GOOD NEWS

My life began like many a man, disillusioned with my past
I couldn't see where my life was headed, the world was moving too fast
Sometimes I'd get so confused that when I'd go to bed
I couldn't sleep for the big ideas that would tumble around in my head
Then one day walking along, thinking about the life I'd led
I realized there was something bigger than anything I'd said to be true
There really is good news

I'd often wondered whether or not I was missing on a vital clue
It wasn't until I met that girl that I really knew
She showed me a world that I'd never seen though I'd heard talk of it before
She took my hand and she led me to a place where there was no war
You should have seen the colors I saw bathed in that living light
Reds and golds, and greens and blues, and the very whitest white God ever drew
There really is good news

She came to me like an angry angel, determined to open my eyes
I felt a deep affection for her welling up inside
That night we had a big debate over what the future could be
I found myself listening to her, as she was listening to me
One Spring day she said to me (we were riding on the cross-town bus)
She said "freedom and happiness…you know they really are up to us to choose"
There really is good news

Now I find I'm in a better head, I'm satisfied with my life
I've come to see I really got a pretty fortunate roll of the dice
My life's been poor financially but rich in the ways of the soul
And for all the adventures I've had I wouldn't take a bucket of gold
'Cause money can't buy the freedom you feel standing by the side of the road
Or the feeling you get when you're hopping a train, headed south away from the cold in your shoes
There really is good news

