
elvis
the king is alive

he

He died for you,
Died for us all.

But he lives on in the neon
His spirit resides in the glitter

He is your burger.
Elvis died on the loo.

He died for you.

2003

yip, trite corporate poetry does not make anything a work of art but it has something of that essence of cheese that makes elvis out of everything the man achieved some kind of pop nirvana that andy could only dream of yeah the king is alive

aren’t you glad that this piece of beauty is here to make your cubicle experience just that much more profound well even if you are not we sure are the public toilet is a great communal center a meeting place of deeply personal experience lets respect that


