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This album is dedicated to Jean & Bob Merritt,  
Doug Blount, and Lucy, the greatest dog the world 
will ever know.



MIXTAPE
You, how did you get so wise? 
I take the advice 
I find in your eyes. 
Me, I’ve been waiting outside 
Most of my life, 
Oh like a rare b-side. 
  
I’m just making you mixtapes
With homemade covers. 
Analog to show we’re lovers, 
And here under the jacket folds inside, 
I’ve taped my heart for you to find. 
  
To find the perfect way, 
Which album to say, 
I la la love you. 
With this plastic cassette, 
It’s not finished yet, 
It’s gonna tell you slowly. 
  
I’m just making you mixtapes
With homemade covers. 
Strings and drawings show we’re lovers, 
When you’re driving around in the summertime, 
To hear again, just press rewind.
 
Rewind, it comes to an end, 
Turns over again, 
Another 1000 times. 
But me, I’ll be the same. 
No, I never change, 
I’m, like a rare B-side. 

I’ll be making you mixtapes
With homemade covers. 
Analog to show we’re lovers, 
So much rock and roll love in a plastic case, 
Play it loudly, see my face. 
  
I’m just making you mixtapes
With homemade covers,  
Mazzy Star, Donovan’s Colors, 
Just an audio love letter painted blue, 
I spent all day making for you. 

Engine To Turn 
I don’t know how to fix the world. 
I don’t know how to fix myself. 
Seems like we both need some love, 
Seems like we both need some help. 
  
Maybe you could fix with might. 
Maybe you could just stare it down. 
Seems like some tenderness 
Could turn the whole thing around. 
  
I’m just trying to get the engine to turn. 
I’m just trying to smile through my tears. 
And I still got so much to learn, 
But the best I can is what I’ve got to give, 
Gonna give it while I’m here. 
  
Most days I want to speed up. 
Seems like I ought to slow down. 
Maybe the pieces are here, 
If I just took a good look around. 
  
Maybe the world feels like me, 
Wishing someone would sing it a song, 
About how there’s a lot of good here, 
About how it’s done nothing wrong. 

I’m just trying to get the engine to turn, 
I’m just trying to smile through my tears. 
And I still got so much to learn, 
But the best I can is what I’ve got to give, 
Gonna give it while I’m here. 
  

Sometimes there’s a choir in my head, 
Singing at the top of its voice, 
Singing at the top of its voice, 
They sing, don’t look back. 
Don’t be scared. Don’t be scared. 
  
I’m just trying to get the engine to turn. 
I’m just trying to smile through my tears. 
And I still got so much to learn, 
But the best I can is what I’ve got to give, 
Gonna give it while I’m here. 



Six More Days Of Rain
The Things That
Everybody Does 
Everybody told me, 
This is who you have to be. 
With my hands in my pockets deep as they’d go, 
I walked home and packed up my cases to leave. 
  
I walked all over this country. 
I went down to the sea. 
I talked a lot with the sun and sky. 
I didn’t talk much with anyone else really. 
  
There are the things that everybody does. 
I was wondering what was all the fuss. 
I never knew exactly why it was, 
Till there was you. 
  
You found me up in attic, 
Singing down to leaves. 
You caught me reading love letters aloud 
To horses and children, to stars and to trees. 
  
There are the things that everybody does. 
I was wondering what was all the fuss. 
I never knew exactly why it was, 
Till there was you. 
  

But a mountain is still a mountain. 
A mountain goes to the sea, 
No matter what I’d like to pretend, 
No matter what I’d like it to be. 
  
You know I don’t have to stay here.  
I could fly off and leave, 
On the wings from a unicorn’s breast, 
With my typewriter strapped with 
     diamonds to my chest, 
But how could I go with breakfast not over yet? 
  
These are the things that everybody does. 
I was wondering what was all the fuss, 
But what a lovely morning that it was 
When there was you.

Everything is gray. 
Gray is a cold steel train. 
Weatherman is saying, 
Six more days of rain. 
  
Goodbye and good morning, 
It all comes without warning. 
1000 miles behind you, 
And the train’s still going slow. 
  
How does it keep on going? 
How does it keep on going? 
How does it keep on going?
Six more days of rain. 
  
With nothing to hold fast to, 
The trees are flying past you. 
Nobody’s even asked if you 
If you like the way you’re rolling. 
  
In all of this confusion, 
I have come to no conclusion, 

‘Cept some days you got the blues, 
And other days you don’t. 
  

How does it keep on going? 
How does it keep on going? 
How does it keep on going? 
Six more days of rain. 
  
And all of the things
You wish you could change, 
You keep wishing away, 
You keep wishing away, 
Oh but they just won’t change, 
No they just won’t change, 
No they just won’t change, 
No they just won’t change. 
  
How does it keep on going? 
How does it keep on going? 
How does it keep on going? 
Six more days of rain.



Feel Of The World Never Talk About It 
I’ll tell you what I will miss – 
California and horses, 
Down by the sailboats where we waded in, 
The feel of the world in my hands, in my hands, 
The feel of the world in my hands. 
  
And still so many ways that I love the wind – 
From a storm in the sails to the breath on your lips, 
It’s such a little thing, then again, then again, 
The feel of the world in your hands, in your hands, 
The feel of the world in your hands, in your hands. 
  
Just like the Sunday we drove out from Houston, 
Out to the edge of the world, 
Out where the sky starts to bend, 
After awhile in the sun, you’ll be sleeping, sleeping. 
  
I picture you now – you are beautiful, you are golden, 
Just like you were when you thought no one was looking. 
Time will take care of you, love. 
Time will take care of you, love. 
I will take care of you, love, again, again, 
The feel of the world in my hands, in my hands, 
The feel of the world in my hands, in my hands.

What’s the point to try 
And say these things inside? 
They may not come true, 
Might not turn out right. 
  
I start to doubt myself, 
I feel so much and then, 
Words aren’t enough, 
I keep it in. 
  
We never talk about it, 
We make our own way through. 
We never talk about it, 
We hide it all away. 
We never talk about it, 
It’s too much to say. 
  
Secrets and letters 
I’ve been saving up. 
So many things 
I never told you of. 
  
Will you come on slow? 
Say what you mean, 
Will you tell the truth? 
Let it all come clean. 
  
We never talk about it, 
We make our own way through. 
We never talk about it, 
We make our own way through. 
We never talk about it, 
Baby, I love you.



All The Reasons We 
Don’t Have To Fight Live Till You Die 
We used to sleep real late, play our records loud. 
Times we were broke, we’d laugh about it. 
Sometimes we’d just leave town, 
Go down to the shore, 
Watch the waves close out,
Just to be close, to be close. 
  
I don’t want to fight anymore, 
About childish things we did before, 
I didn’t mean what I said last night. 
I love you more than who is right and wrong, 
I want to stay and I made this song 
Of all the reasons we don’t have to fight.
I don’t want to fight.
  
These words we shout, well who’s to say 
Where they will go when they fall away? 
Maybe they hang around with the lonely kids, 
With a balled up fist,
Saying, you did this, you did this. 
  

I don’t want to fight anymore, 
About what we lost or things we swore. 
I didn’t mean what I said last night. 
I love you more than who is right and wrong, 
I’m gonna stay and made this song 
Of all the reasons we don’t have to fight.
I don’t want to fight.

The morning light goes red to gray 
On what we’ve broken and throw away. 
If I could I just know how
To walk away from my pride, 
Could you help me out?
Can we put it back, put it back?  
  
I don’t want to fight anymore, 
I don’t even know what it started for. 
I didn’t mean what I said last night.  
I love you more than who is right and wrong, 
I stayed up late and I made this song    
Of all the reasons we don’t have to fight.
I don’t want to fight.

I have to say the things I feel, 
I have to feel the things I say. 
  
See the sun rising in the east,
Welcome warms days, 
Feel my heart flying
Every time we’re alone, babe. 
Everything around me has been changing so, 
I can’t let go, oh no. 
  
You must live till you die, 
You must fight to survive. 
You must live till you die, 
You got to feel to be alive. 
You must live till you die. 
  
Feel the earth trembling, 
Have you heard distant thunder, 
Everything’s moving, 
What’s this feeling I’m under? 
Everything around me has been changing so, 
I can’t let go, oh no. 
  

You must live till you die, 
You must fight to survive. 
You must live till you die, 
You got to feel to be alive. 
You must live till you die. 

I have to spin the spinning wheel, 
I have to kneel that way. 
I have to say the things I feel, 
I have to feel the things I say. 
  
You must live till you die, 
You must fight to survive. 
You must live till you die, 
You got to feel to be alive. 
You must live till you die. 



Papercut See You On The Moon
Under the skin, 
But no further in. 
I’ve seen it before. 
I was hoping for more. 
  
If I could choose, 
I’d rather a bruise. 
I’d just rather lose 
Than hear another excuse. 
  
You’re just a paper cut, 
I don’t know why it would hurt, 
I can’t see why it would hurt but it does. 
  
I live in the air 
That’s open and bared, 
I’ve never been scared 
Of a little red. 
  

You’re just a paper cut. 
I don’t know why it would hurt. 
I can’t see why it would hurt but it does. 
  
So I make my escape 
From all of this plastic tape 
Where you play it so safe, 
So straight, so straight. 
My heart will open again, 
Reach way down and deep in. 
It won’t take very long. 
This mark will be gone. 
  
You’re just a paper cut. 
I don’t know why it would hurt, 
I can’t see why it would hurt but it does. 

Three legged dog, 
Remember when you brought him home. 
He was talking to himself 
Cause he’d always been alone. 
April is a fine time,
Just thought you’d be around in June. 
I guess we never really promised, 
But I’ll see you on the moon. 
  
I’ll see you on the moon, where everyone is well, 
And you never have to wait if you got a story to tell. 
And way deep down inside, 
You always know just what to do, 
When you’re flying all around up there on the moon. 
  
When I was a little girl I was always coming round. 
I haven’t really changed much. 
I’m just in a hurry now. 
April is a fine time, but now I’m thinking about June. 
We never really talked about it, 
But I’ll see you on the moon. 
  

I’ll see you on the moon, where everyone is well, 
And you never have to wait if you got a story to tell. 
And way deep down inside, 
You always know just what to do, 
When you’re flying all around up there on the moon. 
  
Three legged dog, 
Out there making a fuss. 
I’m trying to get to sleep. It’s down to the two of us. 
April is a fine time,
Just thought you’d be around for June. 
I know we never really promised,
But I’ll see on the moon. 
  
I’ll see you on the moon, where everyone is well, 
And you never have to wait if you got a story to tell. 
And way deep down inside,
You always know just what to do, 
When you’re flying all around up there on the moon. 



Danny’s Song 
People smile and tell me I’m the lucky one, 
And we’ve just begun. I think I’m gonna have a son. 
He will be like you and me, free as a dove, 
Conceived in love, sun is gonna shine above. 
  
And even though we ain’t got money, 
I’m so in love with you, honey, 
Everything will bring a chain of love. 
And in the morning when I rise, 
Bring a tear of joy to my eyes, 
And tell me everything is gonna be alright. 
  
Love a guy who holds the world in a paper cup, 
Drink it up, love him and he’ll bring you luck. 
And if you find he helps your mind, 
Better take him home. 
Don’t you try to live alone. 
Try to earn what lovers own. 
  
And even though we ain’t got money, 
I’m so in love with you, honey, 
Everything will bring a chain of love. 
And in the morning when I rise, 
Bring a tear of joy to my eyes, 
And tell me everything is gonna be alright. 

After Today 
I never thought I’d see eighteen. 
I finally got all eyes on me. 
My daddy made my sentencing, 
Now there’s a first for everything. 
  
Don’t ask me what comes after today.  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Sweet Emily’s eyes are all I am thinking of.  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
  
You must be proud your conscience is clean. 
I’m just what you’d expect I’d be. 
There’s plenty bad to be said for me, 
But I never been your judge, I never been your judge. 
  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Sweet Emily’s eyes are all I am thinking of.  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
  
What’s yours to take for free out round here 
Is a bullet and a hundred years. 
But dream a dream might not be yours, 
Keep your head down, boy, 
Keep your head down, boys. 
  

Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Sweet Emily’s eyes are all I am thinking of. 
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
  
Nobody means for the gun to off, 
Nobody wants it this way. 
Nobody sees how the deal went bad 
But the ones living it everyday. 
  
Up on 145th, 
You can see the bridge but you can’t cross the way. 
I been scared before, I’ve been scared before, 
No matter what you are, you get used to the chains. 
No matter who you are, you get used to your chains. 
  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Sweet Emily’s eyes are all I will be thinking of.  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 

Bonus track:

Bar With a TV On 
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