
Iris DeMent, Hardsores
I don't know what you wantYou and your silly stompYou shave your malformed headAnd wish that you were deadAnd every single timeyou blow your silly mindWith model airplane glueI don't know who you areI don't see any proseYou go and get a trickThen get a pimply dickAnd every time you waitYou have to masturbateOh, it dont ring trueWait, don't stopAnd now I'm done with thisAnd it's so viciousYou criticize my viewThen criticize my tunesBut there's just one thingIts gonna make me singOh, i dont need you
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