
Vic Chesnutt, Preponderance
PreponderanceShe shot me a birdAnd everything blurredShe opened her mouthAnd i was trouncedShe likes to drink juiceSmells like a mousseCut the crapYou're spoiling my frappeShe's hummingSo cunningAnd stunningIn her mother's blue dressShe fluttered her lidsAnd i hit the skidsShe wiggled her noseAnd everything frozeShe shook her headAnd my innards bledCat the crapYou're spoiling my frappeShe's hummingSo cunningAnd stunningIn her mother's blue dressShe learned from the bestAnd i was the testShe ace the examAnd now i'll damnedShe just had to kneelTo get a book dealCut the crapYou're spoiling my frappe
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