The Hill Called Frank

Looking down from the hills the smoke-like haze

Covers everything, even that shitty place,
Where I belonged, but i’m moving on

Starting a long-long trip on my own.

Sayin’
Ohoh, trying to beat a path with my hands, well
Ohoh, I’ll cut across the lands
So you ask me where I’m going? Ohohohhooo

I don’t give a shit about a goddamn thing (You’d better don’t ask me what tomorrow brings.)
You don’t know how to treat me? Ohohohhooo
You wish you would knew me better
Call me a passenger, well I’m passing by
Each memory cleaves that I leave behind
Following my footsteps the grass stops growing,

If you come against me, you can hear my screaming
Ohoh, I’m climbing up that same old hill again,

Ohoh, that hill was called Frank.
