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“How I Telt One Day”

Everyday under this sky 
Is wearing thin on me 
I’m tired of all these p 
Shuffling around,Jjggjjj 
Like the guy 
His high a 
On thej^T

It’s si

V llnd to see 
To threw his quarter 

SET mighty quarter 
below him

_ ittlng to the days 
I5en I’mll have to take my leave 

|?£om the grey roads and walls 
That lead to nothing 
The time has come to hit the greens 
Under a smokeless sky 
Of a new world for me

I’m tired of screaming above screams
Just to hear myself think
Tired of boots and shades
That have to change with each new day
Tired of being blinded by the blank and neon
And you can’t tell them apart anyway
Tired of the bullshit lies of the boy/girl game
Wandering fighting eyes In the streets everyday
I’m tired of looking at the walking dead
Freezing further in their veins with each step. !
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It’s getting to the days
en I’ll have to take my leave 

the dead roads and walls 
nowhereThat lean*5

It’s time to find some green 
To plant my world In 
So I can live.

I’m not here to rock n’ roll 
TEARING INTO MY SOUL 
There’s your rock n’ roll 
Falling on deaf ears 
Of people who don’t seem to care 
anyway

I’m tired of stale opinions
Of everything I say and do
From everybody afraid of something new
I’m tired of the right t-l-o-n words
And freedom as a fashion
I’m tired of the right ripped Jeans
And worshipping the sixties
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M To churn out gray

And I’m tired of songs like these
So after the snow I’m going away.
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1 I’m tired of lapel revolutions 

And the tie-dyed t-shlrt cause 
Fuck me hair and fuck me 
Fuck me eyes In fuck me bars 
Fuck off 11
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A Bob Keeler
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