1. This Is How
This is what I lived and this is how I lived it. This is what I did and this is how I did it. This is what I killed and this is why I killed it. This is what I made and this is how I made it. Oh mom you won’t see me home. At heaven’s gate here comes the gun. 
Written and produced by Vice Cooler Recorded at Prince Street in Berkeley, CA; May 2009 Mixed by Vice Cooler and Fred Thomas 

2. Body Armageddon 
Walked in the room and said it ain’t fair but moved anyway cos I no longer cared. Foot in my mouth. Hand in the air. Locked stares for a moment and we shared. This is what I got and I know it ain’t much but the offers a lot with a humans touch. Walked in the room and said it ain’t fair but moved anyway cos I no longer cared. Hey you, I’ve got a button Its worth pressing if you press something. So come over here and reach out yr hand and stick it into my body’s armageddon. Looked in the room and saw them all start four hits into the best bar. Walls made of paper in this Japan and the heats too much even with a fan. I sailed on seas and split the coast. A million airplanes give a toast. Looked in the room and saw them all start four hits into the best bar. Hey you I’ve got a button and its worth pressing if you press something. So come over here reach out yr hand and push it into my bodies armageddon 
Written and produced by Vice Cooler. 
Recorded at 56th Street in Oakland, Ca, and Prince Street in Berkeley, CA; 2008 Mixed by Vice Cooler and Greg Saunier, March 2008 Additional vocals: Mary Pearson.
3. Find A Way 
I said let’s go to a place where we’ll always have… If we stepped on snakes with aching legs. When we trespass in overgrown grass. And if one got bit and the others away would we check out or be ok? If you can find away a brighter day hey, hey. Just hold my hand and watch me stand and walk away. If I left it all and traveled a ways to a distance so far you couldn’t see my plane. And if I played the trumpet or ran and dispersed would you miss my life or want me here? Or got on a plane to far away would you need me here to mind in the same?
Written and produced by Vice Cooler and Bretzel Goring Recorded at 56th Street in Oakland and in Berlin, Germany; 2007- 2008 Mixed by Vice Cooler and Greg Saunier, March 2008 

4. And I 
Hit up the dance night. “Stuck on tour right?” After twenty shows we’re gonna feel alright. Half asleep in the back seat wondering what’s left to think. What everyone else needs. Their expectation and my delivery. Half asleep in the back wondering what’s left to dream? … Besides my worst nightmares and things I’d rather not reflect on. And I… And die… 
Written and produced by Vice Cooler and Iggybaby Recorded at Prince Street in Berkeley, CA; 2009, Iggys in Laurence, KS; 2007, and 56th St in Oakland, CA; 2008

5. Sentiment
Write me. Write me Monday cos I waited into my thirties. Oh baby don’t leave me hanging because psycholog​ically I’m not ready. Front me and grip my leg. Don’t walk away and leave me waiting. Oh baby don’t leave me hanging because psychologically I’m not ready. That’s not needed to seize my earth. That’s not needed to be my flirt. That’s not needed to fill my thirst. I’ve been teased. I’ve been had. But baby I hate to beg. Love me because I’m lonely and I made it into my forties. Oh baby don’t leave me hanging because psychologically I’m not ready. Break me because I’m easy and I’ve lost the need to protect me. Oh baby don’t leave me hanging be​cause psychologically I’m not ready. 
Written and produced by Vice Cooler Recorded at Prince Street in Berkeley, CA; 2009 Mixed by Vice Cooler, March 2009

6. Daggers At The Moon
Thought I knew it. I Thought I owned it. Thought I felt it back in high school. When I sang. When It never felt good and it always felt bad. Thought I caught it. I thought I tamed it. Thought I tripped it outside of time. When I sang. When it never felt good and it always felt bad. I pulled out the stakes and all cautioned for warn​ings. Donated to thrift bins and chap stick in pockets. In a long black coat and shoes with holes. A bibles quote. Stockings full of coal and. He don’t even know about us. They don’t even know about us. Acting sometimes like we’re children. “Don’t trip over anoth​er stupid runt” Who’s totally unshaven with stupid words. Its up to you what you want. He don’t even know about us. They don’t even know about us. Put yr hand on my thigh and go up high. Bite through my fingers I begin to ride. An empty promise with ups and truth. Lonely and gone shooting daggers at the moon. He don’t even know about us. They don’t even know about us. Now the lights are shot yr mouth begins creeping. I cough up my lungs and the wings were humming: “nothing lasts forever”, but a shot was given, yeah? “Hallelujah, oh my god!” In again with no protection. He don’t even know about us. They don’t even know about us. In a car to Baltimore half asleep and curled up. A body in a body; the news is used up. The booze won’t kill yr dad. We still love you. Drunk and lonely shooting dag​gers at the moon. He don’t even know about us. They don’t even know about us. 
Written and produced by Vice Cooler Re​corded at 43rd in Oakland, CA; 2007, and 56th Street in Oakland, CA; 2007 Mixed by Vice Cooler and Greg Saunier, March 2008 Additional vocals: Mary Pearson
7. U Can Just Ask 
Baby stop tearing around. You drive me nervous. Stirring up dirt like some kind of dervish. I can see her laugh​ing even when she’s gone. Climbing all over things she shouldn’t be on. But I like her, I like her, yeah. I like her, I like her, I like her, baby, yeah, yeah. She’s a freaky creature. You can just ask her. You can just ask her 
Written and recorded by Vice Cooler and Carla Bozulich Recorded at Prince Street in Berkeley, CA, and in Los Angeles; 2009 Mixed by Vice Cooler, May 2009 Addi​tional vocals: Carla Bozulich

8. Like Her
Years ago there was a role needed to be filled in. A stance on something right? Words saved it. But yr ac​tions didn’t say it. In the days of my state. Where the sun won’t ever shine. There’s a hand in my hand underneath the moonlight. I like her, I like her, I like her, yeah. I like her, I like her, I like her, baby, yeah, yeah. In the days on my stake. When the sun will never shine. There’s a hand in my hand while you are screaming like. I like her, I like her, I like her, yeah. I like her, I like her, I like her, baby, yeah, yeah. A lifetime ago you thought there was a soul Left in the breathe of singing. You didn’t need a promise cos of sounds. And a woman strummed on a guitar. 
Written and recorded by Vice Cooler, Ed Rodrigez, and Carla Bozulich Produced by Vice Cooler Recorded at 56th Street in Oakland, CA; 2007, Prince Street, Berke​ley, CA; 2008- 2009, and in Los Angeles, CA; 2009 Mixed by Vice Cooler Additional vocals: Carla Bozulich Guitar: Ed Rodrigez

9. Mexico
I don’t know where to go. I don’t know what to say. But that’s how it is with someone like you. I don’t know where to be. I don’t know what to say. But that’s how it is to be someone like you. I used to be right here. But now I’m not shared. But that’s just how I walk myself through. We don’t care about the answers and all of that odd stuff, We don’t care about the ashes. Just who am I to you? I don’t know how to look. I don’t know the words it took. But that’s how it is with someone like you. I don’t how to stay. I don’t know when to fade. But that’s how it is to be someone like you. I used to not have fear. Now I’m moving scared. But that’s just how I walk myself through. We don’t care about the answers and all of that odd stuff, We don’t care about the ashes. Just who am I to you? Don’t know to be. To go. 
Written and Recorded by Vice Cooler Recorded at 56th St. in Oakland, CA; 2007 Mixed by Vice Cooler and Greg Saunier, March 2008 

10. Give Me Something
How can I keep walking by with people less than me and not stop to think? With secrets to myself and feel​ings never felt... Just cold and alone being dragged through the snow. Oh how can I keep it inside? With feelings so mixed up and I don’t know how luck works. Like feelings for a man that the world won’t understand. Like I’m skating down the street and I fall and clench my teeth. I wanna feel something, please give me something. It’s better than nothing. Cos half my life is gone and my lovers sailed along. Cursed from the start. Cold to the heart, yeah. 
Recorded and produced by Vice Cooler and Greg Saunier Recorded at Prince St. in Berkeley, CA; May 2009 Mixed by Vice Cooler and Greg Saunier, May 2009 Percussion and additional acoustic guitar: Greg Saunier

11. Said Once
Hello. You rode it down. Buttoned it up. Wore it out. You washed it. Watched it dry. Unlike the kids you threw to the sides. Hello. They threw a fit. Ocean of tears. No credit. She sang with the melody. Joyous tone was whispered into my ears. Oh I wrote it down. Tucked it away. Came back home. I found it. Hold the phone. Repeat phrases in a new coda. Oh I need a breath. Tempt like god on the edge. To dance with, watch from high. Empty the nest but you don’t know why. Hello, one piece of land. Connected by the waters. Seperated by the sand. Hello, you said a name. You said it once and you’ll say it again. Hello. You wrote it down. But​toned it up. Wore it out. You washed it. Watched it dry. Unlike the girl you through to the sides. Hello. Can you lock sight? Look deep in say it like: “All the boys thinks shes a spy”. Feel grey hair cover your eye. You breathe but she knows why. You’ve been say​ing where you spend yr nights. No you can not hide. You wore it out but u wore it right .
Recorded and Produced by Vice Cooler Recorded at Prince Street in Oakland, CA; 2007 Mixed by Vice Cooler and Greg Saunier, March 2008 Additional vocals: Grouper

12. Everything Is 
Questions about my lock and how I keep it up and lock the thieves away. Sure. Wipe the rain from my brow and I’ll slowly ride away. I wore this raincoat over my other coat to keep my dry display. Post these letters, dry my hands, then check my emails again. Strum my clock then use my fingers to distract me and then I comb through my planner to detract from whatever I use to fill my bed. Cos it’s nine a.m. and I awoke for you to wipe my eyebrow crust. My seed was dried against our thighs and mixed with yr saliva. Everything. Everything is Every​thing. Everything is Everything. I didn’t use a rubber and thought it wouldn’t matter and not just by laziness. I tried to remember I’d die by November and “poof” by new years day. I tried to decide on an erect mind on when we should stop or to keep on push​ing it further and my body screams out “yay”. So fast forward the hours to a little close to nower, the time we have to split. Hop into the shower, our thighs stuck together we wash off the night. You sit on the edge and then get fully dressed to set yr daily mark. My pants are to tight. I unlock my bike. I have a hard time pedaling home. 
Recorded and produced by Vice Cooler and Iggybaby Recorded in Laurence, KA; 2007, at 56th Street in Oakland, CA; 2007 Mixed by Vice Cooler and Greg Saunier Additional vocals: Jenny Hoyston Piano: Annie Lewandowski
