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(Words and music: Robin Hill)

Key Eb (or play as D with capo 1st fret)
Time sig  4/4

INTRO
Bb7  (as A7)

2 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
6 Fm (as Em) Ab (as G) Eb (as D) Eb (as D)

10 Eb (as D) Eb (as D)
The

VERSE 1

12 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
scheming plans of yesterday, In tales of love and lust, E-

16 Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) Bb (as A) Bb (as A)
rode, just like our dreams, to so much dust; Where

20 Fm (as Em) Fm (as Em) Db (as C) Db (as C)
carefree laughs of lovers' play, or indiscretions made, Run

24 Bb (as A) Bb (as A) Eb (as D) Bb7  (as A7)
faded through our every day, in cobwebbed forms of prices paid, Where

28 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
bright forevers turn to grey, and steely love to stone, Or

32 Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) Ab (as G) Ab (as G)
vivid gestures fade away to weathered piles of lifeless bone, Dis-

36 Abm (as Gm) Cm (as Bm) Eb (as D) Bb (as A) Bb (as A)
torting who we think we are and what we hoped to be The

41 Fm (as Em) Ab (as G) Eb (as D) Eb (as D)
endless price of living in the me

INSTRUMENTAL (as Verse 1)

45 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
49 Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) Bb (as A) Bb (as A)
53 Fm (as Em) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
57 Bb (as A) Bb (as A) Eb (as D) Bb7  (as A7)
61 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
65 Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) Ab (as G) Ab (as G)
69 Abm (as Gm) Cm (as Bm) Eb (as D) Bb (as A) Bb (as A)
73 Fm (as Em) Ab (as G)

INTRO reprise

76 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
80 Fm (as Em) Ab (as G) Eb (as D) Eb (as D)
84 Eb (as D) Eb (as D)

What's
VERSE 2 (as Verse 1)

86 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
gone is gone etc

V

110 Abm (as Gm) Cm (as Bm) Eb (as D) Bb (as A) Bb (as A)
bring it all to life again, be what we hoped to be

115 Fm (as Em) Ab (as G)
Free at last from living in the

CODA

116 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) F7 (as E7) F7 (as E7)
me

120 Fm (as Em) Ab (as G) Eb (as D) Eb (as D)
124 Eb (as D) Eb (as D) Eb (as D) Eb (as D)

v1 The scheming plans of yesterday,
In tales of love and lust,
Erode, just like our dreams, to so much dust,



Where carefree laughs of lovers’ play
Or indiscretions made,
Run faded through our every day
In cobwebbed forms of prices paid:

Where bright forevers turn to grey
And steely love to stone,
Or vivid gestures fade away
To weathered piles of lifeless bone,

Distorting who we think we are
And what we hoped to be:
The endless price of living in the me.

===

v2 What’s gone is gone, it’s in the past,
There is no future there:
Tomorrow is the time that we repair,

Let’s separate the what we know
From what we plainly don’t,
The what we think we really can 
From what we simply know we won’t;

Strip away the wish you were
And wanting you to do
To reconstruct the really are
And celebrate the finding you:

To bring it all to life again,
Be what we hoped to be :
Free at last from living in the me.


