She decides  

[B,
C#  / G#,
E,
B]  138 bpm
D||-9-9------11-6----6-6-6----9-9---------------------------|

A||-6-6------11-6----6-4-0----9-9---------------------------|

E||-7-7------9--4----0-0-0----7-7---------------------------|

Girl you set a field of four leaf clovers up in fire, 

There was no shooting star that brought on desire,

Just like medicine manufactured from a machine, 

Girl you find a way to matter most what matters to me

G#m,   G#m
 /        E,   E    
She decides, She decides, She decides,  what matters to me   
Girl you’re a lightning strike that rips me out of my past;
there was no random heart-shake chance that made us pass,

you’re a border drawn upon a war-torn nation to change,
I was as a mountain range in the distance kept staying the same,
G#m, 
E, 
B, 
F#,  
She decides, She decides, She decides,  what matters to me    & then whatever after,  & where we go from here.

She decides, She decides, She decides,  what happens next

& then whatever after,  & nothing else matters 
 
(what matters most)
 
C#m,
B, 
E, 
F#,  
& when you reach, to take control, then she knows to fake let go, 
oh boy it’s over now, yeah boy it’s over now.   
C#m,
B, 
E, 
F#,  

& when you think that she don’t know, then she knows to let it show, 

oh boy it’s over now, yeah boy it’s just a touch & go   {G#m} 
(that’s when just hand it over, it’s time to hand it over)

Heaven isn’t posting odds and God doesn’t play dice, 

Girl you’re so much more than what matters, and she decides

You have to remember how the weather was, how the smell of her neck was, Mental Chemistry, no mystery;

mixing messages; spun ‘round and rejected.

She’s a starlit desire,

A field of four leaf clovers on fire,

My random chosen emotions splatter, 

She’s so much more than what matters

You know what you want, & you know what to do,
You make up believe the future until, it becomes true,

You turn a want into a need & market to me,

By the time you figured it out, it’s over now, 

By the time you figured it out, rules they change again, 

That’s when just hand it over, it’s time to hand it over.

Heaven’s not holding favors, chances, No random draw of cards;
His way calculated, drawn up & checked thrice.

You know what you want, & you know what to do,

You make believe the future until, it becomes true

You turn a want into a need & market to me,

