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Our Song
by Taylor Swift

I was riding shotgun with my hair undone in the front seat of his car
He's got a one-hand feel on the gf%erir}% wheel '”Te—mw;mlﬁ Chyme
— nfernad Chy me——
The other on my hearp
I look around, turn the r:%‘dio down
AT al (Chy

He says baby 1s something wr:ong? h
I say nothing I was just thinking how we dm YN
And he says..." ol repenFm—close bo Fny me ‘

Count +he mefaphorc! metophor

Our song is the slamming screen doors,
Sneakin' out late, tapping on your window mMLthO"\

~ e
When we're on the phone and you talk real slow. me/f—a/)h or ow rhymes
'cause it's late and your mama don't kwh ~
Our song is the way you laugh mefophol— i
The first date "man, I didn't kiss her, and I should have" half rh UAREE

And. when | got home ... befqre I srfud amen s @%{f’
Asking God if he could play it again

I was walking up the front porch steps after everything that day !
N mL
Had gone all wrong U

and been trampled on /
And lost and throwﬁna{e\fw\r&et Frgme

Got to the hallway, well on ny, way to my lovin' bed

INI(T .
I almost didn't notice afft&? rOS€es
And the note that saiduy ¢ THRM & /743 mA—

N~

I've heard every album, listened to the radio P
Waited for something to come along Qﬂgyg\efaﬁ on OI‘J S Z}" mﬁ—'@\
That was as good as our song... - jfn& bs o eflf?g alouvm .

I was riding shotgun with my hair undone
In the front seat of his car

I grabbed a pen and an old napkjn
And I wrote down oli? fong- ; gme

Who s H‘QSW? ,[/fg{/)efso/b,ﬂo‘hm’[ vean)



