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A Knack For This (Acres Of Subdivisions)

Sz
We got the wild, wide future
and It's roaring loud Inside our hearts
We catch these patterns of light before they disintegrate

i
We got water, electricity, we know how it all starts

We got mysterious green hills we want to investigate Z
When we open up our eyes, we never stare into the sun C:@
We make sure everything that we own Is protected

Extra levels, extra layers, we know how It all starts
We got acres of subdivisions we need to populate again

We got a knack for this, a certain kind of talent

For changing direction, and landing on all four feet

A little something held back, a little hidden knowledge
~ We got a knack for this, we got a knack for this

) And more than just a little luck

And you got to believe, this Is not the first time
We've been keeping score

And like before, by the time that we get through this
We'll be coming to collect, scattering dirt and leaves
SO we can cover up our tracks




E

We set sall in this cereal bowl L W il B B
Chasing words and letters in the usual way EEig
Spend the day exploring stories we've been told
Drop our anchor at the end of day

Underneath A Typographic Milky Way J -
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Spend our day exploring with the charts we stole
Cast our net into the milk

Drop our anchor at the end of a good pirate's day
And close our eyes and fall asleep and

Dream beneath this milky way

Chasing random letters, using maps and charts we stole
Chasing random letters, using charts and maps we stole

Wearing tanks of oxygen, we explore the boundaries of this cereal bowl
At the end of a good pirate's day, we sail for home

Leaving a wake of words and random letters

Underneath a typographic milky way




Scottsdale

| was a weedy white boy living in Scottsdale
Thrown up in the desert from the belly of a whale
10 speed tire on a frying pan subdivision sidewalk
Banana seat boy scout, brave and loyal

A blood orange sky in the middle of winter
A blood orange guy with a mouthful of cactus splinters

One year my mom got work with the Navajo nation | STA %E
So | left to go to school on the reservation A [ RO

In Scottsdale, | thought | was hip QLLJo

In Scottsdale, | thought that | was cool ’/\\7\ €

| was all but invisible to these kids at my new high schoal N ; “N m.l |
So | tried to copy their walk, learn the lingo &7 \>
Tried to imagine myself as something more ( ) o |

than an uptight, milk-fed, nervous loser
| was looking for a cure, some kind of miracle eraser 5 n
In the passenger seat of mom's powder blue AMC Pacer

| was a weedy white boy from Scottsdale
Weedy white boy

If you stay in the desert, the desert will own you
Til you're a weedy old man
Vacuuming his front yard in suburban Arizona






