Atlas in Shackles
(Words and Music by Gino Ruberto ©1993)

I stood still as a statue on the edge of the light

Cast by your bedroom window

Your permission denied, I confide in my demons

And hide in the prisons of my head.

Well, I fought for your love

And I fought for my mind

I crave your affection

Like a drunk craves wine.


But I feel like Atlas in Shackles


Got the world in my hands


Yet, I feel so unstable


On the ground where I stand


I’d give you my world


But you don’t give a damn


I am Atlas in Shackles


Got the world in my hands…

Oh, the fresh fallen snow formed a wreath at my feet

Melting slow on the halo of my self-defeat

The pride sacrificed is a trivial price

If that, “Once in a Lifetime” comes along.

But I’ve given enough

And I won’t persevere

I KNOW I AM SCREAMING!

I know you don’t hear…


And I feel like Atlas in Shackles


Got the world in my hands


So I won’t be a slave


To your thoughtless commands


I’d give you my world


But you don’t give a damn


I am Atlas in Shackles


Got the world in my hands.


Yes, I’d give you my world


But you aint worth a damn


I am Atlas in Shackles


Got the world in my hands.

