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Stick my hand in the pouring rain.
I’ll be lucky if I feel some pain.
Toss my money in a player’s hat.
I’m sure glad I’m no aristocrat.

I’ll take root in a little town far away from here.
Find me a big old house where I can persevere.
Livin’ on air & solitude, sometimes on my wits.
Anything to ease my soul, but why’d you have to quit? Why’d you
have to quit?

Stick my nose where it don’t belong.
Need some time to get along.
Throw my spirit into the wind.
See where it lands & I’ll begin.

I’ll take root in a one street town, far away from here.
Find me a little dump where I can disappear.
Livin’ on song & fortitude, sometimes on my wits.
Anything to ease my soul, but why’d you have to quit? Why’d you
have to quit?

Annie, I can see, you and me & how we’re supposed to be.
Annie, you’ll see, it’ll be better than it used to be.

I’ll pick myself up off the floor.
It looks easy but it’s quite a chore.
Every day you gotta break some chain.
Do what you wanna do or you’ll go insane.

I’m enroute to a one horse town, far away from here.
Find me a piece of land where it’ll all come clear.
Livin’ on peace & gratitude sometimes on my wits.
Anything to ease my soul, but why’d you have to quit? Why’d you
have to quit?

Annie, I can see, you and me & how we’re supposed to be.
Annie, you’ll see, it’ll be better than it used to be.
Annie, I can see, you and me & how we’re supposed to be.
Annie, you’ll see, it’ll be better than it used to be.


