Weep for yourself, my man,

You'll never be what is in your heart

Weep Little Lion Man,

You're not as brave as you were at the start
Rate yourself and rake yourself,

Take all the courage you have left

Wasted on fixing all the problems

That you made in your own head

But it was not your fault but mine
And it was your heart on the line
| really fucked it up this time
Didn't I, my dear?

Didn't I, my...

Tremble for yourself, my man,

You know that you have seen this all before
Tremble Little Lion Man,

You'll never settle any of your scores

Your grace is wasted in your face,

Your boldness stands alone among the wreck
Now learn from your mother or else spend your
days Biting your own neck

But it was not your fault but mine
And it was your heart on the line
| really fucked it up this time
Didn't I, my dear? (x2)

Didn't I, my dear?

Ahhhhh......

But it was not your fault but mine
And it was your heart on the line
| really fucked it up this time

Didn't I, my dear? (x2)

Didn't I, my dear?

| weep for you, DestrOmath

You’ll not be given PL caps again

And weep little Asian man,

No more will you be posting a red pen

Hate yourselves, berate yourselves

You took all of the ISK that you had left

You blew it on a supercap

Instead of buying SNIGG seven new dreads.

They were not your dreads, but mine
And it was my ISK on the line

You really fucked it up this time
Didn’t you, my dear?

Didn’t you, my....

Nestor, you are dead, my man

You’re one mistake from being shown the door
And tremble little Abo man,

Did you not learn from those who went before?
Why were our spies not used for this?

Your boldness stands alone among the wrecks
Now take my words to heart, you fools,

| wont be writing any more blank cheques.

‘Cause they were not your dreads, but mine
And it was my ISK on the line

You really fucked it up this time

Didn’t you, my dear? (x2)

Didn’t you, my dear?
Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.....
They were not your dreads, but mine

And it was my ISK on the line

You really fucked it up this time

Didn’t you, my dear? (x2)

| need to drink more beer.




