
Nothing left but the deep sleep

Are you longing for some deep sleep
You are longing for some deep sleep
You’re tired and worn from the application forms
and all the bad paid expectation

Well, forget about the competition
need to forget about the competition
You can never get it done cause you’re always on the run
They are always three four steps ahead of you

Do you believe in a higher mission?
Do you believe in a higher mission?
You hardly ever sell, have a lousy second job, well
why don’t quit this starving profession?

Oh, go to sleep poor hmm hmm
Better go to sleep poor hmmm hmm
Your work beyond the commerce is a profitable thought 
not for you but the world establishment complot

Commercial works, sacred producer
Everyone’s a generous seducer
Your doubts and fears of sustainability 
won’t make it to the books of our history

Feeling tired feeling sleepy 
Feeling tired feeling sleepy
Now lay down your head give a kiss to your bed
for it’s the only one who does sustain you
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Music by Gillian Welch, T-Bone Burnett, Alan Lomax and Mrs. Sidney Carter. Words by Christina Schultz.
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Sleep like a rock

When you’re feeling like a rock fallen in a well
When you’re out of ideas and have nothing to sell
Catch the rock with a strong string and roll it up your head
Your mind will stretch, you disconnect  and fall into your bed

Every year young boys dive from the shining cliffs
There’s a place for everyone and everyone’s beliefs
The sea is full of treasure but you don’t care at all
Sugarcoated vaseline you adore before you fall

Into deep sleep into deep sleep (repeat)

Hmmmmm hmmm hmm hmmm (repeat)
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Music by Turkish lullaby. Words by Christina Schultz.

When           you’re      fee    -    ling fal-        len          in            a          well

When you’re out             of            ideas have           no        -        thing            to                 sell

Catch the       rock    with a             strong string  and             roll      it            up       your             head

Your             mind      will     stretch,           you  disconnect and        fall        into       your       bed.

like   a   rock

and


