Santa Fe

I:
Hey, no way, all I have is all I say


mmm… Onomatopoeia as I'm coming on to feel ya

{As I} Gonna make my way to the Santa Fe




All these people always feelin' all so cold

All these people yet I'm all alone

Well, I, Gotta take it slow, Gotta find my soul

Gotta make some time for New Mexico

Chillin' with Dylan on the topic of livin'

Always agreein' with the subject of givin'

'Cuz if everybody gave, then none would have to slave,

And we'd all behave and we'd [all] be the same

Well you might be king, but I am man

And I can sing about the things I understand

Like the things of nature, the world and the trees

And always of course, the birds and the bees

'Cuz we all come from, the land down under

Not Australia, I'm talkin' 'bout another [that]
We [all] disclose and discover and your kind and lovin' mother

And now can't we all see that we're pieces of each other

And everything and everyone, are all but shadows by the sun 

Released in this endless night, we find each other by love's light

And everything and everyone, are all but shadows by the sun

Realized this endless night, we find each other by God's light

Oh, I, meet a pretty girl with a Spanish twist

So hard to resist when she grabs my wrist

Buries me inside a blissful abyss

As she pulls me in with a *conniving kiss


*convincing

Takes me down the road to a house I know

It's sort-of old and made-of stone

And I know that she won't let me go

As we meddle with the middle of New Mexico

Only then, do I find out her ploy

She said: "Wanna buy a nice toy, you gotta pay the price, boy"

I said: "What, love ain't no commidity,

That ain't reality, plus I can get it free"

So I packed my libido back into my speedo

And I slipped on outside, like incognito

Made my way past this hidden innuendo

Holding onto my soul, Oh, I was on the roll


[chorus]

Well I could live forever as a friendly freeloader

That is hardly sober, and *once more over

*never together

Livin' my life by a pair-of-dice

Livin' in my own little paradise

Like evil Adam in the Garden of Eden

Oh boy, Look out at watcha been eaten

Who knew that you'd be so believing

And the snake so deceiving, now you best be leaving

Now you gotta make a profit, so you gotta pick a pocket

Gotta plug it in the socket if ya ever want to rock it

Because, if you want to match the rich

Well-a-then you gotta snatch their gifts

So some are stealing what others are dealing

They keep on living with the same fall out feeling

And so I pass to this and the memories I'll miss

And if you're looking for a kiss, well then read [in] between the lips

