
Valery Gore, Straight into your pocket
Fell in love with a war manTaught me what the poets saidOne day I wake to a screaming eyeYears later the waking tricks my lonesome cryI straighten your pinI straighten my hairGod doesnt look like a good manNo order to life is the key to strifeThey taught me that in my home-ec classFell in line to the sound of a drumFell to my knees when my course was runSkinned my knees on the thought of his faceHis collar embraced his dark brown skinLord, when I die, let my secrets lieThe bread in the pantry soak the blood to run dryThe strong kill the weak and the weak stay poorMy dear, what are we fighting forStood by the door one last timeIm taking my aim, taking my fireRemember I traded these songs of yesterdayAll for the sound of your hand grenade landingI straighten your pin, a blow to the headGod doesnt look like a good manNo order to life is the key to strifeThey taught me that in my home-ec classI knew it was a bad signLate night TV was so rightWhat we dont have we steal from one anotherCarry your vote to a grieving motherMother, what a lonesome cryMother, he was never mineMother, what a lonesome cryMother, straight into your pocket
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