Pink-Eyed Shades

All my strings are torn,

My throat's like a horn,

My Christmas tree is completely worn

All my calls are blocked

And my fridge is hot

My window's kissing the disabled snow

But when the pink-eyed shades're on me

My dream is coming closer

And your lips are getting softer

When the pink-eyed shades're on me

My rocket pulls ahead

And my enemy is dead

All tickets are sold

And your hands so cold

Hon, I got no clue of what you've been told

All bets are off 

And you're kind of surprised

That I'm singing along with "The Tangled Mind"

But when the pink-eyed shades're on me

My dream is coming closer

And your lips are getting softer

When the pink-eyed shades're on me

My rocket pulls ahead

And my enemy is dead...

