
SOMEWHERE 
 
A 
You don’t want a car, you don’t want to drive 
D 
You just want to get somewhere where you can feel alive 
A 
Somewhere too far to walk, too far to row a boat 
D 
Far from the cookie jar where you left a note 
F#m 
You’re still looking for that place you call somewhere 
E                                                              A 
You’ll go to your grave with your thumb in the air 
 
        A 
You hitch up to the mountains, jump into the creek 
D 
Frozen lungs, bulging eyes, chattering monkey teeth 
A 
Then sit there in the August sun and let it warm your bones 
D 
Sorry-ass albino prune a long-ass way from home 
F#m 
Cars all pass you by, blinding you with glare 
E                                                              A 
You’ll go to your grave with your thumb in the air 
 
D 
Somewhere, over the rainbow 
A 
Always somewhere else 
D 
There’s no such place to go 
F#m       A 
Just come home to yourself 
 
A 
Now you’re small potatoes on unfamiliar ground 
D 
Baked and mashed, burned and crashed, sadder than a clown 
A 
The somewhere you’ve been seeking is not in Timbuktu 
D 
It’s not out there somewhere, it’s somewhere inside you 
F#m 
Still you keep on running never getting anywhere 
E                                                              A    D  A 
You’ll go to your grave with your thumb in the air 
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