
Blindside, Pretty nights
Pace is picking upTempo changing slowly gradually hardly noticeableOne beat per minute becomes two and two makes fourNow where is that doorTo reality check me out and in and out of this motel roomsIt's unbelievable is this retrievableI think I better leavePretty nights flashing photo lightsI feel all right as long as smiles are shining brightWhat a game what a nightI feel all right I saidPretty nights pretty nights but got nothing to sayWho touched the volume knobHas it always been this loudAllowed it to go from oneDoes this one go to elevenI think I better leaveNothing is silent except the thoughts in my headAnd all those words have been saidFeels unbelievable are they retrievableBecause all I do is scream to overpower this noisePretty nights flashing photo lightsI feel all right as long as smiles are shining brightWhat a game what a nightI feel all right I saidPretty nights pretty nights but got nothing to sayPace is picking up tempo changing the common normalNormalized us and paralyzed us and left us with a sadnessAnd now it's hovering in the air in between our eyesI know we can find our way aroundAround if we can only find the timeTime we don't have but that has been givenPretty nights flashing photo lightsI feel all right as long as smiles are shining brightWhat a game what a nightI feel all right I saidPretty nights pretty nights but got nothing to say
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