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She braces as the day breaks, and she finds her mistakes, on the floor… 
packs a suitcase as she looks out the door.

All the things all around, so tied-down & so bound,

And she shatters the sound, as it’s thrown to the ground

 
(she) takes the car ride, to another place where she can’t hide,
From the time to decide,
 
She can’t find the reason, or where to begin,

 
But she can’t change her mind
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& she wants the past to last, & she has an appetite for fast 

& the finer things,  life has to offer her

& she doesn’t compromise,
& she doesn’t ever seem to realize
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The things in life, that taint her eyes…  
they taint her eyes…  [x2]
She blazes in the hot sun,  yeah,
She’s feelin’ like a shot gun, toward anyone 

She takes the long road, but doesn’t know where it goes, 

So she follows the sun into the horizon,

 
to the coast line; tries to define what seems to be,

 
(and) now she can see, the lines of reality

 
And chains that tied her, too, and her mind is bruised

 
But she can’t break the chains.
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& she lays the truth to waste, & she has an appetite to taste,
The finer things,   life has to offer her

& she never hesitates,
to explain her case, after case,

& she’ll always try to make you lose some face

& she’ll try to leave you soon & you understand she just wants some room

To try to find, someone else to use

& she doesn’t compromise
& she doesn’t ever seem to realize
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The things in life, that chain her mind…  
they chain her mind… [x2]
But she has nothin’ to lose & she always has another person to use

& to choose for an excuse

she wears her wrists like weights 
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