
 

         DUH IF DUH TEAR VIALS IN DUH DIRT UNDER DUH TABLES IN CAESAR’S PALACE COULD TALK GATE 
 
                                                                            
ig                                                                           O!    
om                                                                      Rape me              Old 
ombs.                       O                                     In duh morning,           Orestes 
o we                    Yeah!                          Rape me in duh evening,          Ate his 
ukes.                 I believe                     Rape me in duh summertime.          Testes 
    In duh traditional values           Mom/Dad crunch my winkie                       Spli

t   
    

 
ee! aii! 

  Uh Big Mom and Big Dad.               Front and back anytime.                    Nice!        ee! aii! 
 Yeah!  I believe it all, Baby,                                                                      Spit twice!            o 
 I believe in every correction                                                                  Traditional die!            o 
  Uh Mom an’ Dad’s full heart.                                                                  Re-heat my boiling lie!             Ea 
      I believe in commitment                                                                In subtle percolate porno shoves            My 
             To excrement                                                            Cook my coogle’s belows! Aboves!         Swee 
                most of all.                                                           Big Dad cut me down in a sacred grove.           Mea 
                                    A screaming cow                                 Big Mom sit me up in a marble glove.               Bi 
                                    A silver cloud,                 Da 
                                                  A murder loud.                            Bleed             come              Big 
             Big                             This is duh hot part                        Blood bag     Corn King!            Mom’s  
           Dad’s                          Big Mom/Dad favors.                     You numero   one son of fun!         Knockers  
         Winkie                         Big Dad/Mom adores,                       Big juice bag Blood Queen         I s  s o  large 
        Is so small                         A vibrant heart                              You be duh fertile One!        They just flopped 
       Duh eye of                           Cut and cored,                                    A very sly hero,                  Out uh Her rhine 
        A needle                               Nailed upon          Under             My bliss bag be   Stone Wheelbarrow. 
        Just gave                                 A very large           Sacred               Not He in She,   
          It head.                                    Jap score      Vigorish bush,          Or She in He.                      O! 
                                            Board.       In furtive glance         But a sit in its                      Did 
                                      O                                   Too scared to live        Slit’s grits               You ever hear 
                                  While                                Under sacred shiv         An’ schvitz             Big Mom/Dad go 
                              Duh power                             In fear suck dive            It’s ritz,          Whack Whack Whack 
                        Of life says, Live,                          I strive survive.               Zero.                On your piccolo?           Big 
           Duh glory of death smiles, Sleep.               (Nervous paces)                                                      O!    Mom/D 
        While life goads up duh road runner          (Duh human race is)     Heart                                     It’s     Rips sh 
         Onto up-scale superhighway summer,                                          Gashed.                                  Duh       We ea 
            Duh Glory of death smiles a deep                                              Medea                            Highest low         Slipp 
                         beep.        beep.                                                         Crashed.                      You’ll ever know.            Shi 
                                                                                          Made an                     Go tough Mom ee o, 
                                      Hey                                         At you Big Dad                  Go rough Dad ee o, 
ig                                Dad/Mom!                                   Big Mom is mad.                     Go! Low!            Go 
ad                            Hey Mom/Dad!                               Ext remely sad                        Whoa!            Jes 
cks.                       Give me a big winkie,                         Toddlers trashed.              Go 
We                  Small ones do not do me.                     Bashed them good.                            Ma 
cks.              But wooden icepicks I do not mind.                  Plashed showers                        Now             Fu 
             For I am spiritually pre-inclined                       Of blood.                         I lay me            Art 
               To kinky benigns intertwined                                                    Down to sleep in a really cheap creep.                   Fu 
                   Supine mine golden hind,                                              I prays my sexual action duh runs to weep.             Zeu 
                                   Be kind.                       O                                I can’t get no deification for twenty weeks.            Fu 
      Old Elektra                                        I                                  Who out there in duh out to get me night, leaks            Nig 
   Lost her plektra                                     Want my                                    Duh yellow whisper that player priests                  Fu 
    ee! aii! ee! aii!                                     Mommy.                                             Are buried        fear freaks?                          Je 
        o          o                                        Now. 
  
         Stars shine bright on shatter light. Behind that is endless schlock fear. All is one all right; all is dark night smokes. 
         Little minds search little heights. Dee.Duh.Duh.Duh.That’s get duh no brain hell out of faith in your fright, folks. 


