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- AMBUSH -


I am fighting a battle


That I cannot win


The older I get


The harder it is to fight


Back


Tumors, fear of the untold


From the voice of medical authority


Or through my nourishment


I feel attacked from all sides


Ambush


I just want to whimper away


Dry up like a stinking puddle of piss


In the sun


Without pain


Without worry


To just evolve


Into


Nothing




- BECKON ME AS HEAVEN -


The stars beckon me as heaven


And I yearn for their approval


As I reach up and try to grasp


Heaven


But all I feel is the dirty city air


Of hell


Your love beckons me as heaven


And I yearn for your approval


As I reach to you and try to grasp


Heaven


But all I feel are your problems


And my past life


In hell




- REFUSING TO BE SPENT -


Currency notes


Declare denominations


By color


As racist


For the first time in history,


Lower denomination currency


Is on strike


Refusing to be spent


In what the more radical


Currency leaders describe


As a monetary


Civil war




- DICKSEED -


Dickseeds flowing


Tubesteaks rising for the occasion


Shell to hell in a handbasket


Let their employees ride the waves of semen


As they jerk each other off with excuses


As to why we should buy the dickseed


Of their corporate elite fuckers


Who kill us for profit
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