a spoonful of honey 
that melts like the summer 
and carries me out passed the moon 

well it's alright to dream 
but all i have is breadcrumbs 
and to count them there's barely a few 

when they open the door 
the wind comes a'howling 
scatters the crumbs to their doom 

in the morning i'll sweep 
them up from the floorboard 
it'll give me something to do 

well i could go a'begging 
down at the mission 
perhaps their pity will bloom 

but the chance is they'll curse me 
kick and spit upon me 
for that's what they're wanton to do 

for i was born 
an ugly babe 
and an ugly old man i am too 

for the lord in his wisdom 
he shown me no mercy 
and i'll show no mercy to you
