He aught to be publicly pissed on

He aught to be publicly shot

Bang, Bang

He aught to be tied to a urinal

And left there to fester & rot

Now he may be a joy to his mother

But he’s a pain in the asshole to me

Drink it down, down, down, down

Down, down, down, down

Why are we waiting 

Could be fornicating 

Oh why are we waiting

So fucking long

