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V:
[C#min,  E,  B,  A-Ab]


I gotta lotta things to say, But notta lotta words

And time just gives me more, But I don’t mind,
I gotta lotta things to think, But notta lotta time to

Seems like I never leave them, But that's all right,
She lines her eyes with lies, And lays down between them

Knows there's not much to disguise, But she don’t mind,
He wanted something as his, Like the others did

But they didn’t know themselves, And that's all right,

[C#min  Ab,  A, E,   B/E/B,  A-Ab]
C:
'Cuz many times you'll find what's right, 
Is wrong in hindsight


So close those doors tight, 
And burn out the backlights

It's harder to forget, 
The things that we regret


But what's said is out of sight, So burn out those backlights

Interlude:
[C#min,  A,  E,  Ab]
I gotta lotta friends these days, But I wish I could be one

It's hard to know who I am, But I don’t mind,
I gotta lotta memories, But notta lotta time to leave them

With who they belong to, But that's all right,
Her head(bed) was soaked w/ what she read, from magazines & she never said

The things that meant so much, But she don’t mind,
His mind was left to be defined, By the thoughts that others left behind

It was all he could ever find, And that's all right,
[extended chorus]


[C#,  Ab,  A,  E]
out:
I know she always loved the ocean… she loved the ocean [sunset]

I know she always wanted the ocean
[sun over the ocean]

All these people all they wanted was an ocean wanted [was each other]
 
For each other, drown it down in what you want.


Someday I know she'll have the ocean
