The Lost Motherfucking Michael W. Dean song. 

Band: Strychnine Blotter Party 
Song: Golden Gate Bridge. 

Words, music (including guitar part), melodies, Michael W. Dean.
Recorded on 8-track quarter-inch tape in some small moldy dank windowless rehearsal 

studio in San Francisco in 1997. (Maybe 250 Napoleon Street? Not sure, maybe out on Army Street? Somewhere out that way in the industrial section of town.) 

Recorded and mixed in about an hour. 

Guitar / bass and drums recorded live together, then two overdubbed 

tracks of MWD singing, then mixed on the spot. 

Bass, vocals: Michael W. Dean 

Guitar: Danny King

Drums: Shawn Keef (or Sean Keef), 

Lyrics sound suicidal-ish, but in fact it's a song that's very much about wanting to LIVE. I think the lyrics are even a bit fun and funny.

Even the band name " Strychnine Blotter Party" was dark humor, based on the urban myth that some street LSD had Strychnine in it. 

https://www.erowid.org/chemicals/lsd/lsd_myth5.shtml
The whole band were ex-junkies I had three years sober, the other two guys had like three months. lol. 
We also played out as "Slish", before I replaced all the members and kept the name Slish for the later more polished Slish stuff with Michael Urbano and David Immergluck. Worms!
Thanks Anthony Lopez for bugging me into digging this song up on some old data DVD in my basement. 

LYRICS: 

Standing on the Golden Gate Bridge
Looking for the girl who did not like to live.
Look for the girl with the atropine eyes - as she flies! 

I've got cabin fever I've been in my head for too long. 

My brains are blowing out from pressure jealousy.
My strings are melting and I'm sure that I can fly, 
maybe I'll try! 

It's another fucking sunset and I'm checking out tonight.
Slipping into sleep your memory slaps me awake....
I don't want to die. 

I want to fuck you one more time. 

I don't want to die. 

I can fuck you one more time. 

If that keeps me here for one more day 

that's all I need to say. 

Stumbling through this world with all my lies
failing comically at all I try

Well I feel I'd like to die

but it hurts even to try 

why should I try? 

Nausea sweet nausea 

anticipate my pain. 

Sanctify and vilify to 

keep us both alive.
Well, I'll just go to sleep 
tomorrow means another chance

at being sane. 

It's another fucking sunset and I'm checking out tonight

slipping into sleep your memory slaps me awake! 

I don't want to die. 

I want to fuck you one more time. 

I don't want to die. 

I can hurt you more alive. 

If that keeps me here for one more day 

that's all I need to say. 
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