You were the last high

I can tell a lot about the lows
the 'Lowlands are home to me now'
i don't feel blue and I don't feel desperate
I just 'don't feel'

No more, nevermore, forever more.
And it's not sad and it's not depressive,
just that in your aftermath there was nothing
left of the heart and thangs and stuff

In general that make living great.
It's a grenadine of a life, cool as a cucumber,
in certain religions hell is made of ice,
I wish I didn't remember in the refrigerator,
the touch if your skin.

You were the last high
and it's a hell of a life,
The rest of it all to remember 
what it felt for grass to graze and grow with my heart.




























Me and My Rock'n'Roll Dad


Me and my rock'n'roll dad
would go walking on streets of secrecy,
in broad daylight, under a Communist sun,
and burn down old paradigms, just he and I.

Me and my rock'n'roll dad
went to the Grand Canyon of despair once,
but returned, safe and sound,
just with the power of our mind.

Me and my rock'n'roll dad
lived in the instant you see, and we'll live
in a crystal of time forever
because we will always be young and free.

Me and my rock'n'roll dad
never started a band, but if we had,
it would've been called
the land of the living and free
















ICE outta Minnesota, love
For Good and Pretti


ICE outta Minnesota, love,
now they might allow dreams in the ghetto,
they might stop shooting niggas on the run,
i know, that won't bring you back, hon.

ICE outta Minnesota, baby,
tomorrow you and I are gonna have a baby
with blue eyes and dark skin like the Jedi,
but that won't ever bring you back, little darlin.

ICE outta Minnesota, sweetest,
they finally let the sun shine through,
the boys and girls of wonderland will come back
one day. But that won't ever bring you back, dearest. 
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ICE outta Minnesota,
but we're still gettin the chills,
they bleed love and brains in the streets.
and hell, there's no way we're ever comin back, love.


