Think you’re special don’t you?

Wouldda thought you knew

The poets write words so blue

Thoughts they say are true

Though I be thinking askew

Simply cause they rhyme with you

They do

‘course the same could be said ‘bout me

figurin’ I be a mariner on the sea

or some genius in a tower ivory

or some other nonsense concernin birds and bees

lushes foods nuts and honey

or drownin in whiskey

wind from the lee

