Colored Water (…In a White Man’s World)
I grew up a white man
In a white man’s world

I fell in love with a woman

I still call her my girl   

Life hasn’t been perfect

Nothing’s flawless like a pearl

I grew up a white man

In a white man’s world

It was a dry, stifling heat on that late August day

It hadn’t rained in a month of Sundays

The gnats were buzzin’

You couldn’t swat ‘em away

Colored water

So sparkling and bright
Colored water

So white
Now, one of the boys wasn’t from around here

He didn’t know the rules of the game

Hell, he probably thought the world was fair

And every man is treated the same

But It wasn’t long before he knew that sure ain’t true

When he heard a gun cocking, and a voice saying, “boy, that water ain’t for you”

Colored water

So, sparkling and bright

Colored water

So white

But then the heavens opened up 
And, the rain began to pour down
Washing like a waterfall

All over that town
Water for sinners

Water for the thirsty
Water for black and white

Water for mercy

Water for sinners

Water for the thirsty

Water for black and white

Water for mercy

