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You Ar€

-- J. Scott Hardin

When a man arrives late, wearing Gucci,
And your fantasy runs hucci-cucci,

It would seem, in your Euro-eroticus,

You spent much on a homo-bigbottomus.

You lick the last drop, of Nutella,

From a spread down the thighs of your fella,

And it seems, when you taste Grey Poupon,

That your member stiffens with hardon.

You trade in your trusty, old Saab,
Since your gentleman friend is a snob,

And I thought, as you passed in your Jaguar,

With aplomb, just how much of a fag you ar€.
