Man Monkey

I drank from the river but the river ran dry

I don't like nobody but I don't know why

All this progress makes my head spin

Don't like where I'm going but I hate where I've been.

Man Monkey, Man Monkey, I'm a Man Monkey

I don't do much but I do what I can

I got recreational chemicals in my caravan

I'm seeing things I never dreamt I would see

Got so much happiness I got more than I need

Man Monkey, Man Monkey, I'm a Man Monkey

I can smell the bullet in the barrel of a gun

I can find gold in an iron lung

They show you prizes they know you'll never win

And say it's painless when the needle goes in

Man Monkey, Man Monkey, I'm a Man Monkey

I'm always leaving but I don't go nowhere

Don't End Up Working In A Supermarket

Checkout girls calling for change

They all have a mother, they all have a name

But they don't feel the same

About love, loss and dignity and exceptional pain

Love is just a game

Don't end up working in a supermarket

Not if you wanna succeed

Don't end up working in a supermarket

Not if you don't wanna end up like me

Hour after hour, day after day

The mince and the liver and the meat with no name

But they don't feel the same

About love, loss and dignity and exceptional pain

Love is just a game

Don't end up working in a supermarket

Not if you wanna succeed

Don't end up working in a supermarket

Not if you don't wanna end up like me

I pray for the sinners below me

Born into slavery

I pray to my god above me

Set my people free!

Don't end up working in a supermarket

Not if you wanna succeed

Don't end up working in a supermarket

Not if you don't wanna end up like me

Too Many Yesterdays

Looking for love in all the wrong places

Still hanging around with the same old faces

Reaching out for something that's never quite there

You were here before but where?

One line of coke too many

One drink too far away

One too many friends you've watched crash and burn

And one too many yesterdays

Same dirty jokes with alternative punchlines

Same things washing up on familiar shorelines

You're becoming invisible, you're not even there

You were here before but where?

One line of coke too many

One drink too far away

One too many friends you've watched crash and burn

And one too many yesterdays

Tuesday Night

Taxis don't see you, buses pass you by

The barmaids get unfriendly after a while

So take all this cargo, leave it in the street

You'll find yourself standing on your own two feet\

There ain't no-one gonna carry you home

When it's raining and it's Tuesday night

There ain't no-one gonna carry you home

When it's raining and it's Tuesday night

You've got to be strong, got to believe

It's a good place to stay but a better place to leave

So drown all your sorrows but do it alone

You're finding out you're better off on your own

There ain't no-one gonna carry you home

When it's raining and it's Tuesday night

There ain't no-one gonna carry you home

When it's raining and it's Tuesday night

Don't worry about her, walk away

She won't remember anything you say

Say goodbye to your family, goodbye to your friends

Drink to yourself and how your better off without them

There ain't no-one gonna carry you home

When it's raining and it's Tuesday night

There ain't no-one gonna carry you home

When it's raining and it's Tuesday night

Moany Moany

I hate myself in the morning

I hate myself in he afternoon

She said she loved me in the morning

Said she'd be leaving in the afternoon

I said 'oh baby give me one more chance'

'Oh baby, please just one more chance!'

The shit on the shoes of humanity

You are the shit on the shoes of humanity

Stop giving it Moany Moany

Stop giving it Boo Hoo Hoo

Stop giving it Moany Moany

Stop giving it, stop, stop giving it

She broke a promise in the morning

Broke my heart in the afternoon

I gave my sweetheart a warning

Buried her in the garden in the afternoon

She said 'oh baby give me one more chance'

'Oh baby, please just one more chance!'

The shit on the shoes of humanity

You are the shit on the shoes of humanity

Stop giving it Moany Moany

Stop giving it Boo Hoo Hoo

Stop giving it Moany Moany

Stop giving it, stop, stop giving it

Soul Vampires

They do you in with heroin

Steal your soul with alcohol

They fuck you up with television

Fill your tiny mind with indecision

\

Like the sweetest kiss 

Or the kindest thing that you ever heard

Gently whisper the words you desire

Soul Vampires suck you dry

They suck you dry

Soul Vampires suck you dry

They reel you in through thick and thin

Put you away night and day

They lock you in and charge admission

And you can't get out, not without their permission

Like the softest touch

Or the gentle praise of a permanent friend

But they only pretend to inspire

Soul Vampires suck you dry

They suck you dry

Soul Vampires suck you dry\

Precious Thing

Love, love, love may hit you like a hammer

Love, love, love, still a precious thing

You don't need to ask me

You can help yourself

You don't need to spy on me

There's nobody else

You've got reason,

No cause to compromise

Ask me any question

You won't hear any lies

Love, love, love may hit you like a hammer

Love, love, love, still a precious thing

I don't believe in karma

Sometimes I wish I could

It's just sometimes things turn out

Just the way they should

I believe in people

But I don't believe in 'em all

It's not the town that got too big

Just the people got too small

Love, love, love may hit you like a hammer

Love, love, love, still a precious thing

I don't know what it is but I feel knocked out

I don't know what it is, a whisper or a shout

I don't know what it is but it is what it's all about

Love, love, love may hit you like a hammer

Love, love, love, still a precious thing

Whole Lot Better

Friends will come and friends will go, they're easily replaced

Some things are worth holding onto, some get thrown away

You're an emotional cripple and we love you for it

You're a mental midget and we love you for it

You've been hanging 'round here for so long

I know we'll feel a whole lot better when you're gone

You don't need to say you're sorry, that's what friends are for

We don't hate you or berate you, we're just kind of bored

You're an emotional cripple and we love you for it

You're a mental midget and we love you for it

You've been hanging 'round here for so long

I know we'll feel a whole lot better when you're gone

Walking Back to Happiness

She won't cry anymore

She don't wait to hear your key

In the lock of the door

She never wanted to let go

She just had to let you know

Something you never learned before

Now she's looking for somebody

Who hasn't been abused

And she's walking back to happiness in someone else's shoes

She won't be there for you

But she doesn't blame you

For all the things you didn't say and didn't do

You won't hear her voice again

She'll never tell you what to do

But you'll never hear her say 'I love you'

Now she's looking for an offer

She would normally refuse

And she's walking back to happiness in someone else's shoes

Your world is growing smaller

Every day

As she's walking back to happiness - you walk the other way

Talking to da Man

I got poor mans dreams in the cellar

A box of broken promises upstairs

A butterfly collection with the wings torn off

And a lock of your mother's hair

I'm a pimp, I'm a pusher, a junkie, I'm a whore
I give you nothing but you still want more
You're talking to the man, the devil left heaven for
I keep the lost and the lonely in my pocket
With the things that didn't get used
I have every single whisper that you never heard
From the woman you once abused
I'm a pimp, I'm a pusher, a junkie, I'm a whore
I give you nothing but you still want more
You're talking to the man, the devil left heaven for
Slaughterhouse Rag
The smiling butcher and the smiling butcher's wife
She's in love with the butcher's bloody knife
She blows him a kiss as she picks up her bag
And searched for the tickets to the slaughterhouse rag
They've hired the hall
They've booked the band
The bouncers watch the back
At the slaughterhouse rag
The butcher's son is with someone who doesn't want him there
With his hand up her pretty dress he invites her upstairs
His touch makes her skin crawl, his presence makes her gag
But she needs someone to take her to the slaughterhouse rag
They've hired the hall
They've booked the band
The bouncers watch the back
At the slaughterhouse rag
It's the perfect end
To a perfect night
The butcher's on his back
At the slaughterhouse rag
Healed By the Hands of Elvis
When we die, we won't go to heaven
We'll all go to Memphis, Tennessee
When we die, we won't go to heaven
The gates of Graceland's where we'll be
We've been healed by the hands of Elvis
In the back seat of his limousine
We've been healed by the hands of Elvis
In Memphis, Tennessee
When we die, we'll all go to Graceland
There'll be music, there'll be people everywhere
When we die, we'll all go to Graceland
Everything we lost, we'll find there
We've been healed by the hands of Elvis
In the back seat of his limousine
We've been healed by the hands of Elvis
In Memphis, Tennessee
If this life has treated you unfairly
If people have been unkind and cruel
If this life has treated you unfairly
The king will save your suffering soul
We've been healed by the hands of Elvis
In the back seat of his limousine
We've been healed by the hands of Elvis\

In Memphis, Tennessee
