Let me find a soapbox and shout it out
It my be true that I am your third man,

But I am the seventh son,

This my is true, without thought of anything,

And with knowing,

Back then you didn’t see it, but know you does,

And it may be true that I am in a line,

And it maybe true that I am last in the line,

But the first shall be last and the last shall be first,

So lets have a ball and a beer baby,

And take our sweet time about it,

Because when the morning comes,

It will be just us that we have to face

Let me find a soapbox and shout it out,

I maybe your third man,

But I am still the seventh son,

Lets go to the bar, and tell everyone 
To get out, and well get clean together, 

And I will shout about that too,

I maybe last in line, but the first shall be last,

And the last will be first,

Read it in the newspaper and ask around,

That my strength is hundred fold, 
And I can show you if you wish,

I can show you all I know

Because when the morning comes,

It will be just us that we have to face

Let me find a soapbox and shout it out,

It maybe be true that I am your third man,

But I am always the seventh son,

The drops on my forehead show you so,

And throughout all the space and time,

I am still here watching that smile form on your face

As I move closer to you, being partly silly,

Being partly sexy, as I dance up to you

Let go home and tell no one we are there,

And get clean together, 

Because I maybe last in line,

But the first shall be last and the last first,

I want to show you the wonders of the world,

That are hidden in my hand,

Because when the morning comes,

It will be just us that we have to face. 

Inspired by the song “ball and biscuit” by The white strips
