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First High

Carla Azar: Drums

Michael Shuman: Bass

Alain Johannes: Electric Guitar & Acoustic Guitar

Matt Pynn: Pedal Steel & Electric Guitar



Joshua Homme: Electric Guitar & Percussion

Nikki Lane: Vocals

I got a car and it takes unleaded

I know a place with a tab on credit

So I fill the tank and get some Cokes for my friends

Lord it’s good to be back home again

It feels crazy running down these roads

When I see the street sign my mind always goes

Back to the old days of ‘94

They don’t make ‘em like that anymore

Take me back to the first dream

501 blue jeans

Tighter than goddamn Springsteen

Take me back to the first show

Right back to the first note

When I knew my heart was pure rock 'n' roll

I’m still searching for that first high

I tried cheering for the Wolverines

I took a shot at being pageant queen

But I wound up hanging with the punks at the park

Somebody asked me if had a spark

I played it cool but I was unsteady

My mind was reeling

Man it was so heavy

But I laid back and I let it ride

Oh the first taste of paradise

Take me back to the first dream

501 blue jeans

Tighter than goddamn Springsteen

Take me back to the first kiss

Oh how I miss how I felt when I fell for the first time

I’m still searching for that first high

Yeah I’m still searching for that first high

Sometimes I think that I should take a ride

Hundred miles an hour with no headlights

Then I might feel the same way I did back then



Never gonna happen again

Take me back to the first dream

501 blue jeans

Tighter than goddamn Springsteen

Take me back to the first night

Back to the first ride

When there was nothing but the first time

I’m still searching

Yeah I’m still searching

Yeah I’m still searching for that first high

Denim & Diamonds

Joshua Homme: Drums, Percussion & Electric Guitar

Carla Azar: Percussion

Michael Shuman: Bass

Matt Pynn: Electric Guitar

Alain Johannes: Electric Guitar

Nikki Lane: Vocals

Leah Katz: Violin & Viola

Daphne Chen: Violin

I thought about it for a long time wondering how I might let you go

I started counting up all my little problems

And the doors that I should probably close

Well it turns out things aren’t exactly what they seem

So I might as well say what I mean

Well here we go

I can do whatever I wanna

All by my lonesome

If that’s a problem well you can’t say shit

Cause I’m going my way

Livin’ and dyin’

And I can buy my own damn denim and diamonds

My boss called me up said if you don’t tow the line or be on time you’ll need a line of

your own

So I did the math and I chose the path of least resistance and I simply hung up the

phone



And that was the last day that I ever got paid to do something

that didn’t make sense

That's when it clicked

I can do whatever I wanna all by my lonesome

If that’s a problem well you can’t say shit

Cause I’m going my way

Livin’ and dyin’

And I can buy my own damn denim and diamonds

I can buy my own damn denim and diamonds

I can buy my own damn, damn, damn

So girls if you’re feeling worn out

A little unsure

Trying to make it all on your own

Well just remember what Cher says

"Mom, I am a rich man"

Ain’t scared to go it all alone

Cause I can do whatever I wanna

All by my lonesome

If that’s a problem well you can’t say shit

Cause I’m going my way

Livin’ and dyin’

And I can buy my own damn denim and diamonds

I can buy my own damn denim and diamonds

I can buy my own damn, damn, damn

Faded

Matt Helder: Drums

Michael Shuman: Bass

Matt Pynn: Pedal Steel & Piano

Alain Johannes: Electric Guitar

Nikki Lane: Acoustic Guitar & Vocals

Leah Katz: Violin & Viola

Daphne Chen: Violin

Standing in the corner of the room

It feels like lightning



And I’m just drifting away

Waiting for the end of the storm

And I can find a day

If I let my mind wander

That’s not filled with so much hurt

That’s not filled with so much pain

But I’m faded, melting

Destruction is running through my blood

I’m shameless, can’t help it

I’m reckless, no I just can’t get enough of your love

I just can’t get enough of your love

I just can’t get enough of your love

I just can’t get enough of your love

Oh, honey I'm just crying out

Wishing you could tell me how to ease the pain

And oh, it feels like I’m dying now

I need you so bad

I don’t know how

But you’re the best I ever had

And it’s so hard to say

But I’m faded, melting

Destruction is running through my blood

I’m shameless, I can’t help it

I’m reckless

No, I just can’t get enough

I’m faded, melting

Destruction is running through my blood

I’m shameless, I can’t help it

I’m reckless

No, I just can’t get enough of your love

I just can’t get enough of your love

I just can’t get enough of your love

I just can’t get enough of your love

Born Tough

Carla Azar: Drums

Joshua Homme: Bass Guitar & Electric Guitar

Alain Johannes: Electric Guitar



Matt Pynn: Electric Guitar

Nikki Lane: Vocals

Well my daddy always told me I was living in a man's world

But that don’t mean there ain’t room for a big-hearted girl

So my mama took me pickin’ said that we could buy a set of tools

So that I could build my own life and play by my own rules

I was set in my ways, I had made up my mind

I was filing for divorce by the age of 29

Couldn’t see the light at the road

Had to stop to think of how the story goes

I was born tough, torn up

Hardened by time

I've been let down, all around

Discouraged by life

And it gets hard not to cry

So I have a thousand times

Well I was born tough

Well I can say for certain I was hell-bent on leaving town

So I hitched myself a trailer

Packed the things I couldn’t live without

I was bound and determined to never go back there

Didn’t matter to me then, could have been anywhere

Things are different now

It just don’t feel the same

When they call me by my old name

I was born tough, torn up

Hardened by time

I've been let down, all around

Discouraged by life

And it gets hard not to cry

So I have a thousand times

And I can hold on for so long

And never let go

I can ride out, shoot the lights out

And close out the show

But when I say I’ve had enough



Darling don't you call my bluff

Cause I was born tough

Well I know it ain’t easy

And no one ever said it should be

But that don’t mean it ain’t worth believing in someone or something

I was born tough, torn up

Hardened by time

I've been let down, all around

Discouraged by life

And it gets hard not to cry

So I have a thousand times

And I can hold on for so long

And never let go

I can ride out, shoot the lights out

And close out the show

But when I say I’ve had enough

Darling don't you call my bluff

Yeah when I say I've had enough

Darling don't you call my bluff

Cause I was born tough

I was born tough

I was born tough

I was born tough

Try Harder

Carla Azar: Drums

Joshua Homme: Bass Guitar & Electric Guitar

Dean Fertita: Organ

Matt Pynn: Electric Guitar

Robert Adam Stevenson: Backing Vocals

Nikki Lane: Vocals

I used to think that it was all in my head

Like some kind of condition from a book that I read

I couldn’t take much more than I’d been through

So I called up the doctor said what should I do

He told me



Sometimes you gotta try a little harder

Try a little harder to get what you want

Keep singin'

Sometimes you gotta try a little harder

Push a little farther just to make it on your own

I woke up to some bad news today

Just when I thought things were finally going my way

But my car won't start and I got piles of bills to pay

But when life gets you down well you know what they say

Sometimes you gotta try a little harder

Try a little harder to get what you want

Keep singin'

Sometimes you gotta try a little harder

Push a little farther just to make it on your own

Make it on your own

Make it on your own

Make it on your own

One of these days you’re gonna wake up and find yourself

Wondering if you done right or shoulda done somethin’ else

It gets hard to believe you’re gonna find a way

But that’s the price you pay

Looking back to where it all began

At the edge of the world with my toes in the sand

I cried out "daddy what if I can't swim?"

He said "you’ll never know if you don’t dive in"

Keep singin'

Sometimes you gotta try a little harder

Try a little harder to get what you want

Keep singin'

Sometimes you gotta try a little harder

Push a little farther just to make it on your own

Make it on your own

Make it on your own

Make it on your own



Good Enough

Carla Azar: Drums

Alain Johannes: Cig Fiddle & Electric Guitar

Matt Pynn: Acoustic Guitar & Pedal Steel

Joshua Homme: Bass Guitar & Electric Guitar

Nikki Lane: Vocals

Patience is a virtue

Battered up and beaten

By the road that horse has traveled

And I’ve rode so far my rope

has come unraveled in the rain

Sometimes I get so tired

I don’t know if I’ll get home again

And Cecil was the first man

To ever teach me patience was

in the palm of my hand

He said "girl, work hard

And just be good to the land

And you’ll find love in all that glitters

Sometimes it’s tiny as a splinter"

As long as I can be good enough for you

That’s good enough for me

Until the end of time

Darling won’t you say

You will always be mine

And if I start to stumble

As I make my way back to your arms

I’ll remember how you told me

Our love was written out amongst the stars

And you're never too far

So I’ll try to show you patience

Even when the whole wide world goes crazy

Even when I get so mad I just can’t take it

Sometimes it’s hard to shake it

But I made you a promise



And I swear that I won’t break it

As long as I can be good enough for you

That’s good enough for me

Until the end of time

Darling won’t you say

You will always be mine

And if I start to stumble

As I make my way back to your arms

I’ll remember how you told me

Our love was written out amongst the stars

And you’re never too far

It’s a beautiful morning

To tell someone you love them

To tell someone you’re thinking of them

All throughout the day

And then in the evening

We’ll lay side by side

There’s no other place I’d like to hide away

So that’s patience, hope, and kindness

And all of those things

That we call on to remind us

Of all the love and the trust we have inside us

So that evil just can’t find us

I’ll keep my heart protected

So that nothing can divide us

As long as I can be good enough for you

That’s good enough for me

As long as I can be good enough for you

That’s good enough for me

As long as I can be good enough for you

That’s good enough for me

As long as I can be good enough for you

That’s good enough for me

Live/Love

Carla Azar: Drums



Davey Latter: Percussion

Michael Shuman: Bass

Matt Pynn: Mandolin

Alain Johannes: Acoustic Guitar & Piano

Erika Orbison: Backing Vocals

Vocals: Nikki Lane

Joshua Homme: Mellotron, Piano, Steel Drum & Percussion

I don't wanna fall in love and have to hide it

I don't wanna hurt no one or have to deny it

I don't wanna lie

I don't wanna cry

I just wanna live and love until I die

But people come and go just like the fish in the ocean

Doesn’t seem to matter for the sound of commotion

Things get pushed aside

Rollin’ with the tide

And I don’t ever wanna have to say goodbye

But you gotta hold on tight to what you got

You gotta do what’s right whether you like it or not

Cause the grass is greener on the other side

But you got no place to hide

You gotta stay true and do what you do

Cause they don’t want nothing bad to happen to you

And if you get caught well then you’re found out

Honey, that’s what life is all about

Oh, you gotta hold on tight to what you got

You gotta do what’s right whether you like it or not

Cause the grass is greener on the other side

But you got no place to hide

You gotta stay true and do what you do cause they don’t want nothing bad to happen to

you

And if you get caught well then you’re found out

Honey, that’s what it's all about

Well I don't wanna fall in love and have to hide it

I don't wanna hurt no one or have to deny it



I don't wanna lie

I don't wanna cry

I just wanna live and love until I die

Black Widow

Matt Helder: Drums

Carla Azar: Drums

Michael Shuman: Bass

Matt Pynn: Electric Guitar & Pedal Steel

Alain Johannes: Electric Guitar & Mandolin

Jenny Lewis: Hand claps

Pearl Charles: Hand claps

Nikki Lane: Vocals & Hand claps

Full metal woman in a thrift store jacket

Runnin’ Tulsa to San Antone

Making bad decisions

Don’t need no permission

If she wants to get a little stoned

It’s crystal clear

That you should be running scared

Oh but you’re standing there

Pretending not to care

She’ll seduce the nation

Set their hearts on fire

Push your limitations

Make you walk the mile

If you’re prone to temptation

You better not stare

She’ll spin you up and spit you out

She’ll leave you running scared

She’s a black, black widow

She’ll leave you running scared

She’s a black, black widow

She’ll leave you wishing you were superstitious

'Bout that Mother Mary look in her eyes

Should have known better by that little red letter

On her back like a varsity sign



It’s crystal clear that you should be running scared

Oh but you’re standing there

Pretending not to care

She’ll seduce the nation

Set their hearts on fire

Push your limitations

Make you walk the mile

If you’re prone to temptation

You better not stare

She’ll spin you up and spit you out

She’ll leave you running scared

She’s a black, black widow

She’ll leave you running scared

She’s a black, black widow

Now you know

What you get

When you pull on that thread

Now you know

What you get

You’ve been caught in the web

She’s a black, black widow

She’ll leave you running scared

She’s a black, ol' black widow

Pass It Down

Carla Azar: Drums & Percussion

Michael Shuman: Bass

Alain Johannes: Acoustic & Electric Guitar

Matt Pynn: Pedal Steel & Wurlitzer Piano

Joshua Homme: Electric Guitar

Nikki Lane: Vocals

It’s high past time you hit rock bottom

A reckless mind, an empty bottle

And it’s all that you can do

Just to make it through the day

Just wanna fade away

Cause you’re sick and tired of being what they say



Sick and tired of being something you can’t face

Just let me lead the way

Come on brother grab a chair

We gonna gather 'round

Tell us a story you’d like to share

Go on and let your guard down

Or you can take a minute to sit right back

You don’t have to make a sound

Just take what you want from it

And go on and pass it down

Breaking a horse is like breaking a habit

You gotta hold on tight ‘til you’re both run ragged

And it’s all that you can do

Not to let that mare loose

Don’t let her slip away

Don’t let it slip away

Come on brother grab a chair

We gonna gather 'round

Tell us a story you’d like to share

Go on and let your guard down

Or you can take a minute to sit right back

You don’t have to make a sound

Just take what you want from it

And go on and pass it down

You live and you learn

From what you choose to, honey

Remember the change don’t come ‘til you let it out

Let me hear you say

Come on brother grab a chair

We gonna gather 'round

Tell us a story you’d like to share

Go on and let your guard down

Or you can take a minute to sit right back

You don’t have to make a sound

Just take what you want from it

And go on and pass it down



Come on brother grab a chair

We gonna gather 'round

Tell us a story you’d like to share

Go on and let your guard down

Or you can take a minute to sit right back

You don’t have to make a sound

Just take what you want from it

And go on and pass it down

Pass it down

Pass it down

Chimayo

Carla Azar: Drums

Joshua Homme: Bass Guitar, Percussion & Keys

Alain Johannes: Acoustic Guitar

Erika Orbison: Backing Vocals

Nikki Lane: Vocals

They say it was made by hand

Woven fibers by the founders of this land

Heavy lined with the weight of gold

Colors rich with its stories left untold

It only takes the wrong turn of events

To send us back to war again

Oh there’s been a hitch in the plan

Devuélveme mi Amor

Chimayo

Can’t keep it for myself

It belongs to someone else

Chimayo

It’s such a crying shame

That it was to blame

For so much pain and sorrow

But it’s not mine to borrow

Chimayo

So we traveled through the night

Guided on by the lamp of the moonlight



Careful not to show our trail

Pistols loaded for if we should fail

The sound of silence was blowing in the air

As we drifted to sleep on the ground

The enemy came closing round

Ese fue el final

Chimayo

Can’t keep it for myself

It belongs to someone else

Chimayo

It’s such a crying shame

That it was to blame

For so much pain and sorrow

But it’s not mine to borrow

Chimayo

It’s not mine to borrow

—--------------
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