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we drank until drinking was useless 

walking home realizations ~ook my arms 
and made me nUG a ~ree 
a tree I was in love with 
secretly to me 

I felt bitter a~ the newfound ~hou6ht 
that what I was I was not 

s~ill ra will fall 
and not upon one but on all 

bending trees and bushes 
to tne around 
(all yo~ got to io is look around) 

I made it home. 

And now I'm all alone. 

Life is 1 a sacrifice; 

Add another chunk of ice. 

~he only way to keep the score 

Is to count the libations yo pour. 


I di~ more than five 

An:l look 

I'm still 

Alive ••• 
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