
Change .... will we ever get used to it? 

Text 1  

Wonderful by Everclear 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I close my eyes when I get too sad 
I think thoughts that  
I know are bad 
Close my eyes and I count to ten 
I hope it’s over when I open them 
 
I want the things  
That I had before 
Like a star wars poster  
On my bedroom door 
I wish I could count to ten 
And make everything be  
wonderful again 
 
I hope my mom and I hope my dad 
Will figure out why they get so mad 
Hear them scream 
I hear them fight 
They say bad words that make me  
want to cry 
 
I Close my eyes  
When I go to bed and 
I dream of angels who  
make me smile 
I feel better  
When I hear them say 
Everything will be  
wonderful someday 
 
Promises  
Mean everything  
When you’re little 
And the worlds so big 
I just don’t understand how 
You can smile with all  
Those tears in your eyes 
And tell me  
Everything is wonderful now 
 
Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na na na na na na  
(please don’t tell me everything is 
wonderful now) 
 

I go to school  
And I run and play 
I tell the kids  
That it’s all OK 
I laugh a lot  
So my friends won’t know 
When the bell rings I just don’t  
want to go home 
 
I go to my room and 
I close my eyes 

I make believe... 

That I have a new life 

I don’t believe you when you say 

Everything will be  

wonderful someday 

 

Promises  

Mean everything  

when you’re little 

And the world is so big 

I just don’t understand how 

You can smile with all  

Those tears in your eyes 

When you tell me  

Everything is wonderful now 

No no 

Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na na na na na na  
I don’t want to hear you tell me 
Everything is wonderful now 
No no 

Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na na na na na na  
I don’t want to hear you tell me 
Everything is wonderful now 
 
I don’t want hear you say that  
I will understand someday 
No   no   no   no 
No   no   no   no 
I don’t wanna hear you say 

You both have grown in  different ways 
No   no   no   no 
No   no   no   no 
I don’t want to meet your friend 
And I don’t want to start over again 
 
I just want my life to be  
The same 
Just like it used to be 
 
Somedays... 
I hate everything 
 
I hate everything 
 
Everyone and everything 
 
So please dont tell me  
Everything is wonderful now... 
 
Please don’t tell me 
Everything is wonderful now 
 
Please don’t tell me everything is 
wonderful now 
No no 
No no 
Please don’t tell me everything is 
wonderful now 
No no 
No no 
I don’t want to hear you tell me 
Everything is wonderful now 
Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na na na na na na 
(I don’t want to hear you tell me... 
I don’t want to hear you tell me 
everything is wonderful now) 
 Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na, Na na na na na 
Na na, Na na na na na 
Na na na na na na na na  
Please don’t tell me everything is 
Wonderful now 
 
Everything is wonderful now 
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Text 5 

Remember Me?  by Ray Mather 

 Remember me? 
I am the boy who sought friendship; 
The boy you turned away. 
I the boy who asked you 
If I too might play. 
I the face at the window 
When your party was inside, 
I the lonely figure 
That walked away and cried. 
 
I the one who hung around 
A punchbag for your games. 
Someone you could kick and beat, 
Someone to call names. 
But how strange is the change 
After time has hurried by, 
Four years have passed since then 
Now I’m not so quick to cry. 
 
I’m bigger and I’m stronger, 
I’ve grown a foot in height, 
Suddenly I’M popular 
And YOU’RE left out the light. 
I could, if I wanted, 
Be so unkind to you. 
I would only have to say 
And the other boys would do. 
But the memory of my pain 
Holds back the revenge I’D planned 
And instead, I feel much stronger 
By offering you my hand. 


