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Those times I shouldn’t go

To see, to be with you

Things I’d rather have lied about

Seem to be all true

When I talk to her

It hurts, I want to cry

Reasons are unknown

Shown without her heart

Look at what you’ve done

I’m done,  I feel fucked up

You just walk away

With out the reasons to stay here

Let it slide alright

You are in my mind

But you want to be without

Me, you are without

What did you want from me

Why did you want my heart

You said you’d sleep with me?

I’d rather you just go without me

I can’t take that shit now

I can’t take this shit

I want you, want you, want you

To be with me and shout

