










start 
(f. ocean, j. ho) 

thinkin bout you
(f. ocean, s. taylor)

a tornado flew around my room before you came 
excuse the mess it made 
it usually doesnt rain in southern california much 
like arizona 
my eyes dont shed tears but boy they pour when im 
thinkin bout you 
(ooh no no no) 
i been thinkin bout you 
(you know know know) 
i been thinkin bout you 
do you think about me still 
do you do you 
or do you not think so far ahead 
cuz i’ve been thinkin bout forever 
or do you not think so far ahead 
cuz i’ve been thinkin bout forever 

no i don’t like you 
i just thought you were cool enough to kick it got 
a beach house i could sell you in idaho since you 
think i don’t love you 
i just thought you were cute 
that’s why i kissed you 
got a fighter jet i don’t get to fly it though i’m ly-
ing down thinkin bout you 
(ooh no no no) 
i been thinkin bout you
(you know know know) 
i been thinkin bout you 
do you think about me still 
do you do you 
or do you not think so far ahead 
cuz i’ve been thinkin bout forever 
or do you not think so far ahead 
cuz i’ve been thinkin bout forever 

i remember how could i forget how you feel 
you know you were my first time a new feel 
it won’t ever get old 
not in my soul not in my spirit keep it alive 
we’ll go down this road 
til it turns from color to black & white 
or do you not think so far ahead 
cuz i’ve been thinking bout forever 
or do you not think so far ahead 
cuz i’ve been thinking bout forever// 

fertilizer
(j. fauntleroy, r. perry)

fertilizer 
i’ll take bullshit if that’s all you got 
some fertilizer 
fertilizer

sierra leone
(f. ocean, j. ho)

we’re spending too much time alone
& i just ran out of trojans
horses gallop to her throne
we’re behaving like teenagers
making less than minimum wage
still inside our parents’ home
no i dont live in denver
i grew up in sierra leone
& her pink skies will keep me warm
sierra leone
sierra leone

tid bits of intuition that i been gettin
abandon mission abandon mission 
you must be kidding 
this shit feelin different 
shit feelin too good
to me glistenin 
shimmerin underneath the sunlight 
& a new day 
will bring about the dawn
& a new day 
will bring another crying babe into the world

(girl now) 
our daughters reaching for your nipple 
cause its time for her to eat
tonight ill lay her in the cradle 
if its time for go to sleep
i’ll sing a lennon lullaby 
she can have a pretty dream
baby girl if you knew what i know
knew what i know

sweet life
(f. ocean, p. williams)

the best song wasnt the single
but you werent either
living in ladera heights
the black beverly hills 
domesticated paradise
palm trees & pools 
the waters blue swallow the pill
keeping it surreal
whatever you like 
whatever feels good 
whatever takes you mountain high
keeping it surreal
not sugar free my tv aint hd thats too real
grape vine mango peaches & lime
a sweet life a sweet life sweet life 
sweet life sweet life 
a sweet sweet sweet sweet life
a sweet life a sweet life sweety pie

youve had a landscaper & a housekeeper 
since you were born
the starshine always kept you warm
so why see the world 
when you got the beach
dont know why see the world 
when you got the beach
the sweet life

the best song wasnt the single
but you couldnt turn your radio down
satellite need a receiver
cant seem to turn the signal fully off
transmitting a wave
your catching that breeze 
til youre dead in the grave
but youre keeping it surreal
whatever you like 
whatever feels good 
whatever takes your mountain high
keeping it surreal 
not sugar free, my tv aint hd thats too real
grape vines mango peaches & lime
a sweet life a sweet life a sweet life
a sweet life a sweet life a sweet life
live & die in the life 

youve had a landscaper & a housekeeper 
since you were born
the starshine always kept you warm
so why see the world 
when you got the beach
dont know why see the world 
when you got the beach

& the water
is exactly what i wanted
its everything i thought itd be
but this neighborhood 
is getting trippier everyday
neighborhood is going ape shit crazy

youve had a landscaper & a housekeeper 
since you were born
the starshine always kept you warm
so why see the world 
when you got the beach
dont know why see the world 
when you got the beach
the sweet life

not just money
(a. rosie)

super rich kids feat. earl sweatshirt
(f. ocean, r. hammond, j. ho, t. kgosistile,  
m. morales, k. robinson,  
n. robinson jr, m. rooney)

too many bottles of this wine we cant pronounce
too many bowls of that green no lucky charms
the maids come around too much
parents aint around enough
too many joy rides in daddy’s jaguar
too many white lies & white lines
super rich kids with nothing but loose ends
super rich kids with nothing but fake friends 

start my day up on the roof
theres nothing like this type of view
point the clicker at the tube
i prefer expensive news 
new car new girl 
new ice new glass
new watch good times babe
its good times yeah
she wash my back three times a day
this shower head feels so amazing 
we’ll both be high
the help don’t stare
they just walk by 
they must dont care
a million one a million two
a hundred more will never do

too many bottles of this wine we cant pronounce
too many bowls of that green no lucky charms
the maids come around too much
parents aint around enough
too many joy rides in daddy’s jaguar
too many white lies & white lines
super rich kids with nothing but loose ends
super rich kids with nothing but fake friends 

real love i’m searching for a real love
real love i’m searching for a real love 
real love

(earl)

alright
close your eyes for what you cant imagine
we are the xany gnashing caddy smashing
bratty ass he mad he snatched his daddys jag
& used the shit for batting practice 
adamant & he thrashing
purchasing crappy grams 
with half the hand of cash you handed
panic & patch me up 
pappy done latch keyed us
toying with raggy annes & mammy done had enough
brash as fuck breaching all these aqueducts
don’t believe us treat us like we can’t erupt yup

we end our day up on the roof 
i say i’ll jump i never do
but when im drunk i act a fool
(talkin bout)
do they sew wings on tailored suits
im on that ledge 
she grabs my arm
she slaps my head 
its good times yeah
sleeve rips off i slip i fall 
the markets down like sixty stories
& some dont end the way they should 
my silver spoon has fed me good
a million one a million cash
close my eyes & feel the crash
too many bottles of this wine we cant pronounce
too many bowls of that green no lucky charms
the maids come around too much
parents aint around enough
too many joy rides in daddy’s jaguar
too many white lies & white lines
super rich kids with nothing but loose ends
super rich kids with nothing but fake friends 

real love 
(aint that something rare)
i’m searching for a real love
(talkin bout real love)
real love yea
real love 
i’m searching for a real love 
talkin bout a real love

pilot jones
(f. ocean, s. taylor)

we once had things in common
now the only thing we share is the refrigerator
ice cold baby i told you i’m ice cold 
you out here flying high 
go ahead fly that thing
high high
but fly alone

you always smoking in the house
what if my mother comes over
you can’t get up & get a job
cause this little hustle’s getting you by
you’re the dealer & the stoner
with the sweetest kiss i’ve ever known 
(i knew what i was on)
i had a pilot jones 
(what you know about him)
she took me high 
(oh did she now)
then she took me home
(we talkin bout)
pilot jones pilot jones

tonight you came stumbling across my lawn again
i just dont know why 
i keep on trying to keep a grown woman sober
see there you go reaching up your blouse 
& no i don’t want a child
but i aint been touched in awhile
by the dealer & the stoner 
with the sweetest kiss i’ve ever known
(i knew what i was on)
i had a pilot jones 
(what you know about him)
she took me high 
(oh did she now)
then she took me home 
(we talkin bout)
pilot jones pilot jones

in the sky up above the birds 
i saw the sky like i never seen before you 
thought i was above you
above this in
so many ways
but if i got a condo on a cloud 
then i guess you can stay at my place 
i’ma get one
i need ya
admit it
you’re my pilot jones

crack rock
(f. ocean, j. ho)

you don’t know how little you matter 
until you’re all alone
in the middle of arkansas
with a little rock left in that glass dick
used to date a blonde 
you used to hit it raw
cause she was & you are madly involved 
madly involved

hittin stones in glass homes 
youre smokin stones in abandoned homes 
you hit them stones & broke your home
crack rock crack rock
crack rock crack rock

hittin stones in glass homes
youre smokin stones in abandoned homes
youre hittin stones & broke your home
crack rock crack rock
crack rock crack rock



youre shuckin & jivin
stealin & robbin
to get the fixing that you’re itching for 
your family stopped inviting you to things
won’t let you hold their infant
you used to get a little cut-up from time to time
but the freaks aint trying to sleep with cracky

hittin stones in glass homes
youre smokin stones in abandoned homes
you hit them stones & you broke your home
crack rock crack rock crack rock

crooked cop dead cop
how much dope can you push to me
crooked cop dead cop
no good for community
fuckin pig get shot
300 men will search for me 
my brother get popped 
& don’t no one hear the sound
don’t no one hear the rounds
don’t no one hear the shells
don’t no one hear a sound
don’t no one disturb the peace for riot
don’t no one disrupt nirvana
don’t no one wanna blow the high
crack rock
crack rock
crack rock
how you feeling girl
how’s the gutter doing
crack rock

pyramids
(f. ocean, j. ho)

set the cheetahs on the loose
there’s a thief out on the move
underneath our legions view
they have taken 
cleopatra

run run run 
come back for my glory 
bring her back to me 
run run run 
the crown of our pharaoh
the throne of our queen is empty 

& we’ll run to the future 
shining like diamonds 
in a rocky world 
our skin like bronze &
our hair like cashmere
as we march to the rhythm 
on the palace floor 
chandeliers inside the pyramids 
tremble from the force 
cymbals crash inside the pyramids
voices fill up the halls

set the cheetahs on the loose
theres a thief out on the move
underneath our legions view
they have taken
cleopatra

the jewel of africa 
what good is a jewel that aint still precious 
how could you run off on me
how could you run off on us
you feel like god inside that gold 
i found you laying down with samson 
& his full head of hair
i found my black queen cleopatra
bad dreams cleopatra

remove her
send the cheetahs to the tomb 
our war is over 
our queen has met her doom
no more she lives no more
serpent in her room
it has killed cleopatra

big sun coming strong through the motel blinds 
wake up to your girl 
for now lets call her cleopatra
cleopatra 
i watch you fix your hair 
then put your panties on 
in the mirror 
cleopatra
then your lipstick 
cleopatra 
then your six inch heels
catch her 
she’s headed to the pyramid
she’s working at the pyramid tonight 

working at the pyramid
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 
working at the pyramid tonight 

pimpin in my convos
bubbles in my champagne 
let it be some jazz playing 
top floor motel suite 
twisting my cigars 
floor model tv with the vcr 
got rubies in my damn chain 
whip aint go no gas tank
but it still got wood grain
got yo girl working for me
hit the strip & my bills paid 
that keep my bills paid 
hit the strip & my bills paid 
keep a nigga bills paid 

she’s working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 

you showed up after work 
i’m bathing your body 
touch you in places only i know
youre wet & youre warm
just like our bathwater
can we make love before you go 
the way you say my name 
makes me feel like i’m that nigga 
but i’m still unemployed 
you say its big but you take it
ride cowgirl 
but your love aint free no more 
but your love aint free no more 

she’s working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 
working at the pyramid tonight 
working at the pyramid 

(air guitar)

lost
(f. ocean, j. ho, m. otano)

double d 
big full breast on my baby
triple weight 
couldn’t weight the love i got for the girl
& i just wanna know 
why you aint been going to work
boss aint working you like this 
he can’t take care of you like this

now you’re lost 
lost in the heat of it all 

girl you know you’re lost 
lost in the thrill of it all 
miami amsterdam tokyo spain lost
los angeles india lost on a train lost

got on my buttercream silk shirt & its versace
hand me my triple weight
so i can weigh the work i got on your girl
no i don’t really wish 
i don’t wish the titties was yours
no have i ever 
have i ever let you get caught

lost 
lost in the heat of it all 
girl you know you’re lost 
lost in the thrill of it all 
miami amsterdam tokyo spain lost
los angeles india lost on a train lost

she’s at the stove 
can’t believe i got her out here cooking dope 
i promise she’ll be whipping 
meals up for her family of her own someday 
nothing wrong 
no nothing wrong with a lie
nothing wrong with another short plane ride through 
the sky
you & i are lost

lost in the heat of it all 
girl you know you’re lost 
lost in the thrill of it all 
miami amsterdam tokyo spain lost
los angeles india lost on a train lost

white feat. john mayer
(f. ocean, t. okonma)

monks
(f. ocean, j. ho)

mosh pits & bare chest
stage diving sky diver
spray the crowd with cold water
now its mosh pits & wet tits
i think i need a cold shower
cool waters 
african girl speaks in english accent
likes to fuck boys in bands 
likes to watch westerns 
& ride me without the hands 
show me her passport 
she’s on her own tour
but youre beautiful to me
wave em high girl to the sky
but you’re beautiful to me
(we’re in the clouds)
wave em high girl to the sky
but you’re beautiful to me
(life in the clouds)
keep em high ya’ll 
(beautiful stars) 
in the sky 

monks in the mosh pit 
stage diving dalai lama
feet covered in cut flowers
they mosh for enlightenment
clean chakra good karma
one with the water
indian girl sleeps above the temple
planning a run away young at heart
you found a boyfriend 
& now you wanna get away 
just a virgin lover on a getaway 
& at sunset they’re gonna try & get away 
abhaya mudra

i never ask for much 
but please keep up lover 
we’ve got no choices left
the running’s fast
run run run run 
you’re beautiful to me
run run run run you’d better run

you mean so much to me
in my world 
we made it safely
even with your father’s army trailing us
we escaped him
even with his archer’s bows at our backs
what a great escape
but theres a long way still in fact
we’re lost in a jungle underneath these clouds
there’s a monsoon that never ends
a coke white tiger woke us from our slumber
to guide & protect us til the end 

we’re in the clouds 
wave em high now to the sky
but you’re beautiful to me
keep em high ya’ll show you right
but you’re beautiful to me
beautiful 

bad religion
(f. ocean, m. neuble)

taxi driver 
be my shrink for the hour
leave the meter running
its rush hour 
so take the streets if you wanna
just outrun the demons could you
he said allah hu akbar 
i told him don’t curse me
bo bo you need prayer 
i guess it couldn’t hurt me
if it brings me to my knees
it’s a bad religion 

this unrequited love 
to me its nothing but a one man cult
& cyanide in my styrofoam cup 
i could never make him love me
never make him love me
love me love me love me love me 
love me love me
love me love me love me love 
taxi driver i swear i’ve got three lives 
balanced on my head like steak knives
i can’t tell you the truth about my disguise
i can’t trust no one
& you say allah hu akbar 
i told him don’t curse me
bo bo you need prayer 
i guessed it couldn’t hurt me 
if it brings me to my knees
it’s a bad religion

unrequited love 
to me its nothing but a one man cult 
& cyanide in my styrofoam cup 
i could never make him love me
never make him love me
no no

it’s a it’s a bad religion 
to be in love with 
someone who could never love you 
only bad only bad religion
could have me feeling the way i do

pink matter feat. andré 3000
(f. ocean, j. ho, a. benjamin)

& the peaches & the mangos 
you could sell for me

what do you think my brain is made for
is it just a container for the mind
this great grey matter
sensei replied what is your woman
is she just a container for the child
that soft pink matter
cotton candy maajin bu 
close my eyes & fall into you 
my god she’s giving me pleasure



what if the sky & the stars are for show
& the aliens are watching live
from the purple matter
sensei went quiet then violent
& we sparred until we both grew tired
nothing mattered
cotton candy maajin bu 

dim the lights & fall into you 
my god giving me pleasure 
pleasure pleasure pleasure
pleasure over matter 

(andré 3000)

since you been gone 
i been having withdrawals 
you were such a habit to call
i aint myself at all had to tell myself naw
she’s better with some fella with a regular job
i didn’t wanna get her involved 
by dinner mr. benjamin was sittin in awe
hopped into my car drove far
far’s too close & i remember 
my memories no sharp
butter knife what a life anyway
i’m building y’all a clock stop 
what am i hemingway 
she had the kind of body 
that would probably intimidate
any of ‘em that were un-southern
not me cousin 
if models are made for modeling
thick girls are made for cuddlin’
switch worlds & we can huddle then
who needs another friend
i need to hold your hand
you’d need no other man
we’d flee to other lands

grey matter 
blue used to be my favorite color
now i aint got no choice
blue matter

you’re good at being bad
you’re bad at being good
for heaven’s sakes go to hell
knock knock knock knock on wood 

well frankly when that ocean so muphuckin good
make her swab the muphuckin wood
make her walk the muphuckin plank
make her rob a muphuckin bank
with no mask on & a rusty revolver 

forrest gump
(f. ocean, j. ho)

i wanna see your pom poms from the stands
come on come on 

my fingertips & my lips
they burn from the cigarettes
forrest gump 
you run my mind boy
running on my mind boy
forrest gump

i know you forrest
i know you wouldn’t hurt a beetle
but you’re so buff & so strong
i’m nervous forrest
forrest gump

my fingertips & my lips
they burn from the cigarettes
forrest gump 
you run my mind boy
running on my mind boy
forrest gump

i saw your game forrest
i was screaming run 44
but you kept running past the end zone
where’d you go forrest 
forrest gump

my fingertips & my lips
they burn from the cigarettes
forrest gump 
you run my mind boy
running on my mind boy
forrest gump

forrest green
forrest blues
i’m remembering you
this is love i know its true
i won’t forget you 

its for you forrest 
forrest gump

end 
(f. ocean, j. ho)
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