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FCR ALL THE SAD RAIN

O my friends why are we so weak n :m‘fxéf
In winter sunlight why do our knees knock, £ /7//_,-*
Why do we walk with small steps. ugly (/¥

And spindly as baby birds

Whose world do we think this is?

0 my friends take it, 0 - :
O my friends don't look at each other. - :
Or anyone else before you speak. " ¢ b Mpack
I have had enough of scared field mice

With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp
Diffident handshakes. e

Do you think I haven't been qtepped on_ by giante?

Do you think my teachérs didn't stand 'me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my.own father didn't .burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to- sl§ on his knee?

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers. . 8
I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas B
And the liver and the lungsg.of the one I.love

Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

lag turned to cereal, how will I stand up

What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails Wl
Permenently between their legs ML

But also there are sleek hofées. as easily as théere are curs
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

Ag hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Rddar,

O my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up

And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my friendes why are we so weak

In winter sunlight why do our knees knock,
Why do we walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

Whose world do we think this is?

0 my friends take it,

O my friende don't look at each other
(r anyone else before you spesk.

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes,

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by ziante?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had both my feet cut off, and the rnmac
And the liver and the lungs of the one 1 love

lave been sucked cut of my life and the air around me

mg turned to cereal, how will I stand wp,

What opinions can I offer but 1 will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Fermanently between their legs

But algo there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs
There are squagh blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white bdutterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant mil biter

Trere are a hundred raised fisss, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, bea the blue carpet

Ag rard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide n, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Cbserving everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them wp

And then wave to me, put your arme around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horiszon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my friends why are we so weak

In winter sunlight why do our knees knock,
Why do we walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as aaby birds

Whose world do we think this is?
C my friends take it,

Dont' look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak.

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes,

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to wes cereal, how will I stand up,

What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
Thered are millins of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Fijling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up

And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a fiield with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.
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FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN

0 my friends why are we so weak

In winter sunlight why do our knees knock,
Why do we walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

Whose world do we think this is?
0 my friends take it,

Don't look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak.

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes,

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

Tndeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

My feet—have been—cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to wet éfﬂgggugh, how will I stand up,
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are s$housands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates s have ten fingers of honey
Which areyour own, stretch them, stick them up

And then wave ™ put your arms around each others shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon isuours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.
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C my friends why are you so weak Jro—
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

Whose world do you think this is?
O my friends take it,

Don't look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak.

< Y
I have had enough of scared field mice ( / e lhvf’x
With trembling pink ears, 7M b M
I have had enough of damp ki LI;JBIZ;'”” H

u’}/ Diffident handshakes.
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o you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
ou teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

E have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver ang the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life, the air all around me

Has turned to sourdough, how will I stand up, ; Y2
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent, sy,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails ’
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

C my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up

And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best world = !-,7

You can possibly think of to live in. ,//’““\\i>
&

) md —/\ (and the water which is wine and the best bed
you can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my friends why are we so weak

In winter sunlight why do Four knees knock,
Why do we walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

Whose world do we think this is?
0 my friends take it,

Don't look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak,

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes,

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace fo r wanting to sit on his knee?

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life, and the air all around me

Has turned into wet sourdough, how will I stand up,
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

Ag hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Obsedving everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven we

Filling our dinnerplates ymmxkaxxizrxfimgers of honey

Which are our own, stretch them, stick them up

And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is ours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

We can possibly think of to lie in.
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THE BEST BED

0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it,

0 my friends don't look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Hags turned to sourdough, how will I stand up

What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.



FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN

0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

Whose world do you think this is?
0 my friends take it,

Don't look at each other

Cr anyone else before you speak},

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes.

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

Indeed I h%xe been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had'my feet cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life, the air all around me

Has turned to sourdough, how will I'stﬁnd up,
What opinions can I offer But I will®pe silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millinns of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

Ags hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

C my friends for all the sad rain in heaven ’

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up

And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.

(And the water which is wine and the best world
You can possibly think of to live in.)



For every pair of eyes squeezed tight under colorless lids

C my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretchf them, stick them up

And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best world

You can possibly think of to live in.

0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

Whose world do you think this is?
O my friends take it,

Don't look at each other

Cr anyone else before you speak

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life,

How will I stand up, what opinions can I offer?
But I will not be silent,

There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had hoth my feet cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life, even the air around me

Has turned sour, how will I stand up

I have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life, the air all around me

Has



FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN

C my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,

Why do you walk with small steps, spindly

As baby birds, whose world do you think this is?

0O my friends take it,
Don't look at each other
Or anyone else before you speak.

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes.

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stmnd me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wamting to sit on his knee?

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life, how will I stand up

What opinions can I offer? But I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best world

You can possibly think of to live in.



Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life,

How will I stand up,

What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs,

Indded I have been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life, how will I stand up,

What opinions can I offer? But I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny lails
Permanently between their legs

What opinions can I offer?

But I will not be silent,

There are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

0O my friends take it, don't look at each other

Cr anyone else before you speak.

I have had enough of scared field mice

With tremboing pink ears, I have had enough of damp
Diffident handshakes.

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life, how will I stand up,

What opinions can I offer? But I will not be silent,

There are dogs who keep their skinny tails

Permanently between their legs,

t also there are sleek horses, as eas easily as there are curs
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists;7XIxxxxxxxxkxnkxnxhxnnmszixk
Fheresery broken broomstick

There are axkmmixgiEx millinns of ben grases snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
As hard as they can,

With the frail tassegs of their hair



FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN

C my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,

Why do you walk with small steps, spindly

As baby birds, whose world do you think this is?

C my friends take it, don't look at each other
Cr anyone else before you speak.

I have had enough of scared field mice

With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes.

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,

I have had my feet cut off,

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life, the air around me

Has turned to sourdough, how will I stand up
Whbat opinions can I offer but I will not be
Have been sucked out of my life,

How will I stand up?
What opin

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs

Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers, Exkawxgxkadxmyxfmxx
I have had my féet cut off, and the pancreas

And the liver and the lungs of the one I love

Have been sucked out of my life,

How will I stand up,
What opinions can I offer but I will not smxtamsxmg,be silent,
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0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your keees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spingly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
C my friends take it,

0 my friends don't look at each other

Or anyone else beforeyyou speak

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by hiants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

U my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

C my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to sourdough, how will I stand up

What opinions can I offer but I will not be gilent,

O my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fiste, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent %rasses gnapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

Ag hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hsir

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide ozen. on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.
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C my friends why are you so weak ! L{ 2;71/
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock, '

Why do you walk with small steps, ugly .
And spindly as baby birds

C my friends whose world do you think this is ‘
C my friends take it,

C my friends don't locok at each other

Or anyone else before you speak

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants? R4y

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner _

For Rreathing, do you think my own father didn't burn meé

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

C my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

C my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the oné I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Hés turned to sourdough, how will I stand up

What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent, ,
C my friends there are doge who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs,

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there 1is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Cbserving everything like King Radar,

C my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up, :

C my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is ycurs, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my friends why are you so waak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it,

0 my friends don't look at each other

Or anyone else hefore you speak

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven't heen stepped on by glants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in 2 corner

For bresathing, do vou think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a2 blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

0 my friends 1 have been pressed between steamrollers,

U my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the Jungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my iife and the air around me

Has turned to ceeparl, how will I stand up

What opinions can X offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their gkinny talls
Permanently between their legs,

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squaszh bloasoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue ecarpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousande of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Which are your own, stretech them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

When we meet in a field with no fecnes

The horizon is yours, and the books and 211 the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my friends why are you o0 weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it,

0 my friends don't look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak

1 have had enough of scared field mice 7
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven't been stepped on by glants?

Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his hnee?

U my friends I have been pressed between steamrollwees,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to cereal, how will I stand up

What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs, - )

But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains

Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,

For every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

for every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Ubserving everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey

Whiech are your own, stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders

ithen we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books ana all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You ecan possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my friends why are you =o weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And epindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it,

0 my friends don*t look at each other

Or anyone else befors you spasak

I have had enough of scared field mice
With trembling pink ears.

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven®t been s=tepped cn by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn*t stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn*t burn me

With the wrath of & blast furnzce for wanting to sit on his knee?

0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air arocund me

Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up

What opinione can I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permaengntily between thelr legs,

0 my friends there is pablum to eat

But alsc there is roast beef, there are squash blossoms
That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses

Ag easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are 2 hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick
There are a million bent grasses snapping

Back and forih at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they cen, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless li?s there 2re thousands of others

Wide cpen, on the proud columns of thsir necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar.,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heavan

Filling cur dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me

When we meet in a field with no fepces

The horizcen is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

You car. pessibly think of to lie in.
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THE B&EST BED

0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it,

0 my friends don°t look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak

I have had enough o scared field mice
With trembling pink ears.,

I have had enough of damp

Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven®t been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn*t stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn®*t burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up

What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs.

gﬁ%* ends) there is garb t h

thene i ! “Mbq

0 my friends there aze— hemburgers to eat

But also there is roast beefw there are squash blossoms
That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses

As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick
There are a million bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others

Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar, '

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed

Yoy can possibly think of to lie in.
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THE BEST BED

0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it

g don®*t lock at esch other
Or anyone else before you speak
I have had enough of scared r ; F ld&[lﬂ/w
With trembling pink sars,
I have had enough of damp
Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven®t been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn°t stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own fether didn®t burn me

With the wrath of 2 blast furnace for wanting to sit on hie knee?

0 my friends I have been pressed betwsen steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had feet cut off

And the pancreas e nd the liversof the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life an T around me A\ :
Has turned to oatmeal, how will I etand up

What opinions can I offer but I will not be eilent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs,

0 my friends tg%re is garbage to eat

And also Chatefbriand, there are squash blocsome

That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses

As easilyv as there nre curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are 2 hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick \
There are a million bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the eky, beating the blue carpet \
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For evor{ pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others

wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which sre your own, gtretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me

When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon ie yours, and the books and all the opinions

d o
end the beet bed
You can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 ny friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
¢ my friends take it

0 my friends don*t look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak

I have had enough o# seared rabbits
with trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp
Diffident nhandshakes

Do you think I haven®*t been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn*t gtend me in a corner

For breathing, do you think wy own father didn®t burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

0 my friends I have bgen pressed between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked ocut of my life and the air around me

Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up

what opinions ecan I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between thelir legs,

0 my friends there is garbage to eat

And also Chatezubriand, there are squash blossoms

That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses

As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick
There are a million bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others

wide ofen. on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Obzerving everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnarplates you have ten fingers of honey
Wwhich are your own: gtreteh them, stick them up.

0 my friends wave to me

when we meet in a2 field with no fences '

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine 2nd a new road ,
That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed
You can possibly think of to lie in. !

I
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THE BEST BED

0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it

0 my friends don®t look at each other

Or anyone elsé before you speak

I have had enough of scared rabbits
With trembling pink ears,

I have had enough of damp
Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven®t been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn*t stand me in a corner

For brea thing, do you think my own father didn?’t burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

0 my friends I have been pressed .between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to ‘oatmeal, how will I stand up

What opinions can I offer but I will net be silent, :

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs, : : . i

0 my friends there is garbage to eat

And also Chateaubriand, there are squash blossoms

-That flower around fountains,. there are sleek horses

As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick
There are a million bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carp:t

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others

Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friendsnfor all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own: stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and a new road

That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed
You can possibly think of to lie in.
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THE BEST BED

0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is

0 my friends take it : .
0 my friends don*t look at each other kkﬂgﬁg&ﬂjﬁlﬁﬁﬁ&ﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁ%f%%V

Or anyone else before you speak

O~=myp-fpiends I have had enough of scared rabbits
with teembling ears,

I have had enough of damp

pDiffidnet handshakes

ds do you think I haven®t been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn°*t stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn*t burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace fo r wanting to sit on his hknee?

0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up

what opiniond can I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs,

0 my friends there is garbage to eat

And also Chateaubriand, there are squash blossoms

That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses

As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick
There are a million bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open,on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of hony
Which are your own: steetch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave to me

Wwhen we meet in a field with no fecnes

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and a new road

That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed
YOou can possibly think of to lie in.
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THE BEST BED

0 my friends why are you so weak

In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
why do you walk with canes, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world #o you think this is
0 my friends take it ‘

0 my friends don®t look at each other

Or anyone else before you speak

0 my friends I have had enough of scared rabbits
with trembling ears, :
I had have enough of damp

Diffident handshakes

0 my friends do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn®t stand me in a corner

For lbreathing, do you think my own father didn*t burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?

0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off

And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up

what opinion can I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their legs.,

0 my friends there is garbage to eat

And also Chateaubriand, there are squash blossoms

That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses

As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstickg
There are a million bent grasses snapping

RBack and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others

Wide open, on the prodd columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heasan

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own: stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends mave to me

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and a new road

That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed
You can possibly think of to lie in.
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WHOSE WORLD

0 my friends why are you so weaky

s why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with canes, ugly
And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends tzke it

0 my friends don*t look at mach other

Or anyone else before you speak

I have had enough of scared mabbits
With trembling ears,

I have had enough 8f damp
Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven®t been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn*t stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn®t burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sti on his knee?

0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off
And the pancrease and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up

what opinion can I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently bewween their legs,

0 my friends there i= garbage to eat

And also Chateaubrian, there are squash blossoms

That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses

As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick
There are a million bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tasseds of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others

Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are you r own: stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave at me

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the wmater which is wine and a new road

That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed
You can possibly think of to lie in. _
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WHOSE WORLD

0 my friends why are you so weaky
O—my—friends why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with canes, ugly

And spindly as baby birds

0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends tzke it

0 my friends don*t look at mach other

Or anyone else before you speak

I have had enough of scared mabbits
With trembling ears,

I have had enough $f damp
Diffident handshakes

Do you think I haven®t been stepped on by giants?

Do you think my teachers didn*t stand me in a corner

For breathing, do you think my own father didn®t burn me

With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sti on his knee?

0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,

0 my friends I have had my feet cut off
And the pancreasq and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me

Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up

Wwhat opinion can I offer but I will not be silent,

0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently bewween their legs,

0 my friends there i- garbage to eat

And also Chateaubrian, there are squash blossoms

That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses

As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter

There are 2 hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick
There are a million bent grasses snapping

Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet

As hard as they can, with the frail tasseds of their hair

For every pair of eyes squeezed tight

Under colorless lids there are thousands of others

Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,

0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven

Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are you r own: stretch them, stick them up,

0 my friends wave at me

When we meet in a field with no fences

The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and a new road

That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed
You can possibly think of to lie in. :
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