
SQUALOR 
 
 

Fucking squalor 
Epitomizing human wreck 

His quaffing escalates  
Out of control 

The booze flows freely 
Satan had him in his clutches 

He has gone without abundant life 
All the time dying a slow death 

 
Dwindling bottles 

He is not the sloppy drunk 
He swears he is not the juicer 

Nothing could be further from the truth 
Squalor, a life in fucking squalor 
Off to the races again and again 

With the sneaky inebriation 
Yet he jubilates 
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