walks St. Robinson in his Cadillac dream.’
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