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GREENHOUSE

When I was a boy

I would lick the honey from
the thorn

Like it was a toy

Like it was a rose

But now that I'm grown

No one knows the places I've
explored

‘Cause this is my home

And you're at my door

It's where we get green

It's where we get grown

No one knows the times that

we have known

Let's get down to the greenhouse
Take me to the greenhouse
Let’s get down to the greenhouse
Drop me at the door

Hold the phone

It's not a trick to treat the
masses to the mother lode

Set it in stone

We don't need a reason why
And this is our home

We can't keep the sun from
rising up at dawn

And we can't stop the baby’s cry

But we can get green

And we can get grown

And we can reap the harvest
we have sown and

Get right down to the
greenhouse

Take me to the greenhouse
Let's get down to the greenhouse
Drop me at the door

And if you feel the need to be
alone,

And if you need to be revived,
Don't forget the ones that

grew their own

Are the ones who have survived

In the greenhouse

Take me to the greenhouse
Let's get down to the greenhouse
Drop me at the door

Drop me at the door
Drop me at the door
Drop me at the door
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Pay my bills

Pay my debt

The further we've gone

The less that we've known
When we look to the left

Sharp as the night

We loosened our grip

On the wrong and the right
Yeah, on the wrong and the right

Digging for gold in a copper
mine

Seeking the silver at the end of
the line

Nobody knew what we were
going to find

In the copper mine

In the copper mine

In the copper mine

Tighten the load

When the hunger is high
Pull on the reigns

And keep to the side
Work on the edge

But don't be contrived
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COPPER MINE

When your brother is weak
He's solemn and dry
Yeah, he's solemn and dry

Digging for gold in a copper
mine

Seeking the silver at the end of
the line

Nobody knew what we were
going to find

In the copper mine

In the copper mine

In the copper mine

After the rush

Feeling my bones

With a head full of hurt

And nothing to show

We were looking for lines
In the heart of the coal
Fighting the war

But are we losing the goal
Yeah, are we losing the goal

Digging for gold in a copper
mine

Seeking the silver at the end of
the line

Nobody knew what we were
going to find

In the copper mine

In the copper mine

In the copper mine



























