
    -   SARAH SAYS---*Sarah says, she says, she says, we gotta      
    go now---but I'm not quite ready---Sarah says, she says, 
  she says, we gotta go---but I'm not quite ready yet---We 
get to the party around ten and then we like to let the 
good times roll---After midnight and everything is going 
great, she yawns and says "It's getting just a little late"---
Another party hour goes by slow and I notice that she's 
putting on her coat---It's two in the morning, but the night 
is still young, I get a little crazy and she tells me I'm done---I 
make the rounds to say we're getting gone and I see they're 
singing Beatles in the back lawn---She finds me in the middle 
of "We Can Work it Out" but her glare is giving me a reason 
to doubt---So she pulls me out on the porch and says "You 
can come with me, or stay up with your friends"---Part of 
me knows the perfect answer to say, but he took the night 
off so I could play---This happens every time, This happens 
every time, How does this happen every time---I don't know 
o-o-o---I don't really blame her, it's not easy always being 
the responsible one---She says that I'll be sorry tomorrow, 
and she's probably right but Tonight, Tonight, Tonight, I'm 
having to much fun
SUPERVILLAIN---I used to want to be a superhero---Like 
Batman, Spider-man, Green Lantern or Wolverine---but 
everything they did would always equal zero--- Nothing ever 
changed for the people on the street just like me, just like 
me yeah---The cops shot another guy on the north side of 
town---Our country's always pushing everybody around---The 
heroes say that they're kept too busy just fighting crime--- 
but that's just a symptom of the disease---that's getting 
worse all the time---*I want to be a supervillain---I want to 
make them pay---So now I'm working out all of the details---
No petty crimes, just biding time, and masterminding the 
plans---And even if the heroes come I know I can't fail---I 
know their weaknesses and how to make them all 
understand---I'll make them understand yeah---if I get just a 
few of them to turn my way---We can shine the light of 
reason over every face---Until this whole divided world will 
really be as one---And I can retire to my island in peace, 
knowing that my work is done---I can understand why you 
might be afraid---You haven't really thought of this world as 
anything but this way---Well don't worry too much because I 
don't want to harm you---Well don't worry too much 
because I don't want to rule---I'm just erasing the 
chalkboard, leveling the playing field---and taking all the 
useless leaders and superheroes back to school
HURRICANE YOU---You blow into town, just about once a 
year---Leaving nothing but destruction in your rearview 
mirror---Somehow I am forever in your way---You whisper 
my name and the whole world breaks---*Hurricane You, 
Hurricane You---Nothing destroys me like you do---You smile 
like the sun, and shatter all my dreams---My picture-perfect 
self-image tears apart at the seams---The little life that I 
somehow scrape together---Only lasts until I feel your 
picture-perfect shitty weather---I still believe that we can 
 tame the storm---And I still believe that we can get along--- 
   And I still believe that there's something there beneath 
     the game---And I still believe that there's something 
         worth the price of---picking up the same... pieces year 

after year---And while I'm believing in you, you move closer 
still--- You take my hand and I know we will calm the Winds 
and I feel them die--- Then you wet your lips, look me in the 
eye, smirk a little smile, and heave a little sigh and BOOM--- 
I'm spinning in the air, wondering where, I'm wondering 
where I'll fall this time---------
TALK IS CHEAP
Things have been great till now---Since she's been freaking 
out---And all my attempts to make her sain---Are all in 
fucking vain---She pulls back every day---And why she'll 
never say---And all that's left in our bed---Are just the 
sweetest words she never said---
They say that talk is cheap it's getting easy to see---
*That your talk is too expensive for me for me for me
I see her mouth move and they're without proof---The words 
she's squeeling out just leave me feeling doubt---His lips 
once tasted hers and she's misplaced the words---And I'm 
left wondering if she's beem under him
*You say I'm what you want you say you need me to go---
Your talk is too expensive I know I know I know
 We all have our problems you must be trying to raise the 
bar---You make me leave my tools at home they don't work 
wherever they are---But if I'm your crutch limp along it's 
hard enough to hold up myself---If you want something 
different change it leave your knick-knack words on the shelf
And I'm still wondering if she's beem under him---And all 
that's left in my bed---Are just the sweetest words she never 
said---FUCK IT!---You'll never let me in it's getting easy to 
see---If there's one who'll be killing you it's me it's me it's 
me---I'm getting stuck in your throat I think it's time to go
Your talk is too expensive I know I know I know
WORKIN' FOR THE MAN---I know, everytime, I walk through 
these glass doors I lose another little piece of my soul---I 
know, existence is the dollar sign, and I'll go through these 
doors, just about 10,000 times more---But I wonder---What 
if I could sing a song and you send me money to sing along 
and---I'd spend my days writing a thousand more---What if I 
could sing a song and you send me money to sing along and-
--I quit my job as a corporate whore---I'm working for the 
man---little as I can---But I'm still just working for the man--
-I'm working for the man---but I gotta health plan---And I'm 
still just working for the man---I heard that the band is 
signed, and that we'll go on tour, so I can tell the man to 
blow---Just heard, from the management, that I must change 
my style---And words like 'blow' will have to go---But I 
wonder---What if I could sing a song and make just enough 
money to get along---Then I really wouldn't have to listen to 
anyone's shit---What if I could sing a song and make just 
enough money to get along---Then I wouldn't have to be the 
corporations bitch---I'm working for the man---little as I 
can---But I'm still just working for the man---I'm working for 
the man---but I gotta Rock band---And we're all just working 
for the Man---I can't stand working for the Man---We can't 
stand working for the Man
HOLLYWOOD FLAME---This is on the soundtrack of your life, 
This is just some background in your scene---And I'm just an 
extra walking by, don't look the actress in the eye and I 
don't have any lines so I can't speak---Whoa-o-o-o-o-o-o-oh--

-But I wonder what you do at night, and I wonder if you're 
an empty shell---Are you filled up temporarily, by the 
characters I see, or is there someone else in there as well---
Holly-Hollywood Flame, You're the Hollywood Flame--- How 
can I be your leading man when I'm always in last place---
Holly-Hollywood Flame, You're the Hollywood Flame---In the 
credits I'm just "Guy Walking By Number 47 or 48"---We're 
all the stars of our own mind, in the world's lamest, slowest, 
boring movie---and no one wants to sit and see, people 
sitting staring vacantly, watching other lives on reality TV---
Now I'm working on my fucking movie script, I know some 
people who can get it read---and the studio will be so 
impressed that they will ask me to direct and then---You will 
be my star and my best friend
GOODBYE CRUEL WORLD---things haven't really turned out 
the way i planned them---then again maybe i could have 
planned them better, whatever---so now we'll just have to 
lay low---maybe somewhere sunny in mexico---from there 
we'll live the high life forever and ever---say goodbye, say 
goodbye cruel world, say hello to the high life---now we may 
be bleeding but you know we're still standing---who could've 
known that they would have a new manager, and cameras---
fake guns didn't do us a lot of good---we were going to be 
the new robin hoods---well we didn't break the bank, but 
they'll never forget us, so let us---i can see you staring far 
away---are you dreaming of the coming perfect days---when 
we will retire in style, yeah you know we'll get a little wild---
so don't die on me now, when we're so close to our great 
escape---things haven't really turned out the way i planned 
them---then again maybe i could have planned them better, 
whatever--- so now you'll just have to lay low---in this 
unmarked grave in mexico---and i'll hear your last words 
repeat forever and ever
CAN'T FIGHT PROGRESS---in the words of kurt vonnegut in 
1999 you can't fight progress---the best you can do is ignore 
it---until it finally takes---your livelihood and self-respect 
away---they took my job away from me---they said it needed 
to leave the country---I guess it was in some kind of trouble-
--they said that my work was more than great---but it is 
better to have stuff made---where you don't have to worry 
about the worker's survival---today I had to talk to a 
machine,---it seems, the person who was going to be 
interviewing me---was let go because they really couldn't do 
it that efficiently---now I watch the world news on my TV, 
where I see---poor people from every country, wonder 
where, they fit---into their Global economy---So you say you 
want a revolution, but distraction gets cheaper everyday--- 
Onward and upward you say---Just ride the wave until it 
pulls you under, what was that noise you heard---Just the 
smooth engines of progress purring 
2 LITTLE WORDS
We both know its hard to walk a mile in my heart's shoes
You tried them on so many times they always fit so loose
If they ever could have fit someone you know it should have 
been you---You stuffed the toes, squeezed them on, wrinkled 
up your face and stomped around the room---and you said...
*Two little words in your journal---Two little words just for 
me---Two little words is all I ever wanted...

There's a poetry your eyes know that no one but me 
can see---It rings a chime in my heart, burns my skin---
breaks my cadence---The one thing I'd have you know is that 
in my most quiet moments---I think of all our sweet times 
like sugar on my tongue and your hair like the sun and you 
said---Well... here's three---*Three little words---Three little 
words is all you ever wanted from me---Now you're sleeping 
in your bed so soft and diagonal---While I sleep in a bed of 
my uncomfortable---I've got to put these words down so you 
know that your perfect---And your only fault is you don't 
know it.---Oh those sweet times... Oh they came and went
Came way more than went but---They went like when you 
were unsatisfied and I impatient---Its so hard to know how 
sad your sweetness can be at times---Because even whem 
sugar gets in your eyes---It can make you cry...like when you 
said...
ALL I SAY---hey, hey, hey--- hey, hey, hey, hey---I see you 
coming everything gets blurry---hit in the head with an 
aluminum bat---you got me hurtin' oh-oh, you got me 
hurtin'---I never stare but I find that I'm starin'---you got 
me beggin' make me lay out my hat---you're comin' to me, 
oh-oh, you're comin' to me---lock me with your eyes as I 
scramble to speak---you're walkin' right past me heading off 
down the street---all I say...You're stoppin' traffic, standing 
out at the bus stop---I turn around to try to give you a ride-
--my luck is turnin', oh-oh, my luck is turnin'---pull to the 
curb and you lean on my window---you bat your eyes, my 
foot slips right off the brake---your eyes are burnin', oh-oh, 
your eyes are burnin'---I stop the car, start to back down the 
road---the bus is pullin' up, the words are stuck in my 
throat--- all I say...So I write a love letter about all the 
things I couldn't say---but it just sounds like an AC/DC song 
and you'll never hear it anyway---Well I guess some words 
are better left unsaid it's better just to yell---cause a girl like 
you and a guy like me will get together on a cold day in hell
REMEMBER ME---It must have been 3 or 4 years ago now at 
Thanksgiving, you were late again---The turkey was gone, the 
dishes were done, and the TV had captured the men---You 
showed up with some new boy from school---I guess your 
parents didn't tell you they invited me too---I said "Hello, 
Hello. How are you?", and I kept my cool, I kept my cool--- 
but inside I screamed---Remember me, remember me, 
remember growing up and falling in love---remember me, 
remember me, remember 3 months ago when you promised 
forever---Remember, remember me---I needed desperately to 
talk with you my friend, about you my lover---I waited for a 
time when I could pull you aside---and you'd explain to me 
why you left me for another---I hung in there for an hour or 
so---But, I saw you smile at him and my heart just turned 
sour and cold---I made some excuse and ran for the bus, but 
I just kept running for home---I know that you think its 
forbidden, you think that you're broken, and you can be 
fixed---but I know your heart, and I know your mind, and 
there's no special man that can do the trick 
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