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Things that make me smile,

Make me feel alive,

Things that make me smile,

Make me want to survive.

Things that make me smile,

Make me wanna try,

Things that make me smile,

Make me glad I’m alive.

Things that make me smile,

Make me want to be there,

Things that make me smile,

Show me someone cares.

Things that make me smile,

Make me feel worthwhile,

Things that make me smile,

Make it worth my while.

John Patrick Flannery

November 2006
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Sick of being tired,

Sick of being wired,

Sick of being hired,

Sick of being fired.

Sick of being normal,

Sick of being weird,

Sick of being scared,

Sick of being feared.

Sick of being black,

Sick of being white,

Sick of being wrong,

Sick of being right.

Sick of being caged,

Sick of being free,

Sick of being you,

Sick of being me.

Sick of being out,

Sick of being in,

Sick of being fat,

Sick of being thin.

Sick of being alive,

Sick of being dead,

Sick of being here,

Sick in my head.

Sick of being gay,

Sick of being straight,

Sick of being early,

Sick of being late.

Sick of being hot,

Sick of being cool,

Sick of being wise,

Sick of being a fool.

Sick of being happy,

Sick of being sad,

Sick of being good,

Sick of being bad.

Sick of being touchy,

Sick of being numb,

Sick of being smart,

Sick of being dumb.

Sick of being young,

Sick of being old,

Sick of being bought,

Sick of being sold.

Sick of being short,

Sick of being tall,

What am I saying?

I’m sick of it all.

John Patrick Flannery

October 2005
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Just a regular guy, doing regular shit,

Keep on trying, might get the hang of it,

I try as hard as I can, still fuck it all up,

Keep on trying till I’ve half-filled that cup.

Go to work, come home and drink,

Fucking automatic, don’t got to think,

Done it every day since I was a kid,

Fucking sucks, ain’t the worst thing I did.

Bills keep coming, till they are a pile,

Remember a time when I would smile,

That was then, and this is now,

Whine and snivel and have a cow.

Laid it all out for Santa in my letter,

I’d keep working and it’ll all get better,

Just bring me that winning lotto ticket,

Cause I keep trying and never pick it.

Just one little chance, that’s all I need,

That winning ticket and a bag of weed,

Just one time and I’d never look back,

All about hookers and smoking crack.

Fast cars, big houses and tons of hos,

Beastie Boys playing loud on my stereo,

Probably be about hospitals and jail,

Big fat attorneys to pay my bail.

John Patrick Flannery

October 2005
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Try to be hot,

Try to be cool,

I’m not either,

A hipster fool.

Try to dress right,

Try to be phat,

Costs a bundle,

I’m not where it’s at.

I’ve seen it done,

I want to do it,

Can’t get it right,

Gonna say screw it.

Tried for a while,

Since I was a kid,

Always fucked it up,

Like all I ever did.

It’ll never happen,

Gonna give it a rest,

I knew I was a dork,

Guess I knew best.

Sick of pretending,

Fooling myself,

Trying to be hot,

Bad for my health.

John Patrick Flannery

September 2005
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I’m so alone, in this world so cold,

I’m so alone, getting tired and old,

I’m so alone, I’ve got nothing to say,

I’m so alone, feels like every day.

I’m so alone, nowhere I belong,

I’m so alone, been that way so long,

I’m so alone, in this world so wrong,

I’m so alone, just keep moving along.

I’m so alone, in this world so fast,

I’m so alone, how long will it last,

I’m so alone, living in the past,

I’m so alone, die alone at last.

John Patrick Flannery

November 2006
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