
Regina Spektor, Woolen gloves
Come downstairsI'll put flowers in your hairWon't you forgive me now?...Somedays are like woolen glovesYou feel warm but you can't touch things properlyCan't hold on to glassCan't hold on to rocksCan't hold on to loveWhile wearing woolen glovesWon't you forgive me now?...If i lived here i would swim every dayMy skin would turn darker and i'd have babies and they'd drink all my milkBut i live in new yorkWith my woolen glovesFalling in and outOf my woolen glovesWon't you forgive me now?...
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