i mourn the death of all my belts 

because of my expanding gut.

in the span of 2 days,

i went from 2 of my favorite belts

to one.

age,

lack of calorie burning and

the enjoyment of whiskey

has led to my protrusion below.

and now,

my belts have suffered long enough

and they want me to know about it.

i desire to get them fixed,

but will it help?

will they forgive me?

do they want to cling to me anymore?

do they need me?

shit right they do.

this is the time in the history 

of my time that they need me

and i'm gonna fix these fuckers

and strap them up to their last

solitary hole if it hurts me.

so, get ready 

you load of belts,

here i come with my money 

and some small old man in 

a basement to restore all my 

pants right back to this big

ole waist of mine.

