




Papercut See You On The Moon
Under the skin, 
But no further in. 
I’ve seen it before. 
I was hoping for more. 
  
If I could choose, 
I’d rather a bruise. 
I’d just rather lose 
Than hear another excuse. 
  
You’re just a paper cut, 
I don’t know why it would hurt, 
I can’t see why it would hurt but it does. 
  
I live in the air 
That’s open and bared, 
I’ve never been scared 
Of a little red. 
  

You’re just a paper cut. 
I don’t know why it would hurt. 
I can’t see why it would hurt but it does. 
  
So I make my escape 
From all of this plastic tape 
Where you play it so safe, 
So straight, so straight. 
My heart will open again, 
Reach way down and deep in. 
It won’t take very long. 
This mark will be gone. 
  
You’re just a paper cut. 
I don’t know why it would hurt, 
I can’t see why it would hurt but it does. 

Three legged dog, 
Remember when you brought him home. 
He was talking to himself 
Cause he’d always been alone. 
April is a fine time,
Just thought you’d be around in June. 
I guess we never really promised, 
But I’ll see you on the moon. 
  
I’ll see you on the moon, where everyone is well, 
And you never have to wait if you got a story to tell. 
And way deep down inside, 
You always know just what to do, 
When you’re flying all around up there on the moon. 
  
When I was a little girl I was always coming round. 
I haven’t really changed much. 
I’m just in a hurry now. 
April is a fine time, but now I’m thinking about June. 
We never really talked about it, 
But I’ll see you on the moon. 
  

I’ll see you on the moon, where everyone is well, 
And you never have to wait if you got a story to tell. 
And way deep down inside, 
You always know just what to do, 
When you’re flying all around up there on the moon. 
  
Three legged dog, 
Out there making a fuss. 
I’m trying to get to sleep. It’s down to the two of us. 
April is a fine time,
Just thought you’d be around for June. 
I know we never really promised,
But I’ll see on the moon. 
  
I’ll see you on the moon, where everyone is well, 
And you never have to wait if you got a story to tell. 
And way deep down inside,
You always know just what to do, 
When you’re flying all around up there on the moon. 



Danny’s Song 
People smile and tell me I’m the lucky one, 
And we’ve just begun. I think I’m gonna have a son. 
He will be like you and me, free as a dove, 
Conceived in love, sun is gonna shine above. 
  
And even though we ain’t got money, 
I’m so in love with you, honey, 
Everything will bring a chain of love. 
And in the morning when I rise, 
Bring a tear of joy to my eyes, 
And tell me everything is gonna be alright. 
  
Love a guy who holds the world in a paper cup, 
Drink it up, love him and he’ll bring you luck. 
And if you find he helps your mind, 
Better take him home. 
Don’t you try to live alone. 
Try to earn what lovers own. 
  
And even though we ain’t got money, 
I’m so in love with you, honey, 
Everything will bring a chain of love. 
And in the morning when I rise, 
Bring a tear of joy to my eyes, 
And tell me everything is gonna be alright. 

After Today 
I never thought I’d see eighteen. 
I finally got all eyes on me. 
My daddy made my sentencing, 
Now there’s a first for everything. 
  
Don’t ask me what comes after today.  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Sweet Emily’s eyes are all I am thinking of.  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
  
You must be proud your conscience is clean. 
I’m just what you’d expect I’d be. 
There’s plenty bad to be said for me, 
But I never been your judge, I never been your judge. 
  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Sweet Emily’s eyes are all I am thinking of.  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
  
What’s yours to take for free out round here 
Is a bullet and a hundred years. 
But dream a dream might not be yours, 
Keep your head down, boy, 
Keep your head down, boys. 
  

Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Sweet Emily’s eyes are all I am thinking of. 
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
  
Nobody means for the gun to off, 
Nobody wants it this way. 
Nobody sees how the deal went bad 
But the ones living it everyday. 
  
Up on 145th, 
You can see the bridge but you can’t cross the way. 
I been scared before, I’ve been scared before, 
No matter what you are, you get used to the chains. 
No matter who you are, you get used to your chains. 
  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 
Sweet Emily’s eyes are all I will be thinking of.  
Don’t ask me what comes after today. 

Bonus track:

Bar With a TV On 
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