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Second Chance
You may need it next.


 

This Compendim for Christine
 
I will do thing, for, to you
if you wnt me to,
take you by the hand
I will, I will, I will,
I will do things for , to you
 
I will do the best I can, by you
if you want me to,
Visit Virgin lands
Iwill do things for, to you
 
If you’d want me to
I do
 
 


 

Ant Smit
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Joy, Fear and Fuck It

Vol. 1


Devotee
 
I no longer dare to touch you
For the fear you might scream
I’m not surprised I repulse you
When I think of where I’ve been
I guess you murder children / Or rape OAPs
You must carry some burden
To have earned a curse like me
 
Devotee, devotee, devotee, devotee / Devotee, devotee, that’s me
 
I no longer hope to see you
Except for in my dreams
I’m not surprised you don’t hold me
When I think of what you’ve seen
I guess that you are an angel
A perfect bleeding being
You must have a heart of gold
To love your devotee
 
Devotee, devotee, devotee, devotee / Devotee, devotee, that’s me
 
I no longer bear to kiss you
When I’m a drunk disgrace
I no longer want to repent
What, I have done in haste
I no longer dare to worship you / I know it isn’t safe
But I will tend a shrine for you / In a secret place
 
Devotee, devotee, devotee, devotee / Devotee, devotee, that’s me
Devotee
 


End-of-Transmission
 
Has it ever been like this, before ?
Have you ever had, the wolf,
knocking at your door ?
Has it ever been like this, before ?
 
ETX, XYZ
I wonder what it, is that happens next.
The earth is still a-turning, It’s gone around the bend
I think that this must, Be the living end
 
Wholesale, retail
Gotta go and buy it
Wholesale, retail
Life’s a fucking riot
Wholesale, wholesale
Retail, retail
Wholesale, retail
It isn’t over yet
 
If there’s a god I think I want a refund
 
Uppers and downers, and round-a-bout towners
I want a packet of magical tablets
Red ones, and blue ones, and old ones, and new ones
Some that I swallow and some that I chew on
I want to take them all of the time
I want to get right out of my mind
I want to be on hallucinogenics 
I want my thoughts to be synthetic
 


 
Time is still a-tickin’, it’s a terminal disease
 
Champion the wonder-horse-meat
<Give your dog a real treat>
 
Ain't got no kind of future, Nowhere left to go
The international conglomerates, Make me, feel small.
Good bye fair green valley, Farewell mountain grove
There gonna build another Coca-Cola superstore
So’s you’ll feel at home
 
Wholesale, retail
Gotta go and buy it
Wholesale, retail
Life’s a fucking riot
Wholesale, wholesale
Retail, retail
Wholesale, retail
It isn’t over yet
 
Fucked the telly, It’s full of shite
Fucked the town, they fucked it right
Fucked the dogs on Dovecot street,
<We want the world and we want it now>
Fuck new labour, it’s full of scum
Fuck the papers, they’re just too glum
Fuck the queen, and her fucking mum
Fuck the pope, and his fucking nuns
Fuck the lord’s, “Thy will be done”
Fuck the fucking Millennium
Fuck the fucking Millennium
Fuck the fucking Millennium


Far Too Many
 
Far too many, cigarettes, 
stubbed out in my face.
Far too many insects,
flying about this place.
Far too many spiders,
spinning in my head.
Aaaarrghh
 
Far too many, hours spent,
inside this baking room.
Far too many brain cells dead,
I’m in that zombie mood.
Ha hah haa, I got to get out.
 
Far too many locks and bolts,
securing my front door.
Lost my keys,
I lost my keys,
I can’t get out no more.
I get down on my hand and knees,
scrabble under chairs,
beneath a pile of maggots I,
find my hammer there.
The one I use to crack the backs
of roaches on the wall,
I use it now on the window pain
to get me out of hell.
I’m standing in the garden when
It begins to bloody rain
 


 
Far too many dustbin lids,
playing in the street.
Far too many bloody kids,
suffering in the heat.
Far too many vehicles,
driving far too fast.
Far too many earfuls,
as I’m walking past.
Far too many domestic scenes,
of easy married grief.
Far too many people on,
Far too many streets.
[image: ]
Far too many on this world,
as it spins around.
A lonely, cold and helpless rock,
sinking without sound.
The whole entire universe
locked up in a box - 
No wonder it’s so hot.
 
Help me, I’m melting.
 


Fuck it in the Morning
 
Fuck it in the morning
Fuck it in the evening
Fuck it at any time
You're not gonna fuck up
This little ol' life of mine
 
You wake up in the morning
And even while your yawning
The postman delivers fines
He just wants to fuck up
This little ol' life of mine
 
You stumble down for breakfast
And while you look your grimmest
Your wife screams and drops the knife
She just wants to fuck up
This little ol' life of mine
 
CHORUS
 
You make it out the door quick
And you slip in dog shit
To the glee of the passers by
They just want to fuck up
This little ol' life of mine
 
You make it to the office
Complain about the bus missed
The boss docks you twice the time
He just wants to fuck up
This little ol' life of mine


 
CHORUS
 
You take a bloody cudgel
And a belt and buckle
And beat out a jolly rhyme
You're not gonna fuck up
This little ol' life of mine
 
With a skull a cracking
And a manic laughing
The life seeps from his eyes
He's not gonna fuck up
This little ol' life of mine
 
CHORUS
 
With a little black cap
The judge says you're a bad lad
You're gonna do more than time
I guess that I have fucked up
This little ol' life of mine
 


I will ruin you
 
Like champagne ruins rich kids
Like wasps can ruin picnics
Like kisses ruin lipstick
I will ruin you
 
Like Hollywood ruins novels
Like poets ruin bottles
Like brick walls ruin knuckles
I will ruin you
 
Like cancer ruins Christmas
Like telling ruins wishes
Like dead men ruin nooses
I will ruin you
 
Like gelding ruins stallions
Like bankers ruin millions
Like armies ruin civilians
I will ruin you
 
Like pissing ruins blow jobs
Like Yewtree ruins heartthrobs 
Like good men ruin their gods
I will ruin you
 


I'm too beautiful
 
I'm too beautiful, Too beautiful 
The scars on my cock
Will prove it all to you
I'm too beautiful, Too beautiful 
Oh my god, what am I gonna do?
 
I could wear a bag / Or do it in the dark
I could cut meself / And leave an ugly mark 
I could learn to love / Far too much
I could make you cum / With just a little touch
 
CHORUS
 
I can't look at you / Without the danger of a kiss
I can't dare to / Take a public piss
I can't help the girls / That I see swoon
I can't help the boys / That feel the same way too
 
CHORUS
 
I've got gorilla hands / And teeth like your nan's
I've got worse breath / Than any other man
I've got scaly feet / 
And broken teeth / But I've got a
Dose of self believe
 
CHORUS


Life On Earth
 
Body Clock
It tick away
Body Rot
And fade to grey
Body Not
Good enough
Body Got
To turn to dust - Bodies come and bodies go.
 
Mind Flip
And sometimes stick
Mind Think
Well, that is it
Mind Hope
For after-life
Mind Trip
Sure is nice
 
As the Earth turns, and leaf turns - and Moon turns in the sky
 
Hey, Mr Artist - Paint me a picture
Of life on Earth, This wonderful sister
Giving Wondrous birth, to creatures crawling
In the dirt.
Paint with strokes, both fine and bold,
The night in steel, and the day in gold,
Paint the young, and paint the old
Paint the stories as they unfold,
Paint the love, and paint the hate,
Paint our glories, and our mistakes,
Paint the joy, and paint the hurt


 
The living live in ignorance,
Of that, that lives within.
The more they move, the more they smooth
A pattern on the floor.
The lines they leave, are lines that weave,
An image that they draw.
 
Paint our atoms, as they condense,
On a moment that almost begins to make sense
Before we’re born, to build a defence,
against the chaos of unravelling strings.
Paint the pattern, of our lives,
Paint the web, and paint the skies,
Paint the universal eyes
That hardly see us in a blink of time.
Join the dots with indian ink
Everything ends
As it begins
 
So flesh turns, And life turns - And my turn comes to die.
 
Body Clock
It tick away
Body Rot
And fade to grey
Body Not - Good enough
Body Got - To turn to dust
Bodies come and bodies go
There ain’t no truth - don’t you know?


Little Madam
 
Little cunt / Will grow up
To hate her / Mammy
She’ll be a disappointment / Everyday
She’ll be a dirty parasite / Sucking away
She’ll be a member / Of the human race
 
You’re a joke little cunt
You’re a madam
You’re a joke little cunt
I should say
You’re a joke little cunt
You’re a bad ‘un
You’re a joke little cunt
Your just that way
 
Little cunt / Will grow up
To fuck over / Daddy
She’ll kill him / With her love
He'll hate it / When she marries
For some punk has / Her up the duff
CHORUS
 
Little cunt / Will grow up
To be a / Special
A princess / Some might say
She'll live down to / All expectations
For all life / Is a waste
CHORUS
 
You’re a joke / Little cunt
You’re just that way - You little cunt


London Knives
 
London Knives London Knives London Knives London Knives
No one plans like happenstance, yet still they lie still, these still lives
Does all knowing mean all seeing all the grieving that survives
Is it a question of believin’ that believin’ answers lies
Are all answers found in faith and is all faith all knowing wise?
 
Does all knowing mean all seeing all the grieving that survives
Are we fit to see the reason that the reason does not sit?
Are all answers found in faith and is all faith all knowing wise?
How deep are shadows cast by truth burning lives bit by bit?
 
Are we fit to see the reason that the reason does not sit?
Nothing shines like sacrifice, a cutting edge will cuts inflict
How deep are shadows cast by truth burning lives bit by bit by bit by bit?
Fact is just a truthful fiction not an honest contradiction
 
Nothing shines like sacrifice, a cutting edge will cuts inflict
Is it a question of believin’ that believin’ answers lies
Fact is just a truthful fiction not an honest contradiction
No one plans like happenstance, yet still they lie still, these still lives
 
London Knives London Knives London Knives London Knives
London Knives London Knives London Knives London Knives
 
No one plans like happenstance, yet still they lie still
 


Naked Lady
 
Naked lady in her house of glass
She frightens horses when they pass
She's got no wonder bras on the line
Her big bold boobies bounce just fine
Her panties never get to fray
She sells them to perverts on eBay
There's no tightly tangled tampon strings 
She's even naked from within
 
Naked as the day she was born
Naked in the kitchen
Naked in the hall
Naked as the day she was born
That naked lady gives me the horn
 
Naked lady gets dressed to bath
Her modesty is wet and yet intact
She pulls up her panties when having a slash 
They sell for more and that's a fact 
And she's famous now throughout the land 
With an army of wet dreams at her command 
Allergic to cloth she attracts men like moths 
And every single one wants to gobble her up
 
Naked as the day she was born
Naked in Bristol
Naked in York
Naked as the day she was born
That naked lady gives me the horn
 


 
Naked lady on the side of a bus
Drives us crazy she drives us nuts
She's a worldwide naked phenom-nom-nom
Brazen hussy having fun
Her Brazilian pussy's landing strip
Welcomes migrants by plane or ship
In nakedness were all reduced
To our barest attributes
 
Naked as the day she was born
[image: ]Naked in nature
Naked in form
Naked as the day she was born
That naked lady loves us all
 


Ninety nine percent of us
 
I'd rather spend a tenner
On a half a half a wrap
Than feed the hungry mouth
Of a capitalist twat
I'd rather crush my appetite
With half a rescued fag
Than queue up in a Tescos
For bargain basement scraps
I'd rather take a dab
From a mate's kindly offered stash
Than stand in line with cap in hand
While the bastard tories laugh
 
Give us back our food supply
Or you will be a bit surprised 
Ninety nine percent of us
Have a power if we rise
 
I'd rather pee by candle light
In the street or in a ditch
Than use the gift of so called choice
As to who can take the piss
I'd rather take my shelter
Beneath a starlight sky
Than pay for bricks and mortar
Owned by some fat banker guy
I'd rather hold my breath
Apoplex and die
Than share the very air
That carries all your lies
 


 
Give us back our food supply
Or you will be a bit surprised 
Ninety nine percent of us
Have a power if we rise
 
You may dream of apathy
In the bellies of the mass
But mark my words for I have seen
Hell fire tempered wrath
 
Give us back our food supply
Or you will be a bit surprised 
Ninety nine percent of us
Have a power when we rise
 


Nothing Says I Love You
 
Nothing says I love you 
Like reduced to clear flowers
I'll buy for you the end of days
Of minutes and of hours
Life is unsustainable
It blooms and then decays
I will burn so brightly
When you set my heart ablaze
 
Nothing says I love you
Like I love you says I do
You are my blessed entropy
My end belongs to you
 
Nothing says I love you
Like that lethal injection
I will say just close your eyes
And think of en-ger-land
Forever is unattainable
It stays a day away
But I will hear your echo in
Every breath I take
 
Nothing says I love you
Like I love you says I do
You are my blessed entropy
My end belongs to you
 


 
Nothing says I love you
Like a failed broken heart
Our best case scenario
Is that one day we will part
Farewells are unavoidable
They're seeded in the start
But I'm ready for my body to
Carry one more scar
 
Nothing says I love you
Like I love you says I do
You are my blessed entropy
My end belongs to you
You are my blessed entropy
My end belongs to you
Nothing says I love you
Like I love you says I do
 


Punk Rock
 
From - Johnny Rotten to Iggy Pop
I can’t believe it’s not punk rock
And next The Slits will sell tampons
Give you a two for one wide on
 
The - Clash weren’t taking the bastard piss
When they hinted towards this
London’s Calling so BT cries
Turning rebellion to franchise
 
I can’t believe it’s not punk rock (x3)
Nice - Pension plan you fuck
 
Ever - Fallen in love with Red Mountain?
Ever fallen in love with Red Mountain?
Ever fallen in love with Red Mountain?
Do New York Bagels give you kicks?
 
Will - Sweet Siouxsie Sioux be selling shoes?
Will The Dammed be wooing you?
When a charity needs some grease,
Will Ian Dury’s bones be fleeced?
 
I can’t believe it’s not punk rock (x3)
Greasing wheels with your cunt-ry life
You cu-uunts
 


Spunky
 
She loves my spunk my woman does 
She loves the taste she loves the look 
She loves the spray she loves the flood
She loves to feel it fill her up
She licks her lips,
She rubs her tum
She makes a meal out
Of my cum
 
Doesn't mind if it squirts or dribbles
On her belly or on her nipples
In her mouth or down her throat
Her eyes bulge wide with ev'ry stroke
A suckling babe upon her bloke
She don't mind if it makes her choke
CHORUS
 
Likes it chewy, likes it stringy
Likes it dangling from my thingy
Greedy cow when she milks me hard
Gobble gobble gobble, she plays her part
Gulping down like a good sport
Those little tadpoles lives cut short
CHORUS
 
Thinks my scrotum's a magic bag
Made to please and feed this lass
Endless torrents of top cocksnot 
She turns the tap and downs the lot
And this we both agree upon / A little cannibalistic fun
Better down her hungry throat / Than up inside her fertile cunt
CHORUS


Shorty
 
I have a tiny cock / Like a crooked little finger
Everybody else's dick / Is inevitably bigger
If six inch as an average / Can truly be believed
Someone here in this room / Is twice the size of me
If you can do your algebra / Already you will know
Four inches is the maximum / My dick will ever go
For the engineers among you / I'll express my ratio
My little one inch wonder / Up to four times it can grow
 
He's got a little willy, a tiny baby dick
But at least he's got the balls, to admit to it! (x2)
 
My pubes are even longer / They make a comfy little nest
With a pretty acorn sat / Upon the very crest
Rummage in my fly and / Wish that I were blessed
Searching frantically / I recover just the head
Get a little piss drip / Up on my finger tip
There's absolutely nothing there / For me to get a grip
If I sit to pee / I must be wary of my jet
The angle of my dangle means / My trousers may get wet
 
CHORUS
 
I wank it with one finger / If you really want to know
And no I can't imagine / The feeling of deep throat
When I look down I can still / Clearly see my toes 
But my little willy hides / Beneath my belly folds 
Sometimes it is inverted / Even when it isn't cold
Like a little turtle / Inside of me it goes
Girls they like to tell me / It's such a cute surprise 
Until I have to tell them I / Left the condom stuck inside
 
CHORUS
 


 
I'm hung like Mickey Mouse / I'm glad now to admit 
For the greater pain exists  / In propagating myths
According to the internet / Real men have massive dicks
And you are next to useless / If you're 'only' average
So if you're sat with five or six then / Feel the relief
You no longer have to hide it / In shame and misery
For I'm the living proof you've got / Way more than you need
For even with four inches / My girl's in love with me
 
CHORUS[image: ]


Sing to me
 
Sing to me of apples, of windfalls on the floor
Sing to me of brambles, of scratches on your paws 
Sing to me of springtime, of bounties made for man
And I will sing to you of, this barren promised land
 
Sing to me of solstice, of belief in mystery
Sing to me of lovers, of mankind's history
Sing to me of summer of, the birds and of the bees
And I will sing to you of, the illusion of the free
 
Sing to me of harvest, of tasting what you reap
Sing to me of living, of beauty running deep 
Sing to me of autumn of, karma and the wheel
And I will sing to you of, what it is to never feel
 
Sing to me of dark nights, of home fires and of warmth
Sing to me of new life, of the coming of the dawn
Sing to me of winter of, the ancient northern lights
And I will sing to you of, diseases and of blights
 
Sing to me of living, of rejoicing in this world
Sing your hallelujah as though it were a dirge 
Sing to me of years as, years tumble by 
And I will sing to you of the human waste of life
 


States of matter
 
I keep vacuum bags I’ve filled
With the dust that fell from you
Wet my finger tip and dip
Sherbet fountain, tasty bits
 
I store the tears that were spilled
When I disappointed you
I like to bathe when they’re distilled
Salty crystals are my pills
 
Gas or liquid or solid, you are
Lovable in a bag, or jar
Anyone can  love, tits or arse
Lips or looks or
Thoughts or fucks
 
I bottle odours you release
In the night time, in your sleep
Nothing smells to me so sweet
As you do under bedroom sheets
 
Gas or liquid or solid, you are
Lovable in a bag, or jar
Anyone can  love
Flesh and such
I love you
To your guts
 


Strange Girl
 
You are - A bi-o-logical mistake
You are
A blot upon the
Landscape
The world can
Well do
Without the
Likes of you
 
N’ time waits
For no-one
N’ no-one
Waits for you
N’ you think
That that is strange
But I know
Know it’s true
S.T.R.-A.N.G.-E, Strange-girl
S.T.R.-A.N.G.-E, Strange-
S.T.R.-A.N.G.-E, Strange-girl
S.T.R.-A.N.G.-E, Strange-
 
You are - A little de-ranged
I see it
In the games that you play
It’s almost
As if there's no bra-in
To guide your
Your sense of shame
 


 
I Would - Like to purchase
A Genetic
Puncture kit
Just to
To try ‘n’ fix
Fix up
How you tick, tick, Tick, tick, tick
 
N’ time waits
For no-one
N’ no-one
Waits for you
N’ you think
That that is strange
But I know
Know it’s true
S.T.R.-A.N.G.-E, Strange-girl
S.T.R.-A.N.G.-E, Strange-
S.T.R.-A.N.G.-E, Strange-girl
S.T.R.-A.N.G.-E, Strange-
 
You are strange
Oh so strange
A little de-ranged-girl
You are strange, strange, strange
Oh so strange
 
 


The 11th Minute of the 11th hour
 
Don't remember me with silence
As though you regret I gave my life
Don't shuffle in embarrassment 
And count the seconds ticking by
Don't think of us as just numbers 
You were prepared to pay this price
Don't remember me with silence
Celebrate you are alive
 
Don't remember me with symbols
As though they could signify
Don't forget the individuals
[image: ]You set up on your bloody lines
Don't imagine there's a difference
In today's accountants eyes
Don't remember me with symbols
I'm more than the question 'Why'
 
The beast can not be counted
Such numbers will tell you lies
Life is not an algebra 
Unmarked graves are not a sign
Don't remember me with silence
Don't conscript me to that good night
Don't remember me with silence
Celebrate you are alive
 


You can't do anything about it
 
You can't do anything about it 'cause I'm mad
You can't do anything about it 'cause I'm mad
Come on and have a try and I'll stab you in the eye
You can't do anything about it 'cause I'm mad
 
I'll organise your records A to Z
Except the ones that go round in my head
I'll record your fav'rite films, most of the way through
'n complain whenever we're not watching friends
CHORUS
 
I will track your whereabouts the whole day through
I will know the dates and times you go the loo
If you drop a bomb, or pebble dash or spew
I will know about it before you
CHORUS
 
When I'm in the street I'll take a piss
And wave at drivers with my angry dick
And when the fucking pigs, tell me that I'm remiss
I will tell them they can suck on this.
CHORUS
 
I will use my special man juice on your chips
My vinegar strokes will make a healthy dip
If it doesn't stick in your throat, it shouldn't stick in your arse
And you would hate it if we were apart
CHORUS
 


Viral
 
My oozing cock, Your rancid cunt,
Were both depressed, So why not fuck?
Let me slide in on the puss, I want to infect both of us -
I wanna go viral.
 
Viral hepatitis B
Syphilis and HIV
Gonorrhoea, scabies, crabs
Herpes simplex, crusty scabs
Be my diseased valentine
I'll seed you with this dose of mine -
I wanna go viral.
 
Most STDs are caught easily
through the membranes of the penis,
vulva, rectum, urinary tract and less often 
ear, nose and throat - or brain.
 
The visible membrane covering the head
Is a mucous membrane, like your lips.
Mucous membranes differ from skin 
in that they let pathogens in 
Pathogens are also able to pass 
Through the cuts of any crack -
I wanna go viral.
 
 


 
The primary sources of infection
Fanny batter, pre-cum, spunk or jism
Salival spit, mucosal skin
Faeces, sweat and urine
 
The amount required to cause a dose
Is always less than you may suppose
Invisible to the naked eye.
You call that intelligent design?
 
Viral hepatitis B
Syphilis and HIV
Gonorrhoea, scabies, crabs
Herpes simplex, crusty scabs
I guess it's true,
Well how about that
God must be a fucking twat -
I wanna go viral.
 


The Word of God
 
Got no messiahs / On my mind,
No prophets predicting / The flow of time,
No Father, Son, nor Holy Ghost / Got no sacrificial goat.
Words are made by
The noises we utter
From each to each
And each to the other
And others are made
By the touch of a lover
And lovers are made
In the sibilant whisper
Of words that twist and slip
And slither.
 
Got no miracles / Down my street
No forbidden apples / Fall at my feet
No Adam & Eve, nor Cain & Abel
No parables, hymns, nor fables.
 
Words are stated visions, given
Life by air we breath
Be they first, or be they last, they’re
Nothing but our dreams…
You can grab ‘em
You can pack ‘em
You can wrap ‘em
You can have ‘em
You can need ‘em
You can heed ‘em
You can take ‘em
You can leave ‘em
 


 
Got no kingdom come - To go to
No subway ticket - To Hell’s inferno,
No paradise to reward the strife
No Virgin-Mary-Bloody-Wife
And dreams do not become - Reality
On the wings of some great - Prayer,
For prayers are nought but
Visions stated in the stale and
Stagnant - Air, that is words.
You can grab ‘em
You can pack ‘em
You can wrap ‘em
You can have ‘em
You can need ‘em
You can heed ‘em
You can take ‘em
You can leave ‘em
You can lose ‘em
You can smooth ‘em
You can move ‘em
You can groove ‘em
You can pick ‘em
You can clip ‘em
You can miss ‘em
You can hiss ‘em
You can hug ‘em
You can love ‘em
You can suck ‘em
You can…
 
Got no herein-thereafter / Got no earthly-holy father
No touch of god, nor sense of sin / Just this space, that I stand in,
& Here I stand, or here I fall, / & That is that for
That is all.


You're the very definition of
 
You're the very definition of the taking of the piss 
If you were with a prostitute, you'd charge her by the inch 
If you were in a porno flick, there wouldn't be no sound 
If you were doing anal, you wouldn't reach around 
 
You're the very definition of the shock and the awe 
If you were in a fight you'd kick 'em in the balls 
If you were in a schoolyard, you'd sell 'em hardcore dope 
'n if you were in a funeral home you'd make a fucking joke
 
You're the very definition of original sin 
When you lend a tenner you rake a hundred in 
When you visit granny you steal her fucking teeth 
Then demand a blowjob and give her HIV 
 
You're the very definition of ABC1 
You're the very definition of being a cunt 
You're the very definition of Britain's Got Talent 
You're the very definition of 
Simon fucking bastard cunting bastard fucking Cowell.


Consider me your poet
 
Consider me your cripple
Consider me your drunk
Consider me that pretty piece
Of yourself that you used up
 
Consider me your enzyme
Consider me your bile
Consider me that painful puke
That comes before your smile
 
Consider me your bread line
Consider me your gasp
Consider me that perfect phrase
That could be your epitaph
 
Consider me your flat line
Consider me your trend
Consider me that pointless part
That some may call a friend
 
You can, Consider me your future
Consider me your past
Consider me your poet
Don't consider me out cast
Consider me your poet
Consider me at last
Consider me your poet
Consider me a laugh - Ha ha ha ha
Consider me your poet
Consider me harassed
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Phind 69 Phalli

	          BISHOP
	          BOOMSTICK
	          CANDLE
	          CHOAD
	          CHOPPER
	          CHUB
	          CHUBBY
	          COCK
	          DAGGER
	       DICK
	       DICKIE
	       DINK
	       DIPSTICK
	       DONG
	       DORK
	       DRAGON
	       EGGROLL
	       EXCALIBUR
	       FANG
	       FERRET
	       GROIN
	       HOG
	       HOSE
	       JACKHAMMER
	       JIMMY
	       JOHN
	       JOHNSON
	       JOYSTICK
	       JUNK
	       LONGFELLOW
	       MANHOOD
	       MEMBER
	       MICROPHONE
	       MUTTON
	       NETHERROD
	       NOB
	       PECKER
	       PEDRO
	       PEEPEE
	       PERCY
	       PETER
	       PISTON
	       PLUG
	       POPEYE
	       PRICK
	       RAMBURGLAR
	       ROD
	       ROUNDHEAD
	       SAUSAGE
	       SCHLONG
	       SHAFT
	       SOLDIER
	       TALLYWHACKER
	       TASSLE
	       THUNDERSWORD
	       TINKER
	       TODGER
	       TONK
	       TOOL
	       TUBESTEAK
	       TWIG
	       WAND
	       WANG
	       WANGER
	       WICK
	       WIENER
	       WILLY
	       WINKIE
	       YINGYANG
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Thank you for reading.
 
Look out for volume two in the summer of 2015
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