Faded Magazines

      E          Em7           E7             A

A single sagging clothesline.  Rusty, twisted pins.

Am                           E              B  

There’s no one here when the rain comes.  No clothes to carry in.

  E          Em7        E7             A

Old busted screen doors creakin in the breeze.

Am             E            B  

Grass grown so high between stacks of faded magazines.

G#m                       A                   G#m        A

Bold lettered headlines & grainy color prints of tension overseas.

C#m                B

Of movie stars and champions.

A               E

And ticker tape parades.

F#m                     E

Of little boys saluting chariots.



     A           B             E

All stacked        and left to fade.

E                      Em7              E7                       A

Pale squares above the mantle.  Measured scratches on the kitchen wall.

Am                E                             B  

Busted frames all packed and stored.  Scratches fade at 4 feet tall.

      E                Em7                E7              A

These things have been forgotten like the lonely people’s dreams.

Am               E              B  

Busted hopes and faded plans like stacks of faded magazines.

