Habit

Cold medal, French kissing your vein

You’ve got the shakes now, so squeeze the make shift syringe 

It ought to make you happy

It ought to make you sad

Should I call you stranger

Or Should I call you dad

No I won’t go visit you, down in rehab today

Relive Vietnam with the ex-veteran who paints fighter planes

He wakes up at 2 in the morning, grabbing his scars and clawing at his sheets

Yeah I know he pissed on himself and you had to wake him up, bring him back to his feet

This is what you get for shooting coke, chill out relax, your being sedated

Maybe you’ll stop driving over to Summer Avenue, Summer Avenue

Buy a train ticket, travel down those sinful tracks 

Your heart stops, your blood runs cold, the tourniquet hugged you more than me

I saw the cops, I ran home, to tell the rest of my family

I’m looking down on you mourning, with your grass blanket and covered feet

Yeah I know you killed yourself, you were all dosed up, accepting defeat

I’m sorry my father

I forgot to tell you

I’m the only one here today

And I won’t be missing you

This is not a eulogy

It’s just a little story

Of a man who couldn’t come to terms with reality

