And Where Has Philosophy Gone?

tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow, creeps in this petty pace from day to day...  and here's another clue for you all, the walrus is Paul-look upon my works, ye mighty, and despair - evil will always triumph, because good is dumb.                                      -I think the good book is missing some pages-

there's nothing quite as beautiful as money,  there's nothing quite as nice as a newly minted pound

that was lucky, damn near lost us a four hundred dollar hand cart 

-You don't have to tell me my coffee is good. when Bonnie buys coffee she gets crap.  when I drink my coffee I want to taste something.  I buy the coffee so you don't have to tell me its good.

if money is all that you love, then that's what you'll receive

out damned spot, out, I say!                                                             thank you very much, oh Mr. Roboto...

I was up above it, but now I'm down in it - Most of them will just cheat on you

Romeo, Romeo, where for art thou Romeo?           being double dead, going, and bidding go.      

-Feel your shoes and your spirits rise- 

                                                                     and I realize he's telling, lies lies lies lies lies...

Load up on guns and bring your friends, it's hard to bargle nawdle zousse,

with all these marbles in my mouth                                    you like to watch, don't you?

A covent! A covent of witches!

So were they ugly?                                                       ...you get me closer to god

Every time I look at that ugly moon it reminds me of you

Lo, what fools these mortals be: there was, of course, a catch.

All those who would hold magic's power must then pay magic's price

You can't get any pudding if you don't eat your meat

One of these days I'm going to chop you into little pieces

I am but mad north-north-west.  When the wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a handsaw.

I want to be sedated...        don't know what I want, but I know how to get it...

want to destroy, Mr. Slate, because I am,             Julius Jones,

have ye clapped eye on Captain Ahab? 

 "Gregor, Gregor," he called, "What's going on?"

don't know don't know don't know, oh no...

the worms crawl in, the worms crawl out

the worms play pinochle on you're snout...

eloquence breaks under the pressure of base instinct,

does that painting warm your belly?
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