
The O.L.
When I want to raise kids,  
(a place where we can see the stars  
is where I want to live,—  
on a Fjord in Scandinavia somewhere,  
or on the West coast, chasing dogs  
on a wet beach and our feet are bare,) —

I find myself hiding in my shell.  
Don't take me back to The O.L.

Followed false dreams to live like Petty,  
and each night's a different city,  
screaming your name, so far away  
On the shower floor, Sound’s but an echo, 

my mind starts to stray,  
back to the Dive in the early days, —  
wondering what it is that's dripping down my face, —  
before being forced to erase all we had.  
Can't admit I miss you, I'm so fucking mad,

only have the strength to say: go to Hell.  
I just can't go back to The O.L.

When you traded brown desert boots  
for someone else's black leather shoes  
was the first time I faltered,  
from our book you tore a page,  
and I swear I saw all of you  
dancing on that rickety stage.

Pressure piled on the burden in my brain  
that wasn't yours to take, —instead,  
I said nothing, until nothing felt me—  
when, every now and then, the same fear crept in;  
I am what you made me out to be.  
 
Let it slip in through the cracks, in fear,  
Convinced of times you must have forgot, —  
You and me at the bar,  
faces close for a pinky swear  
that we'd never ever end up back here.



Pocket watch's worked its last tick,  
burning the last of my breath  
Watching you grasp for stones that would slip  
on the mountain between us you wouldn’t dare upheave,  
It grew as you failed to find something to stick,  
and brightened the spotlight you couldn't fight to leave,—

No longer seated in the front row,  
seeing you less after each show.  
tired of sitting backstage for so long,  
avoiding the last song, —the final farewell.  
I just don't want to live at The O.L.


