Aiming At Ghosts
Verse 1:
 C                     F            C

Olivia, Olivia.  My Freudian nightmare.

                                         G

How could I choose you while claiming a brain?

C                         F          C

     Am       G    F          C

You thought your mama was done doing damage.
But here she sits wearing my face.

     C                              F               C

She sniped and she snipped with her practiced incisors.

                                             G

Now she’s launching missiles from outta her grave.

C                      F             C

Put down your guns.  I ain’t nothing like her.

         Am         G           F        C

I’m just trying to survive her legacy’s wake.

Chorus

    Am         G         F               C

So don’t throw stones at every demon you see.

       Am         G                 F          G        C

You’re aiming at ghosts but you’re shooting at me.   At me

Verse 2:

C                             F           C

Sometimes you’re soft and you give sweet emotion.

                                               G

And sometimes you’re sweet as a soft Georgia peach.

     C                      F        C

But often you stumble like before graduation.

           Am        G                   F           C

From that home based reform school where she used to teach.

    C                                F          C

She taught you artillery and special sex operations.

                                                    G

And how to reach out for love with a sharpened high heel.

          C                         F           C

When you reach out to hold me, I”m never quite certain...

      Am          G            F          C

Is it your tender touch or her bayonet steel.

Chorus

    Am         G         F               C

So don’t throw stones at every demon you see.

       Am         G                 F          G        C

You’re aiming at ghosts but you’re shooting at me.   At me
Bridge             

   Am                       G                       C     C/B         Am

I know you’re trying to do your best just to keep from being hurt.

       F                             G

You’ve piled up the rocks and you’ve dug into the dirt.

Verse 3:
C                     F                   C

Olivia, Olivia you’ve got what you wanted.

                                              G

But babe what you need... it just aint the same.

    C                     F            C

I’m packing my bags.  I’m done feeling cheated.

    Am             G             F           C

I’m going back to Greenville to forget this mistake.
