
&
b

b

4

4

Voice
.œ
œ .œ

œ
˙

Bb7

Stormcloudso verhead

.œ
œ .œ œ

œb .œ œ

Eb7

tears u pon my pillow

.œ
œ .œ œ

.œb œ œœ

Bb7

no one home to tell my

˙
Ó

F-7 Bb7

to

&
b

b

5

.œb œ .œ œ ˙

Eb7

ly in' on my bed

œb
œ œ œ

œb .œ œ

e o7

cryin'like a willow

œ
œ œ œ

œb œ œ œ

Bb7 C-7

tryin' to hold on to all the

œ

œ œ
œ

œ
œ

J

œ

D-7 Dbo7

thingsthat ioncethoughtweretrue-

&
b

b

9

.œ œ .œ œ œ œ œ

œ

cø 7

shadowscreepandstealmysleepand

œ
œ œ œ

œb œ œ
œ

F 7

thatiswhyI'm gray Not

w

Ab13

Blue

Db13 C-7 B±7

- -

Gray, Not Blue

© 2003 Andrea Wolper    BMI Cisluna music

words & music: Andrea Wolper

Storm clouds overhead 
Tears upon my pillow

Now one home to tell my troubles to
Lyin' on my bed, cryin' like a willow

Tryin' to hold onto all the things that I once thought were true
Shadows creep and steal my sleep
And that is why I'm Gray, Not Blue

My eyes get red with weeping
When the goblins start their creeping

And they taunt me and they haunt my point of view
Voices in my head. . . choices in the life I've led

I'm losin' faith in everything, all the things I would have sworn I knew
But the way I feel, it feels so real

And that is why I'm Gray, Not Blue

There's a hunger
And a yearning

And a burning in my soul, what can I do?
If the clouds should part, if the sun would warm my empty heart

Then maybe I could see these worries through
But comes the dawn, I keep the shades drawn

You see, I'm Gray, Not Blue


