
Club Planet Vertigo 
 
I stagger/slip/stumble 
Through a tilt/falling world 
On a quest for the control knobs 
Of the planet. Some jerk 
Turned up the bass on this place 
It thumps through me 
Each beat a wince/risk 
No room to dance, no rhythm, 
Just a plaintive wish 
That the next song might be my jam. 
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