
Unhappy without you but it’s worse when I’m with you 
When we’re apart it’s true that I miss you 
Or maybe it’s just the sex - don’t know how we connect 
But I’m not the kind guy to stray, can you say the same? 
 
You’re working overtime but your pay stays the same 
Spending more time at the gym but your weight hadn’t changed 
I’m afraid to bring it up, you’ll get defensive as always 
Somehow walking together with fences all in the hallways 
 
Can’t - find our way we’re always caught in a small maze  
We keep on keeping on for the kids, it’s what they all say 
Dosido around the issues, slip dip and promenade  
Can’t look you in the face without feeling your hate 
 
I’m the one you blame, my fault or not, a strange phenomenon 
I’m floating round my own home weightless like a cosmonaut 
I catch myself looking at the stars a lot,  
Dreaming of seeing Myself performing on a jumbotron.  
 
I’ll, put my hands to the constellations  
Find a way to leave your ass become a sensation I’m an atheist  
and I have no congregation  
But I wonder why Jesus chose to send me Satan 
Satan, Satan, Satan 
I guess it’s cool if you keep me waitin’ 
So I can see without the fog of the consummation 
 
They say it’s best to rule in hell than to serve up in heaven 
Well let me know bitch cause that’s where you headed 
I guess I fucked up ... it takes two to get pregnant 
I assumed it’d get better and we’d get used to the weather 
 
Now I’d rather be alone than to do this together 
Sever the tether and forget you forever 
But the kids make the whole thing a different endeavor 
Because they need us both to feed their growth 
 
For now, I’ll be saving up to leave this boat 
And still be there for the kids when they need us most 
Know when I walk around town and seem composed 
I’m kicking beneath the surface, fighting for a purpose 
 



Then on the seventh day when summer sets  
Autumn rain washes away all the summer sins, I’m numb again 
Playing dumb again, John Doe got the upper hand 
How can I overcome it if my head’s in the box 
 
I’ll, put my hands to the constellations  
Find a way to leave your ass become a sensation I’m an atheist  
and I have no congregation  
But I wonder why Jesus chose to send me Satan 
Satan, Satan, Satan 
I guess it’s cool if you keep me waitin’ 
So I can see without the fog of the consummation 
 
 


