
Damien Rice, The girl who does yoga
She lives with an orange treeThe girl who does yogaShe picks the dead ones from the groundWhen we come overShe givesI getWithout giving Anything to meLike a morning sunLike a morningLike a morning sunMorning sun for meGirl that does yogaWhen we come overGirl that does yogaAnd he lives with a little houseOn the side of a little hillPicks the litter from the groundLitter little brother spillsHe givesI getWithout givingAnything to meThe days theyAnd the dogs they runAnd the dogs they runThe good good morning sunSide of a little hillLitter little brother spillsSide of a little hillAnd she's always dressed in whiteShe's like an angelAnd she burns our eyesAnd she turnsShe pulls a smileWe drive her roundAnd she drives us wildAnd she moves like a little girlI become a child, manAnd she moves my worldAnd she gets smashed in (??)And walks awayand leaves me standingShe lives with a little dogThat's gone just a little madShe's got a wolf to keep her warmIf ever she's feeling sadAnd she givesHe getsWithout giving Anything to seeAnd the day it endsAnd the day itAnd the day it endsAnd there's no need for meThe girl who does yogaWhen we come overThe side of a little hillLitter little brother spillsGonna be the manIf ever she's feeling sadGirl who does yoga
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