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                                                                                    I'm a dark poet
                                                                          I don't care who knows it
                                                                                    I'm a dark poet
                                                                               Stay away from me
                                                          Everywhere I go there's spirits talking to me
                                                  I've been to the mountain I've been down to the sea

                                                                    You see me in your nightmares 
                                                                                     Occasionally
                                                                                   I'm easy to spot
                                                                           I'm singing dweedly de
                                                             A shooby doo here and a ditty bop there
                                                             It's so disconcerting that it really ain't fair
                                                                                      I'm a dark poet
 
                                                                      I see through the background
                                                                                I see right to the core
                                                                              I could tell you the truth
                                                                               But you'd just get sore
                                                         So I don't say nothing when I'm talking to you
                                                     'cause that's the only way for our love to stay true

                                                                               You see me in the mall
                                                                          And you know your in trouble
                                                                  I'm cruising along in my elusive bubble
                                                                                  I don't push no one 
                                                                               They just all stay away
                                                                                 They don't fell guilty
                                                                              'cause I love it that way
                                                                                     I'm a dark poet

                                                                         I'm a needle in your easy chair 
                                                                                     A fly in your soup
                                                                               There really is no hight 
                                                                              To which I will not stoop
                                                             I'm a mirror in a hurricane a coming at you
                                                          You better look quick before it all comes true
                          
                                                                                I can see your future 
                                                                           'cause it's all in your past
                                                                                  Neither one is real
                                                                         So fly your flag at half mast
                                                                     You think you've got it covered
                                                                            But the sheet blew away
                                                                         You know you're gonna die
                                                                                  So have a nice day
                                                                                      I'm a dark poet

                                                                       You see me in your nightmares 
                                                                                        Occasionally
                                                                                     I'm easy to spot
                                                                              I'm singing tweedy dee
                                                                A shooby doo here and a ditty bop there
                                                                It's so disconcerting that it really ain't fair
                                                                                       I'm a dark poet


