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Li ving The Dream
M11lion Dead

This isnt the whole thing, and it isnt perfect, buts a starting point. Feel
free
to send nme corrections! - benjam n@ am ndesi gns. co. uk

Ent in the chorus is 022010 | believe. The C+ s that pop up are either 032033 or
a
variation | haven t quite figured.

Tabbed froma fairly bad quality youtube video. Corrections will be needed, it
m ght not even be in al bum tuning.

Capo 2 for al bum versi on.

Em D C
You , another tired second-person address,
Am G
Wrds witten hastily and under duress
Am C
Imcold and holed up in the back of the van,
Am Em
devoi d of el oqguence or el egant plan
D C Am G
And I mparanoid, and | can t help but think,
Am C Am Em
That sonewhere sonmeone is listening in
D C
But all the words that | kept in ny pockets,
Am G Am
jotted down on supernmarket receipts,
C C C (04 Em
At base turned out to be solid masonry
D C Am G
And I m scared of the kids who cone to our shows,
Am C Am Em
And scared of the words that they seemto know,
D C
Because in truth all mnmy high ideals are in ruins,
Am G
intruth | dont really know what | m doing
Am C
Growi ng out of these clothes turned out to nmean |osing certainty

So sing, your voices level the |and,

My Jeri cho,



My rock and sure foundation

G C Ent C G
Every |l ove that nmade ne | ose ny reasoning,
C Ent C G
Every line that made ny consci ence ache,
C Ent G G C
Every day spent counting hours well, none of them cone close
Am G C
To singing back a song inside ny head
Am C

| always had a song inside ny head

And yes, there are tines when | amtired and stressed,

VWhen | am hasty and | munder duress

Ima narcissist and Imnot at ny best | have to say Imnot inpressed

O all the things that | believed in ny teens, Imleft with unread books and
badl y nade zines

Sonme m ght - have- beens that sonehow even yet

Bring a spring to ny step

| remenber call oused hands and paint-stained jeans,
And | renenber safe-as-houses self-belief

So sing your voices are sure destruction,

My rock and sure foundation

And every line that nmade nme | ose ny reasoning,
Every chord that made ny consci ence ache,

Every sound a nenory that s all | ever need

| always have a song inside ny head



