it seemed as though we were equals last night


Jay A. Beck, July 1997





E/A/D/A


I can see what you feel is so right


when I come down here tonight


might becomes flaud in your eyes


when I cum with you tonight





A/D/A/C


when I sit here with you


do you feel the love run through?


hands so cold i don't dare to touch


do you still hate me so much?





E/A/D/A


I can heal your bruising memory


cruising with her, smiles lending


depending on what she says tonight


will I come down at all tonight?





A/D/A/C


when I pass them with you


pity and sadness, running through


blue tatoo of ink still staining


remaining gone but so fucking draining





E/A/E/F


and I go to


and she falls through


all those past mistakes


all those second takes





E/A/D/A


but I want to believe it


but many times I've seen through your shit


and it wasn't me who did


that's okay, let's drop some acid


