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WHEN SHE WAS BAD

When she was young
she was everything I’m not.
She was spirited, impatient,
drunk on ego, sex, and lost.
On and off and on again,
I’d never have believed that
while I was loving the adventure,
she was looking for the leash.
Now I feel nothing more from this.
Face it, the space was so much better
when she was bad.
Wasted, she tasted so much better
when she was bad.
When she was mine,
I could fight for all this comfort.
But nothing is worth fighting for subdued.
Tangled in her mess , at best, I fought to her
request to be the kind of man 
her crazy could include.
Now I feel nothing more from this.
Face it, the space was so much better
when she was bad.
Wasted, she tasted so much better
when she was bad.
One by one they become martyrs,
One by one they become saints.
Day by day its getting harder,
and I cannot keep this sustained.
Now I feel nothing more from this.
Face it, the space was so much better
when she was bad.
Wasted, she tasted so much better
when she was bad.

EARSHOT

I am not above the question.
I am not beyond the lie.
I am not ashamed of breaking hearts to take what should 
be mine.
But you are speechless.
You are honest.
You are every thing I’m not and yet she cannot  
fall in line.
Do you love her?
Do you love her like I do?
Do you treasure every moment she’s with you?
She keeps begging for forgiveness,
while she prays for more abuse,
and I’m here waiting...
Still waiting to see which path she’ll choose.
Within earshot, I know every dirty secret kept from you.
And you have her body all the time, while she’s thrusting 
to the blind, deaf, and mute.
It’s no use and you haven’t got a clue.
Wait!
Maybe I have said too much, too late.
I am not above the message I dictate.
I could fix this with my ignorance.
I could split this with indifference.
But when she screams my name...
I’m reminded all the same.
Do you love her like I do?
Do you treasure every moment she’s with you?
She keeps begging for forgiveness,
while she prays for more abuse,
and I’m here waiting...
Still waiting to see which path she’ll choose.
Within earshot, I know every dirty secret kept from you.
And you have her body all the time, while she’s thrusting 
to the blind, deaf, and mute.
It’s no use and you haven’t got a clue.

OCULUS

I am searching for a forgiveness
Only a god could give but you’re not a god.
And I’m praying for a solace
only a song could give but it’s not a song.
And maybe you’re not heaven sent,
a picture perfect light 
at the end of my dark tunnel here tonight,
But I see you
I see right through those demon eyes and 
crooked smile
And you want to believe 
you have nothing left to give but compromise.
But that won’t change my mind.
And I’m fiend’ing for a new sickness
only a drug could give but you’re not a drug.
And I’m heeding a kind of new weakness
only a love could give but this isn’t love. 
And maybe you’re not heaven sent,
a picture perfect light 
at the end of my dark tunnel here tonight,
But I see you
I see right through those demon eyes and 
crooked smile
And you want to believe 
you have nothing left to give but compromise.
But that won’t change my mind.
Those eyes.
Those eyes they compromise.
They tell the future once or twice.
Those lies.
Those lies they mesmerize.
They sell the future once or twice.



A Little More

Twisted, Tangled, Touching

means with ends.

We've got nothing left but just our false amends.

Maybe when we're finished we could still be friends.

Or Maybe we'll just lie a little more.

Testing, Tasting, Tracing

lost footsteps.

Dancing to the rhythms of our worst and best.

Maybe When we're tired we'll give love a rest.

Or Maybe we'll just try a little more,

Or Maybe we'll just lie a little more.

We are lying to ourselves

in our hearts and heads;

on our backs and beds.

We are lying to ourselves

and I cannot just do this...

and cannot get through this no more.

Trusting, Thrusting, Lusting

false romance.

friction doesn't fix our broken innocence.

Maybe we can pass this off as self defense.

Or maybe we'll just try a little more...

Or maybe we'll just cry a little more...

Or maybe we'll just we'll just lie a little more.

A New Moon Rising

She's got me thinking again. I transcend with amends be-
tween my past and my present. I'm learning my lesson on 

what this situation means:

Life is one part drive and the rest is all dreams,
and the love in my heart is the food for my thoughts, 

and I transcribe them through what I see.

I see the world in accordance to three:

Through heart and soul and her impression on me.

Benevolent lady. The elegant way she

thrusts me in and out and in and out of her world.
This sexual act, see, is a part of our destiny

and though I do not touch her

I feel her in every note I sing.

Now I'm standing on my own two feet

where I can taste the remains of our last defeat
and girl, you know that I have so much love to give.

And if I lose myself, I'll remember how you taught me how 

to live...

I was hanging my head off the edge of my bed,
trying to make sense of all of the things that she said.
She said, "You're trying too hard in the wrong kind of 

ways. There's no reason to put all yourself in this haze. 
And the ignorance and anger and self-loathe in me 

made me cover my eyes to the man I could be.
Of all the things in my heart, I still could not foresee: 

That the love in my heart was the music in me.

Benevolent lady. The elegant way she

thrusts me in and out and in and out of her world.
This sexual act, see, is a part of our destiny

and though I do not touch her

I feel her in every note I sing.

Now I'm standing on my own two feet

where I can taste the remains of our last defeat
and girl, you know that I have so much love to give.

And if I lose myself, I'll remember how you taught me how 

to live...



Lovers Walk

A hush. A whisper. A childish kind of whimper.

A pack of menthol lights and then she's gone.

The topic of discussion isn't why she left. but the way that 

young lovers tend to walk. 

See, I won't hesitate to see this through

and I won't complicate what I see true.

If love's an energy that you can't shatter or make,

then I'd rather walk than lose it in each form that it takes.

In a minute or a life time I won't let my love wait.

So, I move to keep on loving hand-in-hand with my fate.

Step by step, I pace myself through candid strides.

I flow.

Each path love suggests, I'll have no regrets with comfort 

that I'll never walk alone.

A drifter. A gypsy. An emancipated thrill-seek.

A missed connection in between the strolls.

It's a matter of opinion 'bout the pace that we take,

but the motion of the lover always flows.

See, I won't hesitate to see this through

and I won't complicate what I see true.

If love's an energy that you can't shatter or make,

then I'd rather walk than lose it in each form that it takes.

In a minute or a life time I won't let my love wait.

So, I move to keep on loving hand-in-hand with my fate.

Step by step, I pace myself through candid strides.

I flow.

Each path love suggests, I'll have no regrets with comfort 

that I'll never walk alone.

I go where love goes.



HURRAH

Act your own age, whatever it may be…
A twenty-one-old mind in the flesh of eighteen.
Light a new smoke and hug whoever you see.
We’re celebrating life until it wipes us clean.
I got my arm around my best friend 
and a guitar in my hands.
And I’m smoking a cigar 
while I barely try to stand.
And the party isn’t over ’til the break of dawn.
Nobody’s getting older ’til the break of dawn.
So drink whatever’s left 
‘cause it won’t be there long.
We’re gonna ride out this last hurrah ’til the break of 
dawn.
Take a new hit and glance amongst the crowd.
You’re surrounded by just friends,

no room for all the proud.
Dance away your fears
and hang amongst the clouds.
Here’s a call to bear a smile with that humble new 
sound.
I got the salt of margarita 
that is underneath my lips
and the sound of Sublime tunes
that are rattling my hips.
And the party isn’t over ’til the break of dawn.
Nobody’s getting older ’til the break of dawn.
So drink whatever’s left 
‘cause it won’t be there long.
We’re gonna ride out this last hurrah ’til the break of 
dawn.
I got my arm around my best friend 

and a guitar in my hands.
And I’m smoking a cigar 
while I barely try to stand.
I’ve got the salt of margarita 
that is underneath my lips
and the sound of Sublime tunes
that are rattling my hips.
‘Cause the party isn’t over ’til the break of dawn.
Nobody’s getting older ’til the break of dawn.
So drink whatever’s left 
‘cause it won’t be there long.
We’re gonna ride out this last hurrah ’til the break of 
dawn.
We’re gonna ride out this last hurrah ’til the break of 
song.

BEFORE THESE EYES

A stillness and we fall.
I think I might’ve seen a light.
I think I might’ve seen a life flash before these eyes.
It’s fading… Now, it’s gone.
I hear you in a muffled trance crying out to me,
“Don’t leave me! ’Cause I can’t do this on my own!”
I can’t seem to say kind words
as I’m drowning in your glow.
Breathless, between God’s names, 
you whisper life to me
as if a piece of you could mend a broken me.
Futility.
Now, I feel you beating on my chest.
The pressure of your hands pumps life into the mess,
and everyone I’ve loved and lost 
now judges my next move.
Do I move away or move closer to you?
A stillness and we fall.
I think I might’ve seen a light.
I think I might’ve seen a life flash before these eyes.

SO BEAUTIFUL

Here I am doing the best I can… 
trying to be the man who thinks he understands.
Here you are, so scarred and bored…
still wanting the love I have to give 
while leaving the rest of me ignored.
So Beautiful, are you ready?
So Beautiful, are you ready this time?
Dearest, can you answer this one question with your 
eyes closed, Am I what you chose?
Dearest, did I neglect to mention what’s in front your 
nose? I’m what you chose!
Then, why are you not happy anymore
with what you see?

…With what you need?
So beautiful, that you cannot get what you deserve 
without losing face in choosing me.
So Beautiful, Are you ready?
So Beautiful, are you ready this time?
Dearest, can you answer this one question with your 
eyes closed, am I what you chose?
Dearest, did I neglect to mention what’s in front your 
nose? I’m what you chose!
So Beautiful, are you ready?
So Beautiful, are you ready this time?
The only love worth making is with you, my dear
and the only pain worth taking is from you, my dear.



SMASHED

I don’t remember the last time
we could stand each other without 
getting smashed. Sobriety is moot.
We all got lots of problems.
We all got stories to tell.
Was there ever any time you told the truth?
Cross my heart and hope to die,
I swear you’ve gone too far.
If home is where the heart is, love,
I’m heartless. Torn apart,
every time I talk to you, honey,
I hate myself a little more.
And Every time I speak to you, honey,
I hurt myself a little more.
I kill myself a little more.
I don’t believe for a second I was ever noticed
without feeling like I owed some gratitude.
We all are undecided.
We’ve all spent time in hell.
And now you claim I have an attitude?
Cross my heart and hope to die,
I swear you’ve gone too far.
If home is where the heart is, love,
I’m heartless. Torn apart,
every time I talk to you, honey,
I hate myself a little more.
And Every time I speak to you, honey,
I hurt myself a little more.
I kill myself a little more.
Don’t touch me! Don’t even look at me!
The thought of you puts daggers to my chest.
Dust your nose and paint your eyes 
the red that suits you best.
Every time I talk to you, honey,
I hate myself a little more.
And Every time I speak to you, honey,
I hurt myself a little more.
I kill myself a little more.

LESS THAN ZERO

I was tongue-tied, obliged, by my own disgrace.
I was cycling my posture to produce this face.
Shadowed by the still-life of a broken heart
pumping violently just to stay apart.
I was shot down, denied, devoured, and deterred
And I broke up, broke down, and broke my last reward.
Shadowed by the still-life of a dream deferred
pounding to the rhythm of a thoughtless word.
Singing, “Where do I go from here?
Who Should I start with? Tell me! Be Sincere!
Should I pen monotonies to make this moment clear?
Should I smother all my lovers ’til they disappear?”
Move Me!? Move Me!? Move Me!?
God! It’s hard to move a stone!
There’s a manifested worry just below my brow
when I think of how we were and how we’re acting now.
I’m feeling less than zero every time you say
I need to be the hero in this game we play.
No, I won’t budge. I won’t take another step
until I validate my reasons for those who I have left.
I’m sitting on discretions only time can numb
and I’m beating violently on my last war drum.
And the room is getting small and the air is getting thin
I could give it up and go away 
but the fight is worth the sting
and the world is getting smaller 
and I’m hanging by a string.
I would ask to say a prayer for me 
but I’ll handle it with sin.
Move Me!? Move Me!? Move Me!?
God! It’s hard to move a stone!
There’s a manifested worry just below my brow
when I think of how we were and how we’re acting now.
I’m feeling less than zero every time you say
I need to be the hero in this game we play.
Where do I go from here when loving you is all I ever 
knew, my dear.
Yet, hurting you is all I seem to do.
It’s fear… It’s hate… It’s me…
There is not another love song in me, no.

HUSH

I am so lost now.
I can’t seem to juxtapose morality and belief.
No one is perfect. I can see that 
I’m just the variable the world needs.
And I feel that I’m losing myself
in knowing so much yet feeling so little.
Not a word to the others.
Not a word to my friends.
Not a word to my brothers.
I often wonder where do I start
and where do they end.
Humbled misfortune tied in with greed.
I often link who I want with what I need.
I need pain. I need grief.
I need the touch of a woman that flees.
And I feel that I’m losing myself
in knowing so much yet feeling so little.
Not a word to my brothers.
Not a word to my friends.
Not a word to my mother.
I often wonder where do I start
and where do they end.
I need an answer. I need a god.
I need a masterpiece 
to show me what I’ve got.
I need an answer. I need a lot.
I need a masterpiece 
to show me what I’ve got.
Not a word to my brothers.
Not a word to my friends.
Not a word to my mother.
I often wonder where do I start
and where do they end.
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