Spleen Merchant
Clutch

When I Die You Can Cut Me Up And Take All That You Please,
But Pity The Poor Dumb Fool Who Gets My Bleeding Spleen.

Corn Pone, I Born Tomorrow, My Bone Marrow Protein Filled
Scotch Whiskey Men Of Tain Have Come To Split Your Skills.

Hey, Hey
I Got Your Heaven, I Got Your Burning Hell, I Got It All Right
Here.

Wrap Them Tight In Zip-Lock Bags To Benefit Good Medicines.

If Bad, You Can Toss Them Back And Stuff Them In Sausages.
Isn't It Something So Becoming, A Gentlemen Of Good Taste.

The Appetizer's Quite The Pleaser, But Might You Pass The Peppe
r Please This Way.

Hey, Hey
I Got Your Heaven, I Got Your Burning Hell, I Got It All Right
Here.

Fertilizer Makes Your Corn Row Higher, But Makes Your Back Yard
Stink.
And All The Crows Know Where The Wind Blows, Where Water Sinks.

Hey, Hey
I Got Your Heaven, I Got Your Burning Hell, I Got It All Right
Here.
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